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Chapter 1


Othelia McJennings created the quilt in the year 1483. She never meant it to be a curse to so many people. It was made as a gift to an adopted little girl named Andrea Peters. Othelia stitched together the quilt with plain white patches, so that the quilt’s owner could add designs to it. She worked on it for approximately two hours each day. She ran a bed and breakfast house for passerby's. The town of Belfast was beginning to see a boom, and the small town of Shad was just far enough away to be a resting point for weary travelers. But what the weary travelers didn't know was that there was a witch population in the small villa. Othelia knew of their presence, as many of the town' people did, she just wasn't aware of whom they were, or what witchcraft even was for that matter. People who claimed to know the identity of the witches weren't around very long after their statements were made public. 

 
Frustrated, the town lived with the problem, not really knowing how they were being victimized. The witches played their games on the passer by's most of the time. Corpses of unidentified men, women, and even children began popping up two miles outside of town, where the church was. Townspeople couldn't identify the dead, nor were there ever any reports of people turning up missing. Othelia confirmed that they were, in fact, passer by's that had stayed at her midlanders' quarters. And when it became known that she knew something and was speaking with authorities, bad things started happening to her. 

 
It was never known exactly what she told the investigators, just that she knew something. Her cat was the first thing targeted by the witches' bizarre attacks. One day, Othelia noticed her cat to be missing. The next day, she found ten cats exactly like hers  and the next day after that, ten more. It got to the point where the cats were turning her house into an unsafe filth laden environment. Municipal pest control was called in. Every cat, save one, was taken away. The cat ran away that same night. Her death came two days later, after delivering the quilt to the adopted girl. The cause of her death puzzled authorities until they gave up. The investigators quickly attributed her death to the works of the witches. 

 
Andrea Peters was too young to understand all of this. She took her new quilt into her bedroom and tore her bed apart so she could put it on it. There was a spot on the quilt that had a swirl of about twenty cat hairs on it. She brushed them off the best she could and continued to make her bed. 

 
That night, around one in the morning, she woke up to the sound of dogs barking outside of her window. She crouched down into her blankets and pulled the pillow over her head. The dogs seemed to get louder and meaner sounding. She put her hands over her head to muffle the shrieking sounds of the dogs. 


She closed the wooden shutters. When the two halves come together, a crescent moon is formed and the moon shines its light through that particular hole from midnight until about one thirty, depending on the moon's size. It was still visible and its annoying glow added to the dogs in keeping her awake. Somehow, morning came, and she was surprised waking up. Surprised that she fell asleep the night before. She opened the shutters, and the dogs were really gone. 

 
During the day, it seemed like everything was focused on her. There was a traveling salesman in town, and Andrea's adoptive mother took her to it. About half way there she noticed that there was a butterfly she had seen earlier that day, at her house and not in town. She dismissed it as a butterfly that looked like the one she remembered. The two ate dinner at the Chablanke, a river cafe'. It seated half of its customers out doors overlooking the river itself. As she ate her diner, she noticed the butterfly once again. That night, the sun set beautifully, and Andrea was lucky enough to get to watch it from the bell tower of the Beanovich Church. 

 
As the horse and buggy led them home through the hilly lands of Belosh, a mist started forming. Before long, it became a thick fog. The buggy driver lit up the front gaslights. Andrea noticed, one fast time that night, the butterfly. It was resting on the left front lamp after the driver lit it. It rested there all the way back to the villa. 


 The moon was full, and it brought with it a bright night. Before Andrea even closed her shutters, a dog had perched himself on the ground below her window. She looked eye to eye with it Was it waiting for its friends? Was it just guarding her to make sure she didn't try to get away? The possibilities began frightening her. After she shut them, the butterfly flew off of its resting spot on them. Andrea didn't notice it this time. She worried herself to sleep within minutes, but was awakened almost immediately after by the dogs. There was a whole pack of them, even more than the previous night, she could tell. They scared her. Their presence was a mystery and that bothered her the most. The next day, she never saw the butterfly. She spent most of the day playing in the barns. The dogs were there again that night and the next four or five. Each night, their numbers increased. On the last night of the full moon, Andrea looked out at them. They were silent, and laying in the field behind the house. There had to be about two hundred dogs out there, she proclaimed to herself. 

 
The following night, there was no moon. She went to bed fearing that there would be more dogs. Too paranoid to look, she went straight to bed, leaving her shutters open. She became mystified when she realized that there were no sounds of dogs breathing or rustling around in the tall weeds like they were previous nights. Part of her wanted to get up and walk to the window to check the field behind her house. The rest of her didn't want to know. Realizing in time that she would sleep easier knowing, she decided to get out of bed and check. She tossed the sheets and quilt aside, and that is when it happened to Andrea Peters. All seventy pounds of her human mass turned into butterflies. Each one was exactly the same as the others. There was nothing strange about them; they were the normal size and appearance of butterflies. They flew into different directions, each having a central thought. They dissipated into a thin cloud of butterflies around the window that came back together into the thick shape of Andrea. They then compressed and she was herself again. She looked at herself, and then to the pajamas on the floor that she was wearing. 

 
Feeling some sort of freedom no human could ever understand, she jumped out of her window, separating into butterflies again before hitting the ground. The butterflies flew into the night, each going in a separate direction. Each one went exactly the same distance from the starting point as the rest. They flew to a certain point, and then began flying back to where she was when they separated. The whole process took about three hours, and they came together before sunrise. They assembled into a mist of butterflies outside of her window and flew in single file, assembling on her bed, under the quilt. 

 
The next day, she noticed that the square in the middle of the quilt had a design stitched into it in very fine detail. The de sign was a dozen or so butterflies flying around a cluster of wildflowers. It was done in a rainbow of bright lively colors. She then remembered everything that happened the previous night, and it frightened her at first, but by the time she went to bed that night, she was ready to do it again. She removed the quilt from her bed and took off all her clothes. After wrapping herself in the quilt, she wore it like a hooded robe. She threw the quilt off and exploded into hundreds of butterflies About a dozen of them were trapped under the quilt as it fell to the floor. 

 
The butterflies flew out again that night. She could see what each one of them was seeing. She could hear and understand each individual thing every butterfly sensed in every way. Controlling each one was the only thing she didn't have completely mastered. One of them was fluttering above a dog that was chasing it from the ground. She tried to fly higher than the dog could reach jumping at it. After so many attempts, the dog's efforts paid off, and it got the butterfly. Andrea could feel the pain, only it was human pain, and it was in her foot. It felt as though she stepped on a piece of broken glass. 


 This trauma diverted her ability to control them, and they were flying as fast as they could to her bedroom. When he was complete again, she noticed two things right away. The first thing she did was check her foot. Sure enough, it was cut. The cut was between her left big toe and the toe next to it. It wasn't bleeding that bad, but it hurt seemingly worse than it should - or so she thought. While examining her cut, she noticed that three of the fingers on her right hand were missing. There were no cuts, and the only blood was felt blood she felt between her toes.

The three fingers furthest from her thumb on her right hand were simply gone. She looked at the quilt for a long time, thinking that it was an evil thing. But there was a force inside of her that wouldn't let her destroy it. She picked the quilt up slowly and very gentle like. The few butterflies that were trapped underneath fluttered out of it and assembled around her right hand, where they conjoined and her hand was whole again. When she slept, she dreamed about dogs, and the smell of dogs seemed to fill her room. The next day she thought about everything that had happened to her in relation to the quilt. She began to understand that dogs were her new enemy, and as long as she continued using the quilt to fly away, she had to avoid the dogs at all costs. Every time she checked her cut, it was still slowly bleeding. She stayed in bed that night, and every night or the next week.


Her cut still looked as it did the night the incident occurred. She went to a doctor with her adoptive mother to get it looked at. On the ride into town, their buggy had passed by a man walking with a dog. The dog stopped in its tracks and began barking violently at the coach. Andrea watched the dog out of the rear window as they continued on. The dog never let up, and the man walking with it tried to calm it down. The man finally kicked the dog, and it turned around, continuing its walk with the man. Andrea watched, and the dog turned around a couple of last times looking eye to eye with her. The Doctor didn't really have an explanation as to why the cut wasn't healing on its own, but gave her a jar of ointment made from canine saliva and pig fat, common in the late fifteenth century. She knew what it was made of. The cut healed halfway instantly. Andrea began learning more about what the quilt had turned her into that day. 


She had a lot to learn. She didn't know everything about butterflies, and that proved in itself to be a challenge to her. She went out nightly, keeping the school of butterflies somewhat together. One night, she was flying near and around a stream that divided into seven great waterfalls that fell about three hundred feet. She flew the cloud of butterflies down in-between two strings of the falls. As the watery mist got thicker, some of the butterflies in front lost their ability to fly, and fell straight down to a watery deaths, It frightened her, giving her stomach the same feeling as though someone had snuck up behind her and startled her. She pulled the remaining clusters of butterflies up to the banks on top and assembled. She was bleeding from almost every six inches of her body. There was fingers and toes missing, but they were cut off and they were bloody. Her left eye was gone as well.


Three hundred feet below, a large fish fed on a human eye that had floated up from the undercurrent caused by the falls. There was a bloody finger and an ear floating nearby. She was literally in pieces, but she knew what had to be done to restore herself. She wasn't certain how she knew it was the only way; something inside of her just told her that it was so. 


She broke into butterflies again and directed the cloud high into the air. From the aerial view, she spotted a dog fled to a tree behind a livestock barn. The cloud circled overhead. The dog began gnawing at its rope. The cloud moved closer to the ground. The whimpering dog did everything in its power to try and from escape from the tethering rope. But it was no use, the cloud of butterf1ies descended rapidly upon the dog, covering it like a second fur. The dog was torn to shreds, broken down into tiny pieces and strewn out on the ground like a spilled bucket of blood and guts that had through a grinder. The butterflies gathered on the gore and assembled into Andrea. All of the dog's blood was absorbed into her as she formed, completely healed. She looked down at her left foot, and the cut that was half healed was now completely healed. She examined herself again, noticing that she was, in fact, complete once again. 

 
The following morning, the farmer went about his chores as soon as the sun came up. He fed the pigs, noticing that his dog wasn't barking for his breakfast. The farmer let the thought go for a few minutes. He walked out back to look at the dog's tree to make sure the dog didn't stage some sort of escape. He was surprised when he noticed that. There was no dog, even though he was expecting it. He walked right up to the rope, where lie became even more surprised. The rope was still tied around the do '5 neck, but there was only bones left. Next to the bones, there was a red stain in the dirt. Scattered all around the stain was tiny swatches of fur. There were flies buzzing over tiny pieces of pink tissue, which were scattered in the same manner as the swatches of fur. 

 
Andrea Peters kept her nightly rendezvous a secret, and lived a private life for three more years. That is when her adoptive parents became concerned about her stunt in growth. They held her back to the same grade in girls' school that year She became concerned herself. She knew it was because of the quilt, but she didn't want to tell anybody about her secret, fearing that they could somehow take it from her, and she never be able to become that swarm of butterflies. 

 
She went from doctor to doctor, but none of them could determine what, if anything, was wrong with her. A French doctor came up with the suggestion that she was a midget, and that her real parents must have been midgets as well. She kept her secret, and her adoptive parents were satisfied with the diagnosis.


Six more years had passed. She showed no signs of aging. She had graduated from girls' school, and was being taught by a private tutor named Victoria Blades. Her adoptive mother had fallen very ill and was slated to die by every doctor in the villa. Victoria took residence at the house to act as a nurse for the dying women as well as a parent for Andrea. Andrea's adoptive father was hardly ever home because he was a member of the King's royal parliament. 


The suffering worsened in weeks, and she was surely going to die very soon. Andrea woke her up late one night, during the phase of the moon when there is no moon. She placed the quilt upon her beloved adoptive mother and left her alone to learn of the quilt's powers herself. The following morning, she was gone. The quilt was lying on the floor. On it, like the butterfly, there was another patch with a design. The design this time was a morning view of three blackbirds resting on a wooden fence. Nobody ever saw her again, except Andrea. She was getting dressed three mornings later when she heard the scratching on the shutters. She opened them, and circling around outside of her window was about a hundred black birds. Andrea held out her hand and one of them landed on it. She could practically read her mind, or hear her voice saying, "thank you." And the last time Andrea seen her was at her funeral service. While everyone else was still trying to figure out where her remains were or how they vanished, Andrea waved to the flock of blackbirds looking down from a large red cedar tree just behind the family plot. Victoria. 

 
Andrea became very close to Victoria. The two talked in depth about things that only the best of friends would tell each other. They formed a bond that was like mother and daughter only it was a more open relationship. Eight years had passed since Andrea's adoptive mother "passed away", and she still showed no sign of aging. It was fifteen hundred, and with a new century, there became a cry from the people to rid the lands of the evil witches that were causing so many tragedies. 

 
Victoria's sister was a witch, and needed a place to hide from the radical posses that were burning her side of the villa to the ground. She stayed with Victoria at Andrea's house for a couple of nights. During her stay, Andrea recalled that Victoria had told her that one of her sisters was a witch. She never told her the name of her sister, and it was bothering her. Finally one night, she turned into butterflies and flew herself into Victoria's sister's room. She was asleep, and Andrea woke her up. 

 
"Yes, what do you want?" Shana asked the twenty three year old little girl. 

 
"Are you a witch?" 

 
"No, what would make you ask such a question?" 

 
"I know you are a witch. Don't try to deny it. I won't turn you in to the authorities if you tell me how I can grow up like everyone else does." 


 She thought about it, but she really didn't know. "I cannot answer your question." 

 
She left Shana alone, and went into the night, spreading out all over the land. Shana left the next day, afraid the girl might tell the authorities about her. Victoria never did find out why her sister left in such a hurry without even saying good-bye or leaving a letter. Frustrated and tired of trying to understand why she could not grow any older, Andrea decided to write a sort of suicide letter. She wrote the somewhat lengthy letter to both Victoria and her adoptive father. She folded the quilt up into a square with the two designs face up. The letter explained the quilt and its mysterious powers, to the best of her knowledge. It answered the mystery of the disappearance of her adoptive mother, and explained why there was a flock of black birds at her wake and funeral. She then turned herself into a cloud of butterflies and flew out into eternity. One butterfly remained present, resting upon the letter, which was placed in the center of the folded up quilt. 

Chapter 2


Victoria found the letter. The butterfly resting upon it followed her as she packed her belongings. She put the quilt in with the rest of her material possessions and had the stable keeper assemble a horse and carriage to take her into town. The butterfly followed her to the inn where she established a temporary place. She stayed for two nights, and then traveled to the seaport. 

 
She would end up in Great Britain by 1513, at which time, she would continue tutoring a noble family. She was getting old herself, so she thought about the quit in many ways. She could not dismiss it as a little girl's imaginary fetish. Andrea was technically a woman the last time Victoria had seen her. And the butterfly that followed her over a thousand miles still made appearances every so often. Victoria played with the idea of living forever. Is that what she really wanted? And if so, she would be some sort of insect or animal. The many possibilities of exactly what animal she might become endured her thoughts throughout many a days. 

 
The quilt sat in a cedar trunk at the end of her bed, tempting her in her loneliest hours. It seemed to have a voice of its own at times. Whispering in her ear about escaping the lonely world she was trapped in. If I could only know for sure what animal I would become, she answered it. Another thought was that she was reserving it for when she herself was on her deathbed. But another thought accompanied that one: death is never predictable. There's just as much of a chance that she died instantly somehow rather than come down to her deathbed in ill health. During the sixteenth century, when blood letting and leeches were the medical techniques of the times, there were good odds that she would lay upon what would be considered a deathbed. 

 
The contemplating drove her mad. She was to the point where she wanted to at least experiment with the quilt to see if it still worked. For the trial, she planned out a journey into the village where the peasants’ dwellings were located. She left on the first night in which there was no moon. Dressed in a wool-hooded robe, she crept into an alleyway that would take her behind a dwelling. The windows never offered any protection in these such dwellings. She looked in several before finding one where there was someone sleeping right next to the window. The person was a teenaged boy, who had no blankets or quilts covering him. It was a cool night, and she could see that he was shivering ever so slightly. 

 
She placed the quilt upon him. After a minute or so had passed, she figured enough time had gone by for the magic to run its course. She reached in and pulled the quilt off of him quickly, not worried weather he was awakened by the rustling or not. He was not. She watched and waited. After a minute had passed by and no results could be seen, she placed the quilt back over the boy. This time, she left it there for approximately five minutes. She whipped it off of him again, this time awakening the young 

 
He looked at her, too frightened to move. "Are you a witch?" He asked, shivering twice as noticeably as before. 

 
"I'm a good witch," she started, "come outside and I will show you a beautiful sight." 


 He didn't hesitate. As he stepped up to the window, something terrible occurred. He transformed into about a hundred and twenty five pounds of fish. The fish flopped around on the boy's bedroom floor helplessly. Not sure what, if anything, she could do to help the young lad, she ran off into the night. The boy died, turning back into his original self after the last fish had died. The official cause of death would be determined as suffocation by the constable. His mother was charged with his death. Five days later, she was taken to the gallows and hanged in front of the entire village. Victoria couldn't bare going herself, knowing she would be on the ropes if anyone ever found out how the boy really died. 


 The quilt was back in her cedar chest, with a renewed negative image. It would be almost twenty more years before the quilt seen the light of day again. Victoria knew her time was coming. She looked at the quilt, noticing the newest design for the first time. The third patch had a couple of fish swimming through seaweed. It was very colorful and well crafted; however the memory it brought up was both frightening and resentful. She looked outside of her window, and was captivated by what she was seeing. There was a crow and a butterfly flying around each other. Was this just a coincidence? Or was it Andrea and Othelia inviting her to their world? 


 She began sleeping with the quilt that night, even though it was not yet a blank moon. She had a dream that she would become a dove and fly away with Othelia and Andrea. Also, flying around with them, was a fish. It startled her at first, seeing a fish flying around the sky instead of swimming. But then it comforted her knowing that the boy was okay. The next morning, she was awakened by the sound of Andrea's voice. After sitting up and looking around the room, she realized that the voice was just her dream ending as the sun shine awakened her. 


 The night had arrived. She clutched the quilt tightly, shaking with uncertainty. Was this the right choice? Would she become a beautiful creature and discover a new freedom? Or would she become a pile of worms and crawl into the dirt for a life of eternal dwelling? She lie there for a little over an hour before realizing that there was no way she could sleep. She threw back the quilt and stepped out of her bed onto the cold floor. The coldness of the floor caused her to pull back her leg just a little bit. As the natural reaction occurred, something else happened. Her leg, followed by the rest of her body, exploded into thousands of tiny ants. Literally millions of ants unpacked themselves into themselves from one another onto the stone floor. When every ant was on floor level, or stacked on top of one another, she stopped all of them. For a minute, she realized that she was a bunch of ants. 

 
She reassembled herself back into a human, thanking God that she could become herself again. Once again, the quilt found its way into the chest at the end of her bed. Once it would be another decade before it seen the light of day again. She quickly forgot about the fact that she could, at any time she wanted to, turn into a thick mass of ants. Along with putting this out of her thoughts, her mind put a smokescreen over the entire magic of the quilt. She lived out another ten long and lonely years. Her life was unbearable to her. 


 She found her way to the mirror in the Villa square one afternoon. Although she hadn't thought too much about the quilt over the past ten years, and hadn't converted into ants for those same years, she knew in the back of her head what she was going to see when she looked into the mirror. And it was so. Ten years had gone by her without her face showing even one day of aging. She went home that night and did what she thought she would never do. 


 She removed the quilt and unfolded it, noticing the forth design for the first time. It was a hill with a hole on top. Closer observation revealed a trail of ants leading up to the top of it for her. She knew that the picture was for her saga in dealings with the quilt. It was a bitter thing to have to face, but she knew she would have to. It was the price you paid to experience the quilt, she thought. You experience it, and then you are faced with a lonely eternal existence. The only way to end its curse is to succumb to it by turning into a creature of the Earth. In her case, the alternative was a community of ants. She cried a lonesome tear moments before sinking into the cracks of the stone foundation in the form of an ant theater. 


After a week went by, her absence from the school finally got the attention of somebody. Her boss, the superintendent, sent a telegram to the constable proclaiming her absence. The authorities sent two patrolmen to her residence. They knocked, and after several attempts, the higher ranking of the two tried the door. It was unbolted, so the two entered. After searching the entire flat, which only consisted of two rooms, they decided that they were alone. Several ants lie dead on the floor in front of the window. One of the patrolmen caught himself staring at the insignificant looking squad of dead ants. He had a weird fee they did mean something, or could be used somehow in determining what happened to the schoolteacher. 

 
They left and went back to headquarters, where they wrote reports explaining what they found, or, rather, didn't find - namely, the missing woman. Throughout the decade that the constable was in office, he had ran into at least a dozen of these bazaar cases where people just up and disappear. This case was no different. There was - nothing missing to indicate that the woman just decided to up and leave. Her belongings mostly worthless to thieves, were all in tact, as far as anyone could judge. 


 The constable himself personally interviewed every one she knew, according to her boss. All of the cemeteries were checked, as well as any nearby medical facility that collected deceased persons. Everything came up empty. Two days later, he filed his official report. The next step he had to take in the matter was clearing the woman 5 life from her dwelling. 


 Usually, in these cases, when the victim is poor and has no next of kin, everything they owned would be dumped on the orphanage. This time, the items went to a sea merchant shipping slaves to the new world. The captain of the ship organized the slaves in small groups of ten in subdivided sections of the galley. The spaces were originally designed for the captain's crew. Each crewmember was originally allotted one section. The slaves, however, were packed a dozen per section. While this seemed bad, the crew had it worse, sleeping on the deck in the lifeboats. The unfortunate ensigns were forced to sleep anywhere they could find room. 

Chapter 3


The other freight, including the chest containing the quilt, was packed in the hull with whatever slaves wouldn't fit in the galley. The captain himself seen to it that the chest was taken down to the hull and given to the slaves to do with whatever they wanted. A midshipman named Kief Eichorson noticed the chest as it was carried by him by the deck-hands. Curiosity pulled at him like a magnet to follow the chest into the hull. 

 
The tightly packed slave men, women, and children spread apart like Moses splitting the red sea to avoid the chest. One woman held up an apparent religious symbol and began speaking violently in tongues. Kief slapped the slave woman with the back of his right hand. She continued giving the chest an evil stare. Eichorson pushed his way through the sea of black people, grimacing from the already stale odors the tightly packed crowd was emitting. 

 
The chest seemed to have some sort of force held around it, repelling the Negroes like opposite magnetic forces were working against each other. He didn't understand it, nor did he let it stop him from taking a look inside. An elder slave put his hand on Kief's shoulder and said, "it evil." 


 "Let your hand off me slave or I'll kill you. And what's a scrappy old Negro like you bloody doing? Those retches in the new World won't pay two shillings for a used up back like yours. Now get you're bloody hand off of me shoulder this instant!" 


 Kief proceeded to open the chest. In it, there were several basic items, mostly pottery and knit work. He threw everything aside until finally he found the quilt. This should keep me feet warm up there." 

 
The slaves all seemed to back up an extra step when he pulled the quilt out of the chest. All of the black peoples' eyes glimmered in the dim' light, which was produced by series of oil lamps strung up and down the middle of the hull's ceiling. 


 "What are you looking at? I found the quilt it is mine! Now let me through or I shall draw my dagger and cut me some throats." 


 He held onto the quilt tightly as he made his way through the crowd. Again, the crowd split, each half of them trying their hardest to get as far from the center as possible. After he was through, the crowd came back together. After he had disappeared from those closest to the chest, they ravaged through what was left of its contents. The quilt removed, it no longer appeared to be a threat to the slaves. 

 
During the first night of the open sea, Kief was lucky enough to sleep on a folded up sail. It was a cold night, and the quilt kept him incredibly warm. The morning after, he woke up staring at a swordfish. 


 "Ah! What the bloody Hell! Whose joke is this?" He said. Five feet away from him was the cook, Pete. "Pete, did you put that stinking fish next to me?" 

Chapter 4


"No."

 
"Well then who the hell did?"


"I didn't do it."


"Well it didn't fly up here on its...”

 
"Look out!"


 A swordfish, approximately seven feet long jumped over the height of the deck, hung in the air for a moment, and began its descent. Before it was out of view, another one jumped up, this one landing on the deck ten feet from them. As it flopped around on the deck, others were jumping out of the water. Kief backed up a step, as the flopping fish got closer to his feet. The fish appeared to be looking at him, flipping and flopping its way towards him as he backed up.

 
"Sea urchants! Help! Demons!" Kief began screaming. The captain sent another midshipman down to check out the commotion. "What is it, man?"

 
"Giant swordfish! They're attacking the ship!" Kief shouted, and as if, on his cue, one slammed against the side of the ship with a dull thud. The midshipman could see the two that had already made their way on deck. The one that was still alive was still flipping and flopping, slowly making its way to Kief.

 
They're after you!" Pete said, pointing to Kief. Immediately, three ensigns grabbed Kief by the arms and began dragging him towards the captain's galley. Pete picked up the quilt and brought it along.


 The captain, like any other traveler of the seven seas in his days, was very superstitious. He was informed that the swordfish were trying to jump on deck to get Kief. On the walk to the galley, this conviction was proven. The fish were jumping alone the side of the ship along the way, following Kief. Kief could feel their eyes on him. His instinct told him that the fish were after him.

 
After the captain was informed of this unfortunate change in luck for his crewman, he immediately ordered that he walk the plank. Within minutes, he was heading towards the plank. The closer he got to it, the more swordfish were jumping out of the water. As he stepped up on it, one came incredibly close to sticking him in the chest with its sharp pointy nose. Kief turned around, and about twenty swords thrust towards him. Given the choice, he chose not to move. A musket poked its nose through the crowd of sword tips. "Jump or get your knees blown off, mate!"


 Given that choice, he turned back towards the swordfish and sharks below. Four shark fins circled below, deathly close to where he would surely land if he walked off the plank. He stood there, confused as to why this was happening to him and • why it was all happening so fast. A swordfish jabbed him in the side, causing him to lose his balance. He fell over the left side of the plank, holding onto it with both hands as good as he could. The musket fired, blowing three of his left fingers completely off. He fell into the swarm of sharks, and was devoured in moments.


 The ship made its way through a storm following the swordfish incident. That night, the sea was incredibly calm. Pete finished his chores early and was able to search the deck for the best possible sleeping place. When he found the spot, under a lifeboat, he retrieved his quilt and slept underneath its warmth.


 His dreams were extremely vivid that night. The sequence started out with a black bird's remains being devoured by ants. The little ants were marching off with larger pieces of the dead creature. Then a swarm of butterflies began circling the carcass. As they picked at the ants, fish flew through the air, gulping at the butterflies, overtaking them with ease.


 The dreams began to fade in detail as the chill began descending over the sea's surface. The atmospheric conditions in the north were causing a spectacular display of bright colors. As the dream faded, his eyelids automatically began slowly opening. Opened just a squint, he could swear that he saw the silhouettes of four people: a little girl, a little boy, and two women. He snapped them opened, and the silhouettes faded into the northern lights. He heard their voices, not real clearly, but it sounded like they were talking among themselves. He knew it was only the middle of the night, so he continued lying under the lifeboat, peering over the rail at the beautiful lights in the sky. He pulled his pipe out of his jacket and packed up a bowl of hemp. As he puffed on it, he could swear that he could still hear the voices. The lights flickered a little, then shifted, creating a fauna of new colors. The stars twinkled further above in the blackest part of the sky. He loved being a chef on a ship the most because of nights like this. In the silent moments, he set aside some time to think of his loved ones. He felt like he should be concerned about how long it would take him to get enough money saved to bring them over to the new world. But because of the calm around him, and the picturesque skies above, he couldn't appreciate anything for its bearing on his family situation. Out here, he thought, there are no worries - just horizons and days gone by.

 
Suddenly something broke his concentration. It was a giant swordfish, flying onto the lifeboat overtop of him. It landed with a crisp bump on the tarp covering the boat, slid off of the side of it, and landed next to him. It had its eyes fixed on his. A minute later, it began flopping around, obviously trying to aim its sword nose at him. He felt his heart drop to his boots. He wasn't afraid of the ghastly fish, but rather, the consequences he might have to face if it was found out that her had the curse that overtook Kief. He rolled out from under the boat, stood up, and looked out to see the rest of the school. Sure enough, the water below was bubbling with fish hopping over each other, trying to get the best shot at jumping aboard the ship.


 He turned around to see if anyone was lurking around behind him, whacking his head on the rudder of the lifeboat. He blacked out momentarily. As everything began to come back into focus, he noticed that his arms had grown feathers. Then, the feathers separated into tropical birds, flying as to avoid falling into the sea where the swordfish awaited. The numbers of swordfish were increasing every moment, as every part of his body changed into a tropical bird. The last of them broke its right wing as it tried escaping the boot it was in. The bird gave flying out one try, fluttering helplessly into the whirlpool of hungry fish. It was devoured just as quickly as Kief was by the sharks.

 
He put himself back together in midair, noticed his missing foot. Before gravity began pulling him into the water, he separated again, becoming the many birds. The flock flew into the night sky. He wasn't sure where he was going to navigate the flock to, or if he even knew how to get there if he did. All he knew for sure was that he couldn't go back to the ship. He understood more about the curse now, and realized that the captain would string his neck of the mass if he discovered it. Into the night sky he guided them, hoping that he would eventually find land.


 The night was long, almost as if he was experiencing a new measurement of time. It wasn't just a night that seemed longer than it really was, if there is even such a thing as that. It was a long, boring night. The lights in the north were the only thing lighting the way. He hoped they were in the north, because that would mean he was heading east, back to the old world. Hour after lengthy hour, he anticipated the sunrise to further guide him east. It seemed as though it would never arrive.

 
Every once in a while, a swordfish would jump amazing heights out of the water and try to Bite at one of the birds in his flock. He increased his altitude to adjust for the hazard. Slowly, he made his way through the dark night. The lights had faded away to blackness in the north, leaving him blind for direction.


 With only instinct to guide him, he made great progress in an easterly way. When the sun finally began its awakening, he was heading for it, dead center. He felt a sharp pain in his temples. Then, he realized it was a bird that was lagging behind the group. It was pulled under the surface by a swordfish; and in its struggle to get airborne again it lost a leg.

 
As the sun beat its way to its respective noon position, Pete noticed another ship. It appeared to be a transport, but could have been a fleet ship from her royalty's navy. As his flock closed in on it, he could see that the flag was that of a well-known pirate. He flew towards it, ignoring the swordfish below. As he flew overtop of it, he noted where the captain's quarters might be. All at once, he flew the birds info the circular window that was the porthole of the captain's quarters. He formed up into himself after making sure no one was in the room.


 There was a mirror on the wall, smeared with fish grease. He looked at his unfortunate condition. Not only was he missing his right foot, but now he was also missing the top left portion of his head. There was no blood, no scars, no missing patches of hair; just a missing piece of his head. He heard the door open, and swung around. The captain looked at him with startled and puzzled eyes.

 
"Who are you? And how did you get aboard?" He asked, drawing his pistol from his waist.


 Without hesitating, he broke into the cluster of birds, fluttering aimlessly in the room. The captain began taking pop shots, putting three of the birds down instantly. The rest flew out of the porthole. He didn't want to bother thinking about how bad his body had deteriorated now, so he just continued flying the remainder of his flock into the sunlit sky. He flew as high as he could, noticing how much of a workout it was to defy gravity at greater heights.

 
Nightfall came just as slowly as it had left the previous night. He finally reached the mainland. Everything was foreign to him, so he decided to find out if he needed to go north or south. Instead of deciding, he simply sent half of them one-way and the other half the other. After a week, the elements that could make up his human composition were so spread out that he would never reunite them into his body again.


 The quilt was found underneath the lifeboat later the next morning. The person who found it was one of the slaves that were in charge of swabbing the deck. He seen it first, immediately being reminded of the cold nights at sea. Because of the time of morning, there were a lot of people working on the deck, manning the masts, and navigating on the bow. The slave knew that he couldn't just take it and walk down into the hull without having to answer to some one. He remembered where it was and made a mental note to retrieve it later.

 
The captain noticed that Pete was missing right around breakfast time. There was no food that morning, and the captain had to explain it to everyone on the ship. There was a search that lasted about twenty minutes. He was not found, and assumed a man overboard. The ship pressed on without him, and made its way across the powerful Atlantic Ocean. 

Chapter 5


The moon was back that night, and the power of the quilt was at its minimum. The slave that had his eyes on it that morning crept up to the lifeboat in the dark. There was nobody left awake except the captain, who was in his quarters. The slave put the quilt under his shirt and walked fast away from the lifeboat. It wasn't himself for whom he had in mind to have the quilt; rather, it was the little boy whose mother he fancied that he wanted to have it.

 
He went back down into the hull and tip toed back through all of the sleeping bodies. The little boy was snuggling up to his mother, who was not really asleep. The slave put the quilt on the boy, patted him on the head gently, and then sat down next to her. She gave him a small peck on the cheek for the gesture. He had a warm feeling inside from having gave something to someone when he could have kept it for himself.

 
Throughout the procession of the moon, the ship pressed on, until finally, it landed on the beach of a new world. The settlements were just up the coast. The ship docked itself in a sort of natural harbor. The captain was very glad that there was such a formation in the reefs to create a good spot to park the ship. Docked, the captain set up the two schooner missions. One of them would go up the coast North and the other would go down the coast South. When the captain of whatever schooner boat spotted a settlement found one, he was to turn back around and report back to the captain.

 
Meanwhile, during the scout missions, the slaves were put in a temporary camp on the beach. It consisted of extra sails draped over pine trees. The little boy with the quilt was sleeping in the shelter while his mother and her new found boyfriend gathered edibles from the nearby forest. He slept the day away, dreaming about desert creatures, scorpions in particular.

 
The team of food gatherers came back with an abundance of berries and nuts. One of them got a rabbit and another caught a squirrel. Keen hunting skills and fisherman techniques put a decent meal on everyone's plate. After all the food was gone, the captain told everyone to rest up for the work that was surely going to be at hand within the next few hours. Many of the crewmen found a place on shore to make shelter for the evening.

 
That night, the little boy made the discovery. It was about midnight when he woke up, restless from sleeping all day long. He sat up, looking at the beautiful sea at night. There was no moon to be found in the sky, but the stars twinkled brighter than any other night sky the boy could ever remember. The sleep he had felt refreshing after the long trip over the sea. He couldn't stop thinking about the dreams that he had. Most of them were still fresh in his mind because he was awakened periodically during his nap. The dreams seemed to highlight the scenery and put a haze over the entire night sky.


He sat at the edge of the shore, skimming the top of the water with his vision. He could see the slight influxes in wave patterns. There was small ripples formed which quickly un-threaded into the surrounding vastness. He saw a premonition just above me surface of the water, as if the water was a projection screen. It was his mother's boyfriend getting senselessly killed by the traders in the same fashion his father was killed back home.

 
Instead of crying tears, small flakes began falling from his eyes. They fell to the beach and collected in a small pile. The flake like tears began spilling out faster than normal tears might. He was startled out of emotion by the rate at which they began falling. It began feeling as though his eyes were well pumps unloading at the highest rate possible.

 
He then felt it - the separation of his perspective of where he actually was. He could see from both perspectives from the beach, as tiny scorpions. He was looking up at the rest of his body, as it sucked itself in and shot out of his tear ducts. Its speed was so fast at that point that whole scorpions were flying out. Then, he could no longer see from his human eyes. Finally, he could see the remainder of his human body vanish through the tear-ducts, taking them with them in the final scorpion's composure.


He, as the colony of scorpions, crawled all over the beach, going to places that he always imagined going if he could shrink. All of them at once scurried about, each discovering a different sector of a new world. It wasn't really a new world, but a different perspective of the old one. And it wasn't really just one perception, either. He was all and he was each scorpion. While he could control and make function in every way any single scorpion, he was also controlling the movement of every one of them.

 
He, like the others before him, quickly discovered that it wasn't that hard to lose control of one if it wandered off too far from the pack. One of them actually got lost and was no longer being controlled by the little boy. It stopped, frozen in time, like an empty shell in the shape of a scorpion. It was an inanimate object.

 
He discovered something else just as quickly as the rest of the people documented upon the quilt's face. As he began to feel the missing scorpions, which was up to five when he noticed, he collectively felt a sudden urgency to reunite them as closely together as he could. He did this, and, to his surprise, he was his human self again.


There was one thing, however, that he didn't notice right away, as the others did. While he walked back along the shoreline to the camp, his foot tracks in the sand were missing a couple toes on his left foot. His right ear, as well as a quarter of his hair, was also missing. He arrived at the camp, found his quilt by his mother's side, and went back to sleep.

 
The next morning, his mother woke him up early so that he could help with the wood gathering chores. She noticed the missing mass on her son immediately.


 "Elijah, what happened to your toes? And your fingers?"

 
He didn't know at first, not relating the missing appendages to the missing scorpions. In Tact, it was only luck that caused him to discover what it was that robbed him of them. He cried as he set out to gather kindling for the fire. While he was gathering the tide wash sticks, he noticed what looked like an ear resting on the sandy beach. He felt the side of his head. Sure enough, his right ear was missing. There was no blood, no scabs, no soars - just a hole where the inside of his ear was. He picked the ear up, noticing that the longer he held it in his hand, the quicker it disappeared. He put it towards where it belonged, but it was completely gone quicker than he could get it there with his hand. When his hand got to where it was supposed to be, however, it was there again. He looked around to make sure nobody was watching the alien looking metamorphosis that just took place.

 
He continued on his search, looking for his toe. His hair, he understood, was something he wasn't going to be able to regain. He figured, oh well, it will grow back. AH morning, he searched and searched the beach over and over again, unsuccessfully. That night, he went back out into his new world, hoping to find the missing scorpions. Somehow, he just knew that if he turned back into the scorpions, the toe would turn back into one. He still didn't have much hope for his hair turning into them.

 
Again, he searched and searched, to no avail. The entire night was spent looking for the lost elements of his existence. He tried his hardest to keep the pack together, but, like in every case, it was nearly impossible. As he searched for the missing scorpion, he lost two more without even knowing it. These two would be even more obvious to his mother, he had already lied to her about not knowing how his toe, ear, and hair vanished.

 
The thing he didn't understand about it was that the ones that get lost are usually the ones that are the furthest from the center of the overall pack. They were the very outer most parts of his body, too. From in the air, the scorpions formed what looked like the boy's silhouette. The compilation of small black scorpions moved about, spreading out and coming back together when they got to a certain point, but always keeping the composite outline of the boy. The ones that made up his hair spread out from one another the most, where as the ones that made up his skeleton were never more than a quarter of an inch apart.

 
The next morning, his mother woke him up wondering why he only had small patches of hair left on his head. When he opened his eyes, she began screaming. It was his left eye, there was only an empty socket. No muscle, no fat, no blood, no eye. It was just a bone eye socket with a transparent piece of skin in the back that held everything in and kept everything out.


 Her boyfriend looked at the boy, as his mother slumped over into the quilt itself, crying. He opened the boy's eyelids wide to see the entire socket. It was the strangest thing he ever saw in his life. The boy was lain down to rest, his mother telling him to keep his eyes closed because the devil would steal his other eye if he didn't.


 The scout ships both came back that day. One of them, the northbound one, found the colony. The entire camp was packed onto two schooners and the slaves were loaded back onto the ship. That night, the ship departed for the colony. The next night, the ship was in the harbor of the new colony in what was then being called America. The captain wasted no time getting everyone busy breaking the ship down. There was already tent cities built around the colony to house the incoming traders because of the sudden influx in slave trading to the New World. That is where the colonists escorted them.

 When the little boy was put on the back of a carriage, the horses began acting strange. He smelled the horses more than any other smell. It bothered his nostrils to smell the unfamiliar creatures. The horses began bucking, startling the reins man. He jumped off of his bench and landed on his side on the ground. The horses were kicking fiercely. Although the coachman should have feared for his life, he somehow knew that they weren't going to harm him. He understood that they were frightened of something or some one that got loaded onto the carriage.


The boy did something that none of the others before him knew was possible: He calmed down the animal that was his enemy. He did it by concentrating as deeply as he could in order to hold his human form together as closely and tightly as humanly possible. It didn't matter what he was concentrating about, it only mattered that he had as deep of thoughts about it as possible. The deeper the thinking, the closer together his human composition would be. He could feel his composure thicken in color and texture.


Something else occurred at that very moment. It went unnoticed, even by his mother. Right then, in the time it took to keep the horses calm for the whole trip, he was aging one day for every minute that passed. The trip took approximately forty-five minutes. He aged forty-five days. It was so insignificant that nobody ever noticed it in the least possible way.


That night, he went through a hard time thinking about his new ability. After hours of debate, he fell asleep undecided on it. The first thing in the morning the next day, he came to the conclusion that it would be totally meaningless to ever change into the scorpions again. He figured that, eventually, all of the scorpions would be lost, and there would be nothing left of himself. He didn't want to have to explain that one to his mother.

 
A year passed, and he had yet to convert himself into the scorpions again. It was no longer something that he thought about. The year gone by was a rough one. He had become somewhat attached to his mother's boyfriend. In fact, he was more of a father than his real father because his real father was only there by his side two times his entire life. One of those times was the day his father was brutally murdered by the traders. Well, as it would be fated from the beginning of the mission, the man and the boy's mother were separated when the trading went down. His mother cried and pleaded to be able to stay with her new soul mate. The traders and the purchasers weren't having any of it. The man was immediately beaten when he tried to hold onto her. She was dragged into the holding room where the remaining slaves awaited to be bid on. She began screaming.


 In the main room, the man began putting on a fight. He was beaten worse, actually within inches of his life. The slaves reacted with a crowd "woaaa!" Then the room filled with white men dressed in blue suites holding billy clubs. All the women and children of the slaves were taken to the holding room. All the men, including her boyfriend, were put in the bidding room. The men with clubs beat them all. It was the worst thing any of the black people had ever witnessed in their lives. Even the white man taking over their kingdoms in Africa spared them from this kind of brutal lashings.


 There own rulers shutting out entire villages and tribes had seemingly similar methods of bringing the outsiders down. Starvation and poverty was the worst ware placed upon them, and it was by their own people. The practice of large tribes overtaking small tribes, then selling them to the traders was probably the worst fate the slaves could have imagined before this.


 This was the step in the process of becoming a slave that was the worst. It was when you were going into the transition that you were a new people in a new world that was inhabited by the white man, who took it over; And by red men, who were scarce because they were being pushed off. Here, blacks were wondering if they weren't to be the next race that these barbarians of modem times wanted to eliminate from their newfound land.

 
The days were long and hot. The nights were short and cold. Becoming the scorpions was becoming more and more a thing of the past. It was more a matter of not even having time or energy than anything else. He simply dreamed of it at night. He exercised his ability to keep the scorpions together by doing it as he fell asleep every night, subconsciously. He hoped that one day he would be able to do it again for real, certain that he wouldn't lose any of the scorpions. He looked at the quilt often, especially his depiction of a scorpion. It looked like him in personality, somehow. He couldn't put his finger on exactly what it was that reminded him so much of himself. He had only seen his reflection twice in his whole life: once in a calm mud puddle and once in the farmer's pond. He contested that the thing didn't have the same features as him, naturally.

 
The other pictures made him wonder about the quilt, how old it must be, and the stories that are wrapped up inside of it like he is when he sleeps under it and dreams. There were times when he dreamt of the past lives within the stitches of the quilt. He didn't remember any. Nor was he reminded of them simply by looking at the squares with the prints on them. And what of the squares that aren't filled yet? There was far more empty ones than there was colored in ones. He wondered if the squares on the back would ever be filled up with any animals.

 
And how long would it take, prey tell, to fill up the entire thing? He wouldn't venture to say, but he dreamt about that, too. The dreams faded into the bottomless mind pit just as quickly as he faded into consciousness. They were accurate, although he would probably never be human still by the time the last picture covered its space. He would never be around, even if he did remain in his human form forever. The quilt had its way of changing hands, and he understood that. He knew better than to become attached to it like some kind of security blanket, or something. He knew, basically, that he would someday give the thing up, one way or another. And, he further thought, every one has to die sooner or later, right?


 His dreams answered this question for him. He met the people who make up the quilt. They started out as the pictures on the squares, growing into life size amounts of the thing that they were, then they formed into the people they were before they encountered the quilt. They had missing teeth; eyes, hands, entire arms and legs, and one even had a quarter of his head missing. His left eyeball had no upper socket to protect it.

 
These people were missing a lot of things, and it haunted the boy so deeply, that his soul jumped out of his body and formed a single scorpion. Instead of being black or red, the color of the rest of them when he changed into them, it was transparent. The scorpion that was his soul scatted off into the night. It didn't know what it was looking for, but it knew it would find it outside, where there were a lot of possibilities.


 When he woke up, he wasn't aware of the fact that his soul had left him. He felt a little weary, as if the meaning of everything - from waking up to the meaning of life itself - suddenly meant nothing. There was an overwhelming emotion of a great emptiness that was not within him, but, rather, around him.


 All at once, everything that had anything to do with the quilt began to seem okay. It was no longer a regretful feeling that he had lost his eye and his hair and his toes and his ear. The idea that it was the quilt's doing became more apparent, lifting the guilt off of his shoulders. He knew more about the quilt's illustrious powers.

 
It was hard for him, now, with this new feeling in his heart, to not want to convert into the scorpions and must run away forever. But this feeling was quickly replaced by the feeling that he could live it out until there wasn't enough human characteristics left of him to remain his human self. At that time, he understood, he could then turn into the scorpions and still run freely for as long as they lasted. The only fear about that was the possibility that, by that time, the scorpion count might be real low, and as scorpions, he might not last as long as he would forcing himself to go on as a human.

 
Everything to do with the quilt meant less and less to him as the days went by and the months turned into years. He learned that his hair wasn't going to grow hack. He knew that there had to be a way to regain his missing pieces. What he didn't know is how to regain his missing soul. He wasn't really aware of the fact that his soul was missing. He knew there was something missing; he just couldn't put his finger on what it was. All of these mysteries bothered him, and he would miss a lot of sleep dwelling on it.

 
Until the day came when he finally discovered what it was that restored the missing pieces. It began when he was taking a letter to the post office in the village on a Friday morning. Along the way, he thought about what the peoples reactions would be when they see him. He knew he looked like some kind of freak of nature. People visiting his master's estate gave him strange looks. The women would whisper in one another's ears, making comments about it. The men would be less sympathetic, directing degrading remarks at him when he was around them.

 
He was passed several times by horse and buggy drivers. Because he was in such deep thought, none of the horses noticed that he was what he was. Every since that day, when he had to calm the horses down, he had been a heavy thinker.


 His deep thought was interrupted by a series of comments, made by drifters along the way. After the break in concentration, he had a new agenda: to try to keep from letting the names bother him too much.

 
His soul suddenly felt his presence nearby him. The scorpion that was his soul was hiding under a rock on the side of the trail that lead to town. It was a long trail, and on it, there was many a place to get lonely. His soul had somehow become lost along the way on the trail, looking for some way to escape its newfound loneliness. For a moment, it considered joining its original body, heart, and mind. It had to follow the boy down the trail as it contemplated the choice and the consequences. After a while, the boy had outpaced the scorpion, and it decided that the boy would have to go back the way he came. The scorpion that was the boy's soul found another rock to hide under while waiting for the boy to come back. A horse with a rider trotted by the rock and the soul. The horse did not react, as it would have if it had been any other part of the boy's human existence. But as the horse and rider made their way further up the trail, the horse began slowing down. The rider whipped the reigns, telling the horse to pick up his pace. The horse refused, slowing up even more. There was a curve in the path that was overgrown with trees, preventing the rider to see what was up ahead of him on the trail. The little boy could feel its presence approaching. He could smell it intensely.


 He tried to calm the horse down like he did when he was first introduced. He couldn't remember how he did it for a moment, and then he remembered. By then, the horse was practically breathing down his neck. He knew he had to concentrate on something, and fast. He closed his eyes as tightly as he could, with no success. He just couldn't focus deeply on one thought. Finally, the horse was breathing down his neck.

 
The boy turned around and seen the awful beast. It kicked and bucked three times, throwing the rider off onto the grass on the side of the path. The rider was unconscious. The boy put his hands over his head, trying to block the horse's powerful kicks. The unstoppable blow smashed the boy's fragile skull like if a man threw an egg onto cement as hard as he could. The boy's remaining body collapsed. The horse continued stomping on the pile of flesh and bones.

 
The rider woke up. He flinched as he focused in on the brutal scene in front of him. He saw a lot of blood and guts, and it made him get sick. The thing that surprised the rider the most is how the horse was still bucking as hard as he had ever scene it - even though there was nothing but a pile of mush left of the boy.


 Then, there was something that happened that was even more startling. The blood seemed to collect into a single pile, and then the blood hardened up into thousands of tiny red scorpions. The rider couldn't believe his eyes. It was the most amazing thing he had ever seen. He knew in the back of his head that he should be afraid of these things, but for some reason, he wasn't.


 The horse was sill stomping in the pile of mush. Tiny red scorpions crawled up its legs, growing as they absorbed the blood staining the horse’s hair. Growing in size, and growing in number, they had the horse completely covered in a matter of moments. The horse stomped on a few of them, and they turned into blood again after they were crushed.

 
The next thing that happened sent a chill over the rider's back that could freeze a lake. The scorpions kept getting closer and closer together, reducing the mass of the horse by one tenth every thirty seconds. It was a five-minute long process, and how it ended nearly made the rider have a heart attack. The scorpion's colors began getting darker and darker. First, it darkened into a blue, and then it went all the way to black. The rough shape of it reminded the rider of the little boy, only it was still a pile of scorpions. Then, the sharp edges of the scorpion's overall comprisal began to round out. This continued until the shape was of the black boy, only a little bigger.


 The mass began walking around like a person, still becoming smoother and smaller with each step. Finally, it was the boy again. He bent down and picked up a hunk of his flesh. It absorbed into his skin, each tiny cell of skin sucking it in as if it were a sponge. After that, the rider jumped out of the tall grass and ran back the way he came.

 
The boy began picking up his clothes, which were still soaked with blood. As he put each article of clothing on, the blood was absorbed. He noticed that he had his toes, ear, all of his hair, and his eye back. He finished dressing, and noticed that here was no longer even a single drop of blood on any of his clothes. Next, he picked up the letters that were scattered around on the ground. They, too, were bloody. As with his clothes, the blood became absorbed instantly. Finally, he left, heading towards the village. He couldn't believe it himself, what had just happened. There was already his mother's voice inside of his head asking how in the world did he ever get his things back.

 
He knew now. He understood why the horses were afraid of him. He understood how he could live forever, always being the scorpions. There were other aspects of it that he understood just the same. One of them was the obvious fact that he would grow no more, physically or mentally. Emotionally, he no longer had a soul. He was just the beholder of the knowledge of the quilt. What he did from that moment on was only a question of how much longer he wished to remain on the planet in his human form. No matter how long he did decide to stay, he would always look at least just like he did the day the quilt's spell was broken.


 At that very moment, he knew what he had to do. He had to find a way to reverse the spell that the Quilt had put on him. It was an evil enchantment - he knew that now. In his old village, they teach you at a very young age. Witchery and sorcery were feared universally by any of the tribes he had ever known about.


There was only one way that he could talk to some one about this. He knew that he had to get to his old village. There was a wise man that could tell him more about the curse and how he can get rid of it. He dropped the mail on the ground and ran to the harbor, breaking up into flakes that formed into scorpions that scattered out about the trail. It took him one day and two nights to get there as scorpions.


 At the harbor, he would wait with his main bulk of scorpions, while one watched the cargo ships unload. He was waiting for the trader ships that brought slaves in from his homeland. He waited for three months. 

Chapter 6


During that time, his mother had given up hope that she would ever see him again. The slaves had quiet sessions of grief for the boy in their quarters, remembering him to be a nice young boy, until the witch's curse was placed on him. Every one already knew that the enchantment was there all along. They didn't want to make him an outcast because of it. This sort of thing happened a lot in the slave community, both before and during their slavery years. They knew that whenever they were integrated with white people, there would be witchery that would be aimed at them. Now, they feared, the boy had finally succumbed to the spell.


 His belongings were kept as they were in his section of the one room cabin that they lived in. The quilt covered most of the area in his section. His logo (the scorpion) stood out because it was the only template that had just one depiction of its particular animal. The scorpion was a transparent one, like that of the boy's soul.


 Every once in a while, the master's son would enter the cabin and do a little "inspection" to make sure nothing was from their house. It was more of a game he played with them than a real search. Most of the times, the moods were good on both sides. Some times, the slaves wouldn't be up for the play inspection. They could only give him dirty looks or ask him just as nice as they could if he would please stop.


 This time, no body was in a good mood. The slaves were saddened and frustrated about their latest loss, blaming any and all white people for the loss. Skiles was in a bad mood because his daddy just whipped his butt red because he found out he was missing his classes in order to meet with the girl down the road. He wanted to get rid of some steam, and the slaves were just the only thing left. He kicked their front door open. There was only one person inside, and that was Elija’s mom. She was preparing some kind of food.


"Surprise! It's time again. I hope you didn't steal that from the master kitchen."


He walked up to her and looked down at the food she was preparing; He could tell it wasn't from the same kitchen he eats from. It looked like some sort of animal's hoof made into a stew. He grimaced and moved on, focusing in on the quilt. He picked it up, noticing that it had the most beautiful pictures he had ever seen stitched into it in the finest embroidery he had ever seen.


 "I guess I finally caught you. You didn't think you was going to get away with this did you?" He asked her.


 She didn't say a word. He just looked at her crookedly, and then said, "You better answer to me when I ask you something."

 
"You take it! Get that thing out of here!" She said, breaking into tears. She understood that the quilt only had its cursive powers when there is a no moon night. But she knew that the quilt was the source for her son's curse.


 "You want to get rid of it so bad . . . why don't you just burn it?" He asked of her.

 
"Because it will not matter, the magic will still live on. It will be around until it runs its course."

 
He ignored the warning, and left with the blanket under his arm. Elija's mother was very happy that the blanket was no longer something that was there to remind her of why she no longer had a son. She wished burning it would end the curse, but she knew better. It would run its course, weather it was on a quilt that people slept under, or in a cup that people drank out of. Skiles, who was eighteen, took the blanket to his little hideout. The hide out was a small camp he made by placing the elements of a dead fall into the right position as to form a cave. This is the place he met with his lover, Cynthia They had made love here the last time they met, and he was glad to have the blanket so that they could spend a whole night together. It was something both of them wanted to do, but knew about the consequences.


 He placed the quilt inside the camp and went back home. He would meet with her at sunset that night to walk with her in the forest. For the rest of the day, he decided to sleep so that he could save his energy for his rendezvous. When nightfall was upon him, he woke right up, wide awake and ready for his big night.

 
He met Cynthia at the oak tree, as they discussed the day before. The two of them walked for hours, gazing into the starlit night. They followed the path that was now worn into the weeds. The path that they made on their secret rendezvous. The moon was full that night, and the sky was as clear as either of them could remember.


 They talked about the love that they had for each other, and about the forces that worked against it. Her father was a minister, and he imposed strict discipline upon her. If he ever found out about her love affair with Stales, he would never let her see the light of day again. With Stales, it was more of a matter of social diversity. His family was very very wealthy. They viewed Cynthia's family as poplars. They wanted better for their son. He was going to be a bright man someday, they would make sure of it. They believed that part of making sure that happened was monitoring the girls he made company with.


 They eventually made their way back to the little camp he made. They enjoyed about an hour of intimacy before they were both exhausted. She fell asleep on his bare chest. They both dreamt all the whole time that they were sleeping. For some reason, the dreams were all about animals. Although they never knew it because neither of them related their dream to the other, that their dreams were exactly the same.


 They only slept for about two hours before he woke up. He woke her up, and they held each other tightly for another half hour or so. They agreed that they would meet again at the same place, same time. Then, they both went their separate ways. They were both still a little weary about sleeping all night in one another's arms.


 The quilt laid in its shelter, and was there for the young lovers to come back to every night when they wanted to be intimate. Each time that they slept under the blanket, they had the same dreams about animals. Finally, after about the tenth time, Sky said something to Cynthia about it.


 It was a night in which there was no moon. He was looking into the darkened sky, seeing shapes form and then disappear in the blackest corners of infinity. She was already asleep, lying on his chest with her ears against it. It was the sound of his heart beating that put her to sleep. He had the dream as he had the other nights they were together. They were as graphic as ever, and had an eerie edge to them. In them, he and his lover were animals, too.


 He connected the fact that the animals depicted on the quilt's face were the animals he dreamt of - the butterflies and the blackbirds one night - the fish and the ants the next. The last night he remembered dreaming, it was about scorpions and beautiful birds. The scenery was always different, too. The latter set took place on a ship, then were on a picturesque beach by the sea. All of the creatures that he had in his dreams were embroidered on the quilt. He woke his lover up. "Cynthia, are you still awake?" "What is it, my love?"


 "My dreams . . . they are so real. I dream about the animals that are pictured on this blanket."


 "No! That is impossible! I dream about them, and about us, too, no?"


 "I dream that I am a mouse and you are a mouse and we run through the fields all day and night. I dream that we dance with squirrels in giant grain fields," he told her, with a new gleam of excitement in his voice.


 The couple held each other closely. She whispered into his ears, "1 remember one about the pretty birdies, on the beach. I want you to take me there. Sky!"

 
That night, they slept the entire night away, waking up the next morning knowing that they would both have to pay some heavy consequences. Each of them were silent as they gathered their clothes and put themselves back together. They both felt guilty inside, and a slight bit towards one another. They loved each other so much that neither of them would ever say anything in the way of blaming the other.


 Sure enough, when Sky got home, his father was waiting for him with his belt in hand. He reluctantly took his spanking, and went to his room, crying. He was in there no less than a half hour when his mother came in to give him a big lecture. It turned out to be a pep talk instead, with her encouraging him to follow his own heart. She also told him to be more careful about getting caught. He thanked her for making him feel better about the entire situation.


 Despite the spanking and the warning, he went to their meeting place. She was there, crying under the oak tree. He embraced her and she told him about her father's threats to her if she kept seeing him. She said that she would do anything to remain his girl, and he said he would do anything to remain her love. They kissed each other and went for a walk around the lake. It was another clear and warm night. The romantic evening made them both forget all about the problems in their relationship. Instead, they simply enjoyed the moment, something that lover's don’t get much of a chance to do as they get older.

 
They made their way to the camp just a little quicker than usual. The quilt was inside, waiting for them. It reminded both of them about the dreams as soon as they looked at it. The dreams became something more than normal dreams in that they were occurring during the daytime in the form of daydreams.


They became naked, and their bodies began moving in a trance like melodic rhythm that would lead them both into each other, making total love. Just as he was putting himself inside of her, they both turned into hundreds of mice. The ones that were her were white, and the ones that were him were gray. The army of mice began running around, searching for what it was that caused this to happen. They were looking for a way to get back. Both of them automatically assumed that there was no way back, that this was it for them.


 Stales knew it had something to do with the quilt right away. He concentrated on the quilt, thinking of everything he knew about it. He knew that the slave woman said that there was a curse on it, and that the magic would run its course even if the quilt was burned. He had an idea that the thing was responsible for the strange dreams that he and his girlfriend shared.

 
As he thought deeper and deeper, the mice began closing in tighter and tighter. The deeper he thought, the closer they became, until he was human again. Cynthia was concentrating on just being herself again, and that was enough for the mice to close in to form her again. They both looked at each other, feeling lucky that they were able to break the spell. For the first time, being naked in front of the other felt normal to both. He took a deep breath and looked at the quilt. It was the same thing as it had been all along. He focused in on the end of it, noticing the new design.


 "Is that us?" Cynthia asked, looking at the two mice. One was gray and one was white. The white one was sitting up and the gray one was sniffing the ground below it. He couldn't believe it. Nor could he answer her question. "Sidles, what has happened to us?"


 "The dreams, they were about the other animals on the blanket. Now, we are on the blanket, too."


 "What do we do?"

 
"We have to find somebody that knows what has happened to us, maybe they can help us."

 
"Who?" She said, sounding like she was already short on hope. The two of them walked off together, searching for answers to their questions.


 Meanwhile, on a trade ship returning to Africa, hundreds of scorpions were resting under the camouflage of a tarp that covered a schooner. Elija began thinking of everything that was happening, and without even thinking about it, he started transforming back into himself. As his human form, he looked out of the crack in the tarp.


It was daytime, and there was a lot of activity on the boat. Everyone was walking fast, as if they had a purpose not outlined in their job descriptions. There was a slamming sensation on the boat, opposite side of Elija. He looked over the bow, and directly at the flag that indicated pirates. He didn't understand that it meant pirates, but knew that the skull and crossbones meant something bad for the trader ship's crew.

 
The other ship was firing cannon balls over to the ship he was on. The boat he was hiding in suddenly shifted, and then began lowering into the water. He instinctively turned into scorpions, and tried to spread out as much as he could on the floor of the medium sized craft. Men were lumping in it from all sides, and had it filled before the boat even hit the surface of the water.

 
The booms continued, louder and louder as the pirate ship got closer and closer to the trade ship. The men in the schooner didn't notice the scorpions right away. They were more concerned about getting as far away from the pirates as possible. Two of the men carried the ship's gold onto the schooner. It was a good enough supply of gold for them to be a target of the pirate's captain.


 "Captain, look! Scorpions!"

 
There was awe as everyone noticed them at the same time. Then the awes became cries and screams. One man began stomping on as many as he could.

 
Within seconds, every scorpion on the boat was on that man. Within seconds, the man was poisoned to death from the lethal venom contained in the deadly stingers of the scorpions' tails.

 
The scorpions then spread back out in the general vicinity of where that man was. His body slumped down into a pool of blood that was also his. The rest of the people aboard the boat backed up as far as they could from the mass of scorpions. The scorpions crawled over and over each other. This was the only way that he could stop from turning back into himself. His mind was racing from one topic to another, thinking of everything, and thinking of nothing. "Captain, the scorpions. They act as one being, no?"

 
"Everyone just remain calm. Don't disturb them, and they might just stay there."

 
Then, Elijah couldn't put the guilt out of his thoughts any longer. He began thinking strictly about how he must kill the man. It was a matter of kill or be killed, and he reacted like any one else would in that type of situation. His problem with it is that he began killing the man before he even realized what he was doing. It was something that started out as a natural reaction, like flinching when someone strikes at you. Then, before he realized what he was doing, it became an involuntary action, like breathing. At that point, after realizing that he was killing the man, he couldn't even force himself to stop what he was doing.

 
There was a whole handful of dead scorpions that didn't join him in reconstituting his human image. They did turn back into the parts of his body that he lost, but they just remained lying on the ground like discarded chicken parts. The captain couldn't believe what he was seeing. He looked at his crew. The most of them had their eyes wide opened and their jaws hanging half way to the floor. Elijah tried to talk, and noticed that he couldn't. He put his hands over his mouth and felt that his lips, teeth, and tongue were gone. He immediately knew that the implication of this defect would mean that he couldn't talk to the wise man when he found him. Then he looked down at the ground. There was the things he was lacking, all strung out in a small semicircle. He put his foot on top of the formation of teeth. As the foot covered them, they began appearing back in his mouth. He bent down and grabbed his Tips and his tongue. They, too, began showing up on his face as they faded out of his hand.

 
The crew couldn't believe their eyes. Every one was stunned. The captain himself recalled the many stories other trader ship captains told at inns along the harbor coast. The voo doo, the witch doctors, and even vampires. No body ever believed the stories, they just had vivid visions of the black people that they had scene.

 
"I'm not here to do anyone any harm," the black boy said, holding his hands over his naked body.


 "Who are you?" The captain asked.


 "My name is Elijah," he said.


 "What are you?" One of the crewmembers asked.

 
"I am a slave woman's son. I have been dealt a curse by some sort of sorcerer's spell. I need to get back to my old village and find a wise man who can tell me how to end the curse."

 
"Do you believe him? Captain?" Another crewman asked.


 The captain ignored the insignificant question, and looked back up at me small man. The captain wanted to know something himself, like, how he was going to get to this place, known as "Old Village". The boy’s speech seemed to have a hypnotizing effect on the captain.


Suddenly, Elijah realized that he had yet another power because of the curse. He looked into the eyes of the crewmember that asked the question, questioning him. He looked into his eyes deeply and commanded him to jump in the water. He did it, but he didn't attempt swimming. He sank into the water. Just before he came back up, a school of sharks got to him. The crew just stared on in wonder. No one was going to say anything to him after this demonstration.


 The captain guided the vessel to the coast in about forty days. The crew was so exhausted by the end of it that the most of them decidedly skipped the next run to recover from it. The captain snapped out of Elijah's spell as soon as he was about fifteen feet away from him for the first time. He reacted as if he just woke up. His memory left off at the moment the small boat lowered from the big Boat, just as the big boat started getting peppered with gunfire. He looked as he seen something move out of the corner of his eye. A shadow moving from nothing is what it looked like first. Then, he could have sworn that it looked like a shadow exploding, and then the pieces began crawling away. Elijah faded back into the scorpions, navigating them in a tight formation. He began moving east, hoping to eventually see something familiar that could lead to his old village.


 "How are we ever going to find someone to help us?" Cynthia asked Sky.


 "We just have to keep searching until we find a place where there is a lot of Indians. My Tamer told me that the Indians know about curses and how to ward off evil spirits." "And what about this?" She asked.


 "I don't know. We might need it. Keep it for now, and when we find the Indians, they will know what to do with it."

 
The two continued their journeys. Five days into it, a torn cat in the forest mat they were traveling through confronted them. It hissed at them, and then ran when it realized that it didn't have much of a chance against the two of them. The cat scurried off into the weeds, and then dissipated into the never-ending forest surroundings.

 
They didn't expect anything like this in the forests, and became concerned that there might be other animals lurking around. Their hike continued on without further incident. After another seemingly endless period of time, they finally located an Indian village.

 
It was at night when they first spotted smoke rising up from behind a mountain. It would take them another day and night to hike through the mountainous terrain as humans, so Sky decided that they would transform into mice before making the trip. First, however, he knew he had to hide the quilt from the elements. He luckily found a tree with a nice sized squirrel's nest hallowed out in its base.


They converted into mice. All of their clothing fell to the ground at the base of the tree. As mice, they managed to carry the clothing up into the hole in the tree. Then, the mice scattered out along the floor of the forest. They began their trek to the Indian village. 

Chapter 7


Nightfall came early that night, and to make it even darker, there was no moon in the sky. The air was cold, and there was a frosty breeze. The quilt was snug in the heart of a tree. A family of squirrels was returning home, trying to stay warm in the unusually cold night. When they got there, they were mystified at the things stuffing the entrance to their home. The father and mother squirrel began throwing the clothes out of the tree. After a while, there was no more clothes, just the blanket remained. They tried and tried together and even with the children, couldn't get the quilt's bulk out of the tree. The father squirrel decided to pull the end that was sticking out over his family and they could at least stay warm.

 
The night passed and the sun began rising over the Eastern horizon. It was the most beautiful sight that explorer Mark Ingman had ever scene. There was a crystal clear blue lake that took up most of the view. On all sides of it, there was a stretch of captivating mountains. In the direction he came, there was a spiral of evergreens, surrounded by grassy planes on the left and foothills on the right. He and his crew of eleven chose to hit the ground running as early as possible. The team was in charge of finding the nearest river that ran parallel to the seacoast.

 
The scout for the team returned just in time for breakfast. It was an Indian named Running Bear. He was exhausted and was told to rest, and then catch up to the team when he was ready. His job was to mark the best route through the forests ahead and return to the camp. They would go to the next place marked for stay, and send out their next scout. After Running Bear joined the camp again, they would be ready to send the third scout out. Then, when the third scout returned, he would be ready to go out again.

 
Running Bear slept, and woke right back up in the middle of a dream about scorpions crawling all over his body. There was a sound, like weeds or snake grass rustling.

 
Back at the tree where the squirrel family lived, there were no squirrels there when the sun came up. The only thing that remained in tact was the quilt. Half of it was wadded up inside of the tree, and the rest of it was blowing in the breeze, hanging out of the hole. There was a new design on it, right under the anthill and ants. It was a portrait of the squirrel family, running around in a circle around their tree.


In the breeze, their existences blew about, almost becoming separated at several points in their journey. They knew that they had been taken away by the winds, but they didn't know why or how. The father squirrel figured that it had something to do with the quilt. As they blew around that afternoon, they all became as one in thought and in concern. After that, not even the strongest winds could separate them even in the smallest way.


 Running Bear looked around. The squirrels faded into their natural forms as their thoughts drifted apart. They noticed the sleeping man while they were in the air over his body. The small pack of squirrels was joined with others as they circled around the sleeping man. He was having another dream, but this one was more pleasant. In it, he ran and danced through his scouting missions with many of the animals in the forests, mainly squirrels. He also noted that there were a lot of butterflies flying around.


 The squirrels formed a circle around the man. One at a time, they each approached his opened mouth. As he breathed in, the squirrels were slowly absorbed, one by one, until the last squirrel was gone. Running Bear woke up with a snap again as soon as the process was finished. He didn't know what it was, but something that wasn't right prevented him from getting the sleep he needed. After one more try, he couldn't even hold his eyes closed for one second.


 He decided to just continue on with the journey back to the team. That seemed like a lot of strain, and after a while, he was actually surprised that he wasn't getting even the least bit tired. In fact, when he finally got to the team, he was ready to go on his next scouting missions. It wasn't because he had an abundance of energy; it was just that he couldn't feel the fatigue he should have been feeling.

 
He told the white man, Mr. Ingman, that he would run scout next. Mark just nodded, not really paying attention to him. It wouldn't have surprised him anyway. In his experience, the Indians were somehow built with more endurance than the white people. He, himself, was Nordic, so he had more stamina compared to the white people he had met. "These Indians are stronger than I thought," he thought.


 Running Bear took the bright yellow cloth ties with him and proceeded into the uncharted tree lands. As he got further and further away, he began to think more and more about the dreams he was having the night before. The more he thought about them, the more fatigued he began feeling. They enchanted him into lying down and taking a short nap.

 
He piled the tree markers up into a pillow and lied down on top of them. His eyes closed and he began to fall into a deep and relaxing sleep. The dreams began to come into perspective. He was like an observer watching the animals play and dance about. He couldn't help to feel like he wanted to join them. More than just joining them, he wanted to be on their level of intelligence so that he wouldn't have any worries. Eventually, he was wishing that he could look out of their eyes and see the world as they seen it. Peel the breeze as they would feel it. Taste the water as they would taste it. He wanted to smell the flowers as they smelled them.


 His dreams seemed to cascade over top of one another, as if he was watching the dream from twenty different points of vision. He was always focused on the same things, but not for very long. The animals around him had voices. Their lips never moved, but they spoke to him. All of the birds were saying the same thing simultaneously. All of the fish floating through the air were saying the same thing over and over, like a person saying his last words before that person was to die. He could hear the butterflies, too. They had the voice of a little girl.


 The content of the animals' words couldn't be determined because they all were trying to bring across an argumentative point all at the same time. It sounded like about a dozen people. Then, out of nowhere, he heard his own voice. It wasn't out of his own mouth, either. He looked around at all the different animals. It was the first time he noticed that there was a certain discipline going on. All of the animals around him only made up about seven different species: mice, fish that floated in midair, pretty birds, black birds, and butterflies. The other two, scorpions and ants, were less obvious at first, but when he thought about it, they stuck out just as clearly as the others.


 His voice echoed in his head over and over again. From the accent, he could tell that whatever he was saying was a question of some sort. Suddenly, a pack of wild boars ran through the dream, crushing everything in it. He remained for a moment to see the outcome. When the dust cleared, he could see nothing but human body parts lying all over the scene. He was focusing in on specific items: a black boy's head, a little girl's eyeball lying next to her crushed body, and an older lady's leg. Then he looked at himself, crushed and broken into pieces.


 This caused him to immediately snap into consciousness. His eye slowly began closing again. As they closed more and more, his body spread further and further apart on the ground. He faded out and his body began converting into squirrels, dozens of them. He knew right away what the conversion did to him, and began thinking of a way he could get back to normal. While thinking about it, the squirrels began compacting back together. Before it finished, he decided to use the conversion to do his scouting work, just to get that taken care of and out of the way.

 
As squirrels, he dragged the tree ties to each next tree along the way he was taking the explorers. He went ahead for miles, well into the middle of the night before returning to the spot where he changed into squirrels. There, he crawled into his pile of clothes on the ground, putting each particular squirrel where it would need to be. Then, he compressed the squirrels together just by thinking about it. The squirrels faded, the fur shrunk into the flesh, and his body formed into the clothes. He stood up as a human again in a matter of a couple minutes.


 After this, he returned to the camp, keeping his secret to himself. He couldn't stop thinking about it, and hoped that it wasn't a bad curse or evil spell. He knew that there wasn't as much good magic than there was bad magic, so the odds were not in his favor.

 
Elijah's search went on and on. Every time he found a calm body of water, he would stop to turn back into his human self. It was a double purpose measure to, not only get a drink, but to also look into the water at his image, so as to check himself for any missing parts. After days of traveling, and several examinations, he finally noticed a few missing things, like large portions of skin, the tips of all of his fingers, and a chunk of his hair. Part of his facial skin was just shaved off, giving way to a view of his eyes.

 
He knew that he had to do something. He couldn't imagine anywhere where there was such thing as horses, except for in the new world. He turned back into his human self and went hunting under stones.


 Eventually, he turned up a rock that was crawling with scarab beetles underneath of it. He began eating them in hopes that he would be restoring his lost human characteristics. He ate and ate, not thinking anything of the taste or the texture of the crunchy creatures. He ate until he was full. Then, he noticed it. His fingers were replaced with what appeared to be the claw-like appendages of birds' hands. His arms didn't change, but everywhere where there was a portion of his skin missing, there were blackbird feathers. On his face, he could feel that a hairy pelt-like skin replaced his skin. It was only like that on the portions that were missing because of the missing scorpions. He turned into scorpions and turned back to see if the changes would go away. They didn't. He looked into the water again, noticing that there was a wing arm with feathers on it protruding from his scalp where he noticed the missing patch of hair. One of his eyes was replaced with a small beady bird's eye. He couldn't believe it.


 He turned back into scorpions, and the bird parts turned into human parts. He crawled over the body parts, which were the same as the parts he was missing when he looked into the water the first time. It was very frightening to imagine what was happening here, but it was happening, so he had to reason with it.

 
The hair on the ground was black with gray mixed in. He vaguely remembered the dreams, the black birds, and the older woman's voice. He wasn't sure that he wanted to leave the woman's body parts behind, because then the pieces could be lost for her forever. There was no way he could know something like that; it was just something he had a sort of common understanding of. He closed his mind, becoming the boy, and then closed his eyes, trying to see her from the dreams. She was in a haze, begging him to keep track of her pieces. He asked her where his were at now that he had hers. She couldn't answer his question, so she just faded into millions of tiny particles, all of them in coordinating colors, as if they were still her. The particles dissipated into dust, and the dust blew away like a cloud in a breezy night sky.


 He continued his journey, as his human self. This was becoming harder by the day, as the desert's hot days and cold nights began wearing him down. He finally gave up and decided to just call it quits on her parts. He turned into the scorpions and was off, leaving the pieces he had stolen from her in a small pile on the corner of two crossing paths. One path lead to Sudan, and the other lead to Morocco.

 
Skiles and Cynthia continued on through the mountains, finally seeing the first signs that they were getting close to the village. It was a small tent village, with huts and teepees. They decided to remain mice until they came across the most likely person they suspected could help them. To convey a good search of the whole village, they split their packs of mice up so that they traveled in groups of four; to of his mice and two of hers. The village was large, so they only searched for a few moments. They couldn't collectively find the courage to get close enough to anyone to find out what they were like.

 
That night, they tried returning to where the quilt was. After wasting half of the night searching, they finally found it. They turned back into their human selves to steep the night away. When morning came, they woke up with the sun. Skiles walked around to try to get the stiffness out of his back. They had found the blanket, and sure enough, their clothes were scattered about around the tree. The quilt itself, he recalled, was hanging half way out of the tree when they found it.


 "Pesky squirrels," he said as he began putting his clothes back on.


 He looked over at Cynthia. She was snuggled up inside the quilt, and he thought that she looked really cute like that. Then he noted something else. The quilt had a new design on it. Indeed, there was a new character in its stitch workings. Sky took a closer look. The picture was of the tree in front of him. There was a squirrel poking its head out of the hole in the trunk. Two more squirrels were dancing around at the base of the tree.


 He looked at the quilt's design and then compared it to the natural scenery. He simply couldn't believe what he was seeing. It was the most masterful piece of artwork he had ever scene. It was exact in every detail, except that in the real picture, there were no squirrels. In fact, there wasn't a squirrel within a two hundred foot radius.


 Then he wondered what that really meant. Did it mean that a bunch of squirrels can form together and turn into a man? If that was true, then, who is the man? And if the man was already a man before this happened, then, what happens? Does this curse just take over the man? If it works like that, does that mean that it works the other way around when it works the way it did on Cynthia and I? If that is true, does that mean that a bunch of mice just disappeared from where they lived before? So, basically, it is a curse that robs the existence from a being, person, or animal. Then what? You just live forever?


 All that the knowledge did was put more questions in his mind. This, in turn, caused him to be more apprehensive towards the curse of the quilt. Now, he looked at it as a little boy would look at the mean baby sitter who spanked him for stupid reasons. To make the situation worse, he wasn't sure if there even was a way to end the curse. If there was an Indian who knew, how was he to be so sure that the Indian would be willing to help him? Indians, for the most part, didn't like white people. There was always rumors about how some one got caught alone by a small pack of engines, only to get their belongings taken and then get scalped with a tomahawk.


 He wasn't worried, though. If they tried to attack him, he could always just turn into a bunch of mice and flee. He was glad in the knowledge that no man could hurt him, but this alone wasn't enough to make him happy about the curse. All the benefits in the world would never make him believe that the quilt was a good thing.

 
He decided to leave the quilt behind. If they needed it, he would know where it is, and if they didn't need it, then it would just rot there in the tree trunk forever.

 
Cynthia finally woke up about the time Sky was down by the river getting water. She noticed the new design on the quilt right away. It didn't dawn on her what the design meant, so she just put the quilt back in the trunk. She began putting her clothes on when she realized that Skiles was out of range. It wasn't something she ever felt before. The feeling, she understood, was that she couldn't transform into mice unless Skiles was close enough to her.


 She went about her business of getting herself prettied up for her lover. The thought began to eat into her desire to be able to turn into mice weather he was around or not. She wasn't sure why this meant so much to her, she just knew it would be better. All of the cells in her body wanted to have a sort of freedom. They didn't mind being in the human form, but something inside told her that they minded being forced into remaining that way. There was something else important that she could do, like a function that was almost necessary for survival, only if he was close enough for them to transform. She had it on the tip of her mind's tongue. It was more instinct than anything else, and she sort of understood that, too, in her own little way.


 Skiles continued gathering his sticks for the fire, thinking about the same thing. Being out of range. It was an odd feeling to experience for the first time. He looked on into the water as it passed him by. He was glad, actually. He really didn't want to have the curse. It limited him in too many ways. All of the good the curse had could not make up for all of the bad. The curse, to him, was a curse. He hoped that there was a way to get rid of it.


 She stopped braiding her long locks of golden hair and realized something that really bothered her. They were coming here to end the curse anyway. It wasn't something they talked about, either. Skiles realized that they were enchanted by a witch's spell, so he decided that they had to find some one to help them get rid of the curse. Who? An Indian. She wasn't dumb, she knew that Indians were butchers and Indians were cannibals. She didn't want her scalp cut off. Turning into mice was no guarantee: what if they were nowhere near each other?


 The more she thought about everything, the less she agreed with being tied into the curse as a pair to make a whole. She only understood that love meant that two people were as one. The more she believed that, the more it made her realize that it couldn't be real love because he never received any input from her about the whole thing, even before the quilt. The quilt was her biggest reason for wanting to avoid finding a cure for the curse.

 
They traveled over the mountain for the remainder of that day. At the top, they could see the village. This is when they turned back into mice. The army of mice ran through the fields until they entered the village itself. As they began their search, the thought began to eat at Cynthia once again. The mice that was her heart was comprised of two fairly decent sized mice. They were traveling in a group with the two mice that was his heart. As she disagreed with the mission more and more, the mice began walking further away from his heart's mice. Then, she couldn't resist it no longer. The mice that were her heart attacked the mice that were his. They fought it out until the death. He lost because of surprise with one, and won from sheer mismatch with the other. The two remaining mice simply ran in different directions, never to see each other again. This was bad for them, because now, neither of them had a heart.

 
They searched all night with an idea to end the curse. Because neither of them had a heart, the search was unsuccessful. They retreated into the dense forest and reconstituted themselves into humans. Pieces of their bodies were missing. He was totally shocked. Then, he was glad that most of his body was still in tact. She wasn't missing too much herself. Neither of them realized that their hearts were missing.

 
Before going to bed, he assured her that they would find a way to creak the curse. They went into dreams that included an Indian man. It was the first time any person from the quilt's folds had people in their dreams. The Indian talked to them, telling them everything he knew about the quilt. They both forgot the entire dream and everything about it when they woke up, so the lessons were of no benefit to them.

 
The next morning, Skiles was off gathering sticks for a fire when the Indian round him. He was standing behind a bush of Sumac. It startled him at first, but then he realized that the Indian had followed them back when they were mice from the night before. Nobody had to tell him that, it was just something he understood. The whole curse was like that. He never thought about anything, he just realized how things were without learning from books or elders.


 "You come to find Tehcomy, paleface, huh?" the Indian said in a monotone voice.

 
"I want to talk to a magic man."

 
"Why you want to talk to Tehcomy? Curse? The 'blanket,' as you call it."


 "Yes. How do I get rid of the curse?"

 
The Indian, who was very tall and muscular, grabbed the boy's shoulders and shook him twice. His face tightened up, and his eyes rolled around to the back of his head. He let out a low-pitched grown, then threw the boy away from him like he was a hot coal. "EYE! This curse, it comes from evil sorcery. I cannot help you. I can only tell you the contract of the curse as it applies to you."

 
"What do you mean, contract?"

 
"This curse, it was only meant to haunt one soul at a time. You have brought another soul with yours. Your heart, it is gone. You have no heart, so you will always roam the Earth in limbo, not caring about anything. The curse will eventually reduce you to nothing, nil!" "How can I rid myself from it?"

 
"Only one way. There is only one way, I am afraid," the Indian said, slumping his chin to his chest in disappointment. 


"What, then, must I do?"

 
"If you want to end the curse for yourself, you must kill your beloved girl," he said, looking eye to eye with him.


 "But..."


 "Listen!" The Indian shouted, grabbing his shoulders again, "it's the only way. She wants to live on the curse. She does not want to get rid of it. She will eventually kill you to have the power to live by the curse. So, you must kill her first."


 Running Bear walked down to the rest of the camp. They were backing up their gear and getting ready to hike forwards to the next markers. He looked at himself, wondering if it was all real, or if it was just another one of those real vivid dreams he had been experiencing in the last couple of days. Either way, he didn't like the new feeling he had within his spirit. He felt, almost, as if he no longer had a spirit. He remembered what his grandfather told him about an Indian who has lost his spirit. And, he could visualize some of his uncles when they were possessed by white man's Fire Water. These were the living examples he had to go by, and the words of his grandfather were the explanation of their attitudes and behaviors. Inside, he hoped that he would not become as they were if he really did lose his soul.

 
During his next scouting mission, he waited until he was at least a mile ahead of the camp to turn into squirrels. He ran along on the floor of the forest, without a care in the world. Because there was only about thirty squirrels to make him up, he could control them all with great ease. He was amazed at how he couldn't actually think for them, and that their ability to stick together was pure instinct. He couldn't think as a person as clearly either. Each thought that entered his mind was interrupted by a quick thought or thought process that one of the squirrels went into. The more he tried, the closer together the squirrels got, so that each squirrel would have to think less about what to do as they all ran along. Then, he closed the eyes in his imagination and all the squirrels ran into each other, turning into him in just a little over two second's time.

 
He was utterly surprised at the speed in which he was able to turn back into a person just by thinking about one thing. He wasn't thinking about anything at all for about three or four more seconds. His mind was whispering "whoas" into his ears.


 Just as he was going to brush the hair out of his eyes, a wild boar crashed head first into the middle of his back at fall speed, breaking Running Bear's spine in half. The total loss of thoughts caused him to convert into squirrels. The shock that set in from the explosive blow caused them all to scatter aimlessly into the forest.

 
The boar continued chasing one of them, and the squirrel lost the boar by running into a dead fall. The squirrel that was Running Bear's spine remained on the ground. It was whole, but every bone inside its body was shattered. There was no hope for it because it was bleeding internally. In a matter of minutes, the squirrel that was his spine died, and remained a squirrel in its aftermath. The remainder of Running Bear’s squirrels met up about ten miles from where the boar had attacked him. They came together with his deep thoughts and concerns. Sure enough, as a human, he was without a spine. Because of this, he no longer had the ability to do anything. He was just a bag of bones and organs. His mind could think, and was already thinking ten times the amount he normally thought about things. He began wondering about what everything meant. More so, he realized what the curse meant to him now. He was useless as a human, especially when considering his job: a scout for explorers and trappers. He knew that his only option was to remain squirrels for the rest of his life.


 Elija found a stretch of his old village that was what was left of it. Apparently, the War Lords had taken it over, destroying everything mat stood taller than sheep. Now, the only thing there was left was broken families and destroyed dreams.


 At the same time, the scorpion that was his soul decided it was going to find all of those other souls that were the souls of people affected by the curse. It was in for a long and tiresome journey, but it didn't care. The scorpion understood that it had all of eternity.

 
He remained in human form, and began walking back down the trail that lead out of the village, back the way he came. On the way, he thought of all the implications. It seemed that there was no real way to find the person he needed to find here, in the continent he was from. He figured he had a better chance to find that person in the new place, because there was so many people from so many places. He guessed that there were people from his old village over there. Assuming that, he concluded that there must be a wise man over there somewhere.


One thing that was over there that he needed to find more than anything else was horses. He knew that whatever happened to him after eating the beetles had to be taken care of. He suspected that the only way to really check if there was a way to cure it was to get to a horse. Once he had a horse nearby, he figured he could improvise. There was the prospect of returning to the new place without accomplishing anything. That didn't really bother him because he knew he was just jumping the gun coming back to his old home, anyway. It was just the prospect of not being able to do anything about the current status of his human form until he did something about it.

 
 The walk would be a long and enduring experience. It included several miles of traveling as scorpions. Finally, along the way, he ran into the person he came all the way there to see. He noticed the old man long before he was noticed, so he turned into scorpions and caught up to him. He was trying to spy the old man out and see what kind of person he was first. The scorpions surrounded the old man, keeping up with his human pace. One then three others latched onto the man's shoe flaps. The old man stopped and said, "Show your true self, evil spirit."


 Elija started thinking too much, and the scorpions came together in front of the old man. The old man was astonished. Because he had never seen magic work in this particular fashion, he immediately suspected that it was evil black magic.


 It was as if all of the creatures around him scattered away to a certain perimeter far enough away to allow space for the hundreds of scorpions that surrounded him. Then, like a whirlwind shows itself by collecting debris off of the ground, they just flew into each other, forming a little boy. The boy was strange, too, like he was missing something that was very important. The wise man couldn't make any judgment about what it was that the boy was missing. Another strange thing was the feathers that protruded from the boy's scalp. It was a wing, the wise man noted, the wing of a small by appearance.

 
The wise man knew one thing for sure about this boy just by looking at him. The boy was immortal. He could see it in the boy's eyes. His eyes were so empty that the wise man assumed that the boy was soulless. The boy had the fingernails of a generation ago, observed the wise man. This meant he could have been born anywhere from twenty to thirty five years ago. To the wise man, the boy looked no older than twelve.


 Taking everything into consideration, the wise man quickly concluded that the boy was under a curse that had been around for centuries. It was usually levied on people for reasons of revenge. The curse, which originated in England during the early fourteenth century, was usually put on an item of family importance, such as a family heirloom. It was designed to curse a family for thirteen generations. He didn't know any more about it, for he had not studied curses.

 
"My name is Elija. I have traveled all the way to here from the New World. I need someone to help me, he said.


 "What is it that you think I can help you with, young one?" the wise man asked of him.


 "I was hoping you could tell me about this curse. I can turn into scorpions, but when one gets lost, I lose part of my body. To restore myself, I have to devour a horse. Now, something real bad has happened. I don't know what it is, but after I ate some beetles, grew these feathers. I think I stole them from somebody else who has the curse on them. Can you help me, wise man?"


 "There is something else wrong with you, young one. You have lost your soul. Somehow, somewhere along the line, your soul must have become frightened by the curse. It abandoned you, and so now you must get your soul back. Only then that I can help will there be a chance you get rid of the curse."


 "How do I find my soul?"


 "You can't. Your soul must find you. Go to where you came from. Wait. You might have to wait a day; you might have to wait a year. Remember one thing: if you truly want to end the curse, your soul will eventually find you."


 And so Elija began his journey back to the New World. He felt like he had a purpose again, something that was lacking since he could remember. He also felt like he was no longer alone, too. Why he felt that way, he couldn't say. It felt good, so he just let it go at that. "Then how do I kill her?" Skiles asked the Indian.


 "You must choke her to death, it is the only way."


 "I can not do it!" He slumped down, head into hands, in between his knees. He was crying for the first time during his manhood. It felt good to let me emotions spill out in the form of tears. He noticed that the tears were pieces and chunks of mice. They fell on the ground on top of each other, and before he knew it, there were two full mice on the ground. He could feel his stomach aching, as if someone just punched him in the guts. Instinct told him that the mice on the ground were his stomach. He picked them up and they faded into his hands. The pain in his stomach went away just as quickly.


 "Wha..." He looked up before finishing his question. The Indian had left him alone, and now Cynthia was heading down the stream to catch up with him.


 "Sky, what are you doing that is taking you so long?"


 "I had to gather some fire wood..." "Well then, where is it?"


 "Ah, well, I don't know. That's why I'm taking so long, because there is no firewood. Listen, Cynthia, I have something I have to tell you."


 "Well, I have to be holding on to you in order to tell you properly. Come over here."


 She approached him, opening her arms. They came together in a warm, loving embrace. She kissed his neck lightly, whispering something at the same time. It sounded like she was saying, "I'm sorry Sky."


 He moved his hands into position, so that he could try to choke her. He just couldn't find the strength to do it. It was weird because he didn't feel anything in his heart. It was just that hid hands were too weak to choke her. He tried a different approach.


 "Cynthia, I know you want to keep the curse, and live on with it haunting you. I was told that the only way to end it for me would be if you, too, ended it for yourself. You see, we're kind-of tied into this thing together. There's nothing we can do, except to end it together. If not, then one of us has to kill the other."


 She was stunned. "Why do we have to kill the other?"

 
"Because I want to end the curse and you want to live the curse. I will not live under the spell, and I wished to God you felt the same way."


 "And if I refuse?"


 "Then we must fight to the death."


 She pulled out the stick that she had worked on sharpening all morning while Skiles was out collecting firewood. She had been anticipating that a moment like this would come along sooner or later. Without him even knowing what happened, she stuck it into his throat, causing him to choke to death. She then went back to where the quilt was and retrieved it.


 She didn't know what she was going to do from there, but there was a reason for getting the quilt. She wanted to make sure that, if she found a companion, they could join her as the next animal. To disassociate herself with Skiles and her whole past, she changed her name to Natalie. She went on, eventually finding a farm where she could let her mice roam whenever they wanted.

Chapter 8


She hid the quilt in a dry well a long way from the back of the furthest barn from the house. The house wasn't even visible from it. She was around the rest of the farm yard all but a day before she discovered who her mortal enemy was.  It was cats. If it wasn't torn cats out in the woods, it was the Siamese cats that lurked around the outskirts of the house. In more than one occasion, the cats had succeeded in snatching a mouse out of the group. She didn't relate the losses as lost pieces other human form because she hadn't changed into her human form in years, perhaps decades. She only remembered that her human form was no longer aging, that she would always be seventeen years old.

 
During all of those years, she had always fantasized about knocking on the farm family's front door in her human form, and asking them if she could stay a couple of nights. Over the many years, she had the story she would give them memorized and perfected. She wanted to do it, but just never had the courage.


 She was to the point with the cats that she knew how to keep all of her mice scattered out, hidden in little nooks and crannies all over the farm. One of them, the one that was her memory, roamed inside the house for most of the time. She, as the mice, never remembered what the mouse seen or heard. Finally, one day, she decided to turn back into her human self and knock on the farmer's front door. She knew she had to find clothes first, so she went to another house a few miles away. That is when she turned into herself. She could already feel the many missing mice that made up her body. She felt light headed, partly because of the fact that her memory was on overload. She began seeing it all, the inside of the farmer family's house. It was beautiful inside, and it always had a sweet smell about it. These memories felt good to be reviewing, and there was a pleasant outlook to the whole thing – like the beautiful animal that slept in a little boy's room. He couldn't have been any older than twelve. She wanted him to be the next lucky person to set the quilt. She stole the clothes she needed from the clothesline in the back yard, and left.

 
During the night, she slept, as a person, under the stars and under the quilt. By midnight, she was pretty much out of it. While she slept, a lot of cats began gathering around her. There were cats that she had never even seen before that were joining up with the ones she already knew well. They waited until there numbers were high before they finally made their move on the girl. It was too late; the cats' pungent stench woke her right up. She got the offensive, swinging a stick she used on the way back to the farm as a walking staff. She managed to kill three of them by crushing their skulls.

 
The rest of them scattered into the moonlit night. One of them made a snarling hiss sound as it escaped into the weeds. Natalie faded into mice and began to eat the remains of the dead cats instantaneously. It wasn't something she expected to happen; it was as if instinct just took over. She reconstituted herself into a human after eating all three of the dead cats. She felt whole again. Just to make sure, she felt her face and her backside. She ran her fingers through her hair, noticing it to be thicker than she could ever remember. In fact, her whole body seemed improved after the feasting. Her breasts were fuller and she felt stronger, like she could run a mile. She put her clothes back on and walked up to the farmer's front door.


 She knocked twice before a woman answered.


 "Miss, you have to help me!" she cried out, "Indians! They got my family! They killed everyone, and Iran away from them. Now I have no place to stay, and I am lost!"


 "Come in! Come in!" The nice lady said to her. She led Natalie into the kitchen, where she let her sit down on a bench seat outside of the table. She made the girl a drink, handed it to her, and then took the cup after the girl drank it all.


 "What is your name?"

 
"Natalie."

 
"Well, you can stay here until we can talk to an orphanage, or something," the woman said, but really, she couldn't imagine making this lovely young lady go to an orphanage. She would surely let her stay there for as long as she wanted. She had decided that from the very first moment she had met the girl and heard her story.

 
She was introduced to the whole family, and now, the little boy she remembered was about the same age as Skiles was when she met him. He had a pet guinea pig in his hands, and she Began to take liking to it upon first seeing it. It was the first time she had ever seen such a cute little creature.

 
Natalie and the boy became very close during the course of the next two weeks. She desperately wanted to tell him about the enchantment, but refrained from it until she could be sure that he would be happy joining her. She decided to try something else. She wanted to see what would happen if she put the guinea pig under the blanket. After thinking of doing it, the dream came to her attention. It was the Indian man who was the only person in her dreams.


 He looked sad and alone. His eyes told the story that his words could not. In them, she saw a million sorrowful reasons why she shouldn't mess around with the quilt anymore. But curiosity got the best of her, and she inevitably went out to the dry well to retrieve the quilt. That night, she asked the boy if she could have the guinea pig to sleep over night with. The boy didn't mind. He gave it to her just before everyone went to bed around nine o' clock.

 She knew the rhythm of the moon, and she understood the curse's timetable. It was a no-moon night. What she didn't know was that in order for the curse to work, it would have to steal the soul of a man to be able to change the guinea pig into one. Not only that, but it would probably take all of the guinea pigs in the land to equal the soul-density of a man. She was ignorant to all of these facts, and so the transformation taught her.


 When she woke up again, the boy was in her bed. He was just as surprised as she was, probably even more. She didn't know what to do. She decided to just tell him everything she knew, to make it easier for him.


 "We must go outside, so no one can hear us. Then, I will tell you everything about it."


 They both changed into their animal forms and scurried out into the black night. They reformed, and she told him what had happened and why it had happened. He didn't know weather to be happy about it or if he should feel sad. They played as animals for two days and one night.

 
When they finally decided to turn back into people, he realized that he would rather just live out his life as the pack of guinea pigs. She told him that his parents would probably disown him because he had been away so long with her. They would never let her back into their home.


 He feared his father's strict hand. After debating at the dry well for a few minutes, they chose to remain mice and guinea pigs.

 
Elija finally made it back on the last slave ship to leave Africa. It was the end of the limit that the big trade overlords aloud. He was very lucky to catch this boat, and remained scorpions throughout the entire trip. To do this and not get lost in thought, he found that he had to forcibly hold them away from each other. This was like holding back strong magnets that want to attach themselves together. He maintained, though, and got to the New World in almost the exact same spot that he left from.

 
From the harbor, he guided the battalion of scorpions to the wood line. To do this with accuracy, he had learned over the years that he had to keep them somewhat close to each other. Also, when he did this, the scorpions looked like the silhouette of a person. Once, on the way to the trail, he slipped and thought about his soul too much. All of the scorpions climbed on top of each other, still moving forwards. It looked like the silhouette of a man going from lying down, to on his knees, to standing up. Each individual scorpion could be seen. Then, in a blink of an eye, they melded together to form the boy, who still had the bird's beady eye and the wing arm with feathers sticking out of his head. He felt the abnormalities as strongly as he felt the absence of his normal parts.


As he stopped to feel himself back in the New World. It was strange. The New World was very different. The first thing that he could detect as a major difference was the climate. Even the hottest days were cold compared to his old village. It took a cold frosty night in the middle of winter to get as cold as the summer nights in his old village. Another big example of influxes was the terrain. Where he was from, it was mostly flat. There were trees, but there wasn't a lot of undergrowth. It was mostly sand where he came from. Trees surrounded every village, but they grew below the sand where there was fertile dirt. He decidedly walked on as a human, liking the new feeling.


 After a while, he finally came upon the trail that he remembered leaving on. It was busy, too. It seemed that the area had experienced some sort of boom in population while Elija was away. He thought that he was only away for a year or two. Then, as he became closer to the mouth of the trail, he saw a dated fruit cart with his bird's eye. Twenty-one years had slipped through his fingers like sand in an hourglass. Suddenly, there was an hourglass in his mind. He couldn't stop thinking about it, realizing a new fact. Animals don't have any sense of time. A day to us could seem like a month or a second to an animal like a scorpion. When the next day comes, it simply forgets the last day as if it never happened. They don't know anything about death and dying. To them, ten years and ten minutes has equal significance.

 
He broke down into scorpions and followed his instinct down the trail. He passed by the rock that his soul had once crawled under. He was heading in the same direction his soul headed when it set out on its mission of finding the other lost souls.

 
This time, he tried to keep track of time by turning back into a human at night to sleep. He slept by night and traveled by day, always one step behind his soul by about ten years. As he dreamt, he was talking to the others who are part of the quilt. They were all in their animal form, except for two: an Indian and a young man. They all communicated in human language and talked about the same thing every night. The conversation was all about meeting at one central location. He told them that he was on his way, that he was following his soul. They told him to keep going because his soul was heading in the right direction.

 
When he woke up, he knew nothing about the dream or what was said by any one in it. He didn't even think he had any dreams. By the time he became fully awake, he was already turning back info scorpions anyway. When he was the scorpions, there was never any time for deep thought. He would have his hands full controlling all of them and making sure none of them got lost. He passed up many horses, knowing that it would Be better to just wait until he knew for sure what to do about the problem.


  Natalie wanted to go up to the farmhouse in the form of mice to see if she could find one of the cats to taunt. The boy that was the guinea pigs had left the area to go running in the hilly meadows beyond the valley. She knew he would be back sooner or later. She was in the vicinity of another person by the pigsty. She moved all of her mice into the corner of the shed and turned back into her self. She then spied out of the cracks in the boards. She couldn't believe her eyes. The farmer, who was the boy's dad, looked like he was twenty years older than he was the other day when the two of them snuck off together into the eternal night.

 
Then it hit her like it hit Elija. An hourglass formed in her mind. She understood, now, that she could live forever if she wanted. The farmer was proof enough to convince her that she had no sense of time as mice. She remembered seasons going by like days, and forgetting them like they happened when she was too young to understand anything. Then it occurred to her that she made all the wrong decisions when it came to the quilt. "No, I realized it a long time ago," she said, "It just took me this long to admit that I was wrong." She blamed it on the fact that she was too young when she made the decisions she had made: The decision to live the spell and the choice to bring the farmer boy into it.


 She cried herself to sleep in the corner of the pig shed naked. In her dreams, she could see the other animals on the quilt. They had human voices, like her animal had her voice. Their mouths didn't move, but she could tell which one was saying what phrase. The voices talked to her about meeting them in the New Found Land.


 She woke up the next morning with the roosters. She didn't have any recollection of the dream. She did have a realization. She realized that the boy had been gone for a long time. She decided to go find him. She searched for three days and three nights before finally finding what was left of him.


 He was lying on the ground, just a skeleton and bits and pieces of flesh. His eyeballs were still in tact, and he still had a tongue. Most important, he still had a soul.


 Although his eyelids were gone, he was still somehow sleeping, and during his rest, he had the same dream that the others had. She woke him up, causing him to forget ever thinking about having any dreams. "Natalie! Look what the vampires have done to me!"


 "Bats did this to you?"

 
"Yes! I can't go on no more. Every night, they attack me from nowhere, picking me apart piece by piece. Just leave, go far away!"

 
"I can't leave without you! You must turn into guinea pigs and run with me!"


 "Where will we go?" he asked.


 "Where ever our souls want to take us," she answered, changing into the mice once again.


 He changed as well, and they both ran off together, following the sun. It set, and with its setting, came the bats. There were hundreds of them this time, unlike the other times. They parried over each and every guinea pig, except the one that was his soul. The sight frightened Natalie, but something inside told her that the bats would not touch her. They didn't, either. Instead, they grabbed at the guinea pigs, carrying them all in different directions so that he could never form his human self again. The one that was his soul continued along side of Natalie on her journey. It was just as she had stated: they went in the direction that their souls took them.

Chapter 9


And so all of those affected by the quilt agreed in their dreams that they had to get together in a place that they could find one another with some degree of simplicity. The calling originated when Elija's soul decided to find the others. His soul still maintained some kind of connection to the rest of Elija's body and mind. He reflected all of the information Elija discovered as it would if it was still inside of him. It still viewed things with the same conviction a soul would, except now, Elija's heart had no connection to the soul's reactions.


 Andrea began having the dreams at a time when she had all but forgotten what her human self even looked like. To be able to see the dreams more clearly, she turned into her human self. She felt around her face and her body. To her amazement, everything was basically in tact. It took her a long time before she finally decided that she was going to try to fall asleep. The feeling of being a person again excited her too much. She danced around naked under the moonlight for most of the first night.


 When she did fall asleep, her dreams were not as vivid as the ones she had before. There were more voices, and even people. She wanted to hear them, but it was aft she could do to just keep up with their pace long enough to hear what they were saying.

 
The next night, she slept all the night through. She caught up to the rest of them, and heard their message. If she wanted to end the curse, she had to come to the place where the rest of them were. She asked where it was and what she had to do to get there. They told her that she could fly to them with her butterflies, so she did this. During the flight, all of her butterflies became exhausted to the point where they could fly no longer. They all ended up falling into the water, drowning. All but one: the butterfly that was her soul. It fluttered effortlessly across the Atlantic to New Found Land. From there, it only took her soul a matter of hours to find the rest. Already there were Natalie's mice, her friend's Guinea pigs, and a clear, see-through fish floating through the air. The fish was the fish that was the boy whom Victoria brought into the curse of the quilt.


 The black bird's that were Andrea's adoptive mother knew that she had to follow her soul. There was another calling that beckoned her. After days upon days of searching for the source of the calling, she finally gave up and went to the ground to see if the source could tie felt stronger there. At this point, she turned into her human self. It was the first time ever that she did this, and she couldn't believe it was happening. As her human self, she was no longer sick. She noticed also that she hadn't aged a day since she first turned into the birds.


 She didn't like being without clothes in such a strange place, so she changed back to birds. When she did this, an anthill crumbled around a woman who seemed to have Just popped in there out of nowhere. The black birds circled around her, then landed next to her, coming back together as Andrea's adoptive mother again. "Victoria?"

 
"Yes! Oh, thank God it is you! The dreams ... the calling, are you going to find the other's?"


 "Yes, I was already on my way."

 
"You must take me along with you, for I cannot cross the sea in my forms."

 
And so Andrea's adoptive mother changed back into black birds and Victoria turned back into ants. Each of the birds carried several ants, and there was only a couple that had to get left behind. They traveled across the rest of Europe and then over the Atlantic ocean. They, too, had no problem whatsoever finding the rest of them after finding New Found Land.

 
Shortly after their arrival, Pete flew his tropical birds in to the area occupied by the many animals that made up for the curse.


Elija still couldn't remember his dreams the next day after having them. This meant that he really didn't know where the chase was taking him. He had premonitions about how far away he actually was to his soul, and it seemed as though he was gaining ground. Elija wasn't really heading to Newfound Land to join the rest of the people tied into the quilt. He was following his soul, and his soul had a new mission. It knew that the rest of the quilt's curse had to be used up before it could be beaten.

 
The rest of them waited while the curse ran itself out. Natalie set off on a journey to where the quilt was left - in the dry well behind the farmhouse. She was certain that at least thirty more years had passed since she last saw the quilt there. Nonetheless, she set off to find it. Upon finding it, she planned on delivering it to the next person or being that would be affected by me quilt. The mission was to finish off the curse more than anything else. After that, the new people affected by it could join the rest of them in ending it.

 
Elija continued his journey, trying to catch up with his soul at about the same time Natalie left to go on her mission. He eventually made it to the well where she left it. He formed into his human self, and stood by the well. There was a young Mexican migrant worker fishing it out of the well already there. Elija realized that his soul had timed it out just right so that he could be there when the quilt was next round. He turned back into scorpions immediately. At that point, he had decided to let the quilt run its course. But at the same time, he realized that his soul had brought him here for a reason. That reason was to educate the new beholders of the quilt. More importantly, his mission was to take them with him when he reunited with the rest of them.

 
The boy slept under the quilt seven days before there was a night with no moon. He didn't get a chance to sleep under it that night because his family had to move back to Mexico. Their family back home was dying, and they had to be there. The quilt was packed away in a buggy, and they began their two and a half month long journey to the harbor where they could take a ship to Mexico.

 
Elija stuck with them the whole way, clinging onto the bottom of the buggy with all of his might as scorpions. He knew he had to wait until the boy transformed before telling him, and that bothered him. He wished he could just forewarn anyone who might become a part of the curse. If he decided to do that, he would be turning his back on those already affected by it, and so he tried his hardest not to succumb to that.

 
For a long time, they traveled across land to get to the harbor. When they began loading the cargo ship, up with their belongings, Elija moved his scorpions cleverly onto the boat. That was also when the lime boy dug the quilt out of the box that it was in so he could sleep under it during the cold nights.

 
As Elija kept up with Darrel, the migrant boy, the others began having dreams about how far the journey was taking them. Each of them realized that because of the journey spreading out, it would take that much longer for them to find there way to New Found Land. Some even gave up the inner hope that all of the newer people were going to choose the path they had decided to take. They dreamt of Elija as well, and in their dreams, they rooted him on in spirit.


 Because of this, it was decided that they send all of the birds down to them to help them and to transport them to the place where the rest of them waited. It was understood that, at the time, none of the opened four squares on the quilt had been filled. So they knew that they had to bring Elija back, and they knew he was in the form of scorpions. The other three were not yet known, as far as what animals they would be. The ship ride was boring for Darrel, so he slept through most of it. The first night was a moonless night, and he slept under it like it was any other old normal night. The ship had lost direction, and was heading for a swamp as it tried to ride the coastline. The captain was angry, and yelled at his crew. They blamed it on the darkness.

 
One of the crewmembers was an Indian, and he stood alone on the top of the cargo hold. Darrel was sleeping below it. The Indian felt a brisk chill go through his body. He looked around, sensing something being out of the ordinary.

 
At that moment, he felt a sense of total perception. All of his sensors were put on a new level of intenseness. He could see the darkness within the darkness, and ever thing that made up the darkest of darknesses: shadows cast without a light source. He could smell the smells as individual aromas instead of smelling the overall plethora and identifying it as only that. Each individual smell identified itself as names written on a piece of paper in his head. He could feet every different aspect of the temperature and the breeze. The damp molecules floating in the air seemed to tickle him as they bounced off of his greasy skin. He could taste certain things that also emitted prevalent aromas around the ship, and around him on the ship. His hearing was the most intensified sense. Not only were there tiny sounds that he couldn't identify, there were sounds that were normally loud anyway that had become so loud, he couldn't understand what they were.

 
The main sound that distorted in the latter way was the sound of frogs. The Indian figured out that the annoying sound was the sound of the frogs in the very nearby swamp. It sounded like one giant frog chirp chipping, drawn out like a slow deep breath. It almost had an accent to it, thought the Indian. Then, just as he tried to focus in on another sound, the sound of the frogs stopped completely. It was the first time he could ever remember this happening in his life.

He looked around, still unable to see the first signs of the nearby swamp. He thought that it was possible for them to bypass the swamp and being separated from it by Cypress trees. There was a slight possibility that the sound of the frogs would be cut off. The more he thought about it like that, the more his mind told him that he would still be able to at least hear them.

 
 There's no obstruction that could totally illuminate a noise that loud, he thought. Then, as he was focusing in on the up coming scenery, the moss-covered swamp began showing its ugly fringes.

 
There was a lot of noise from the captain, as well as from the crew, concerning the fact that they were drifting hard into a swamp. It was a scene of confusion and struggle as the crew tried desperately to maneuver the craft in the opposite direction. The navigator was penning up new charts and scrapping his old ones. The captain focused his attention on the navigator's efforts. Everyone was doing something, which gave Elija the perfect opportunity to change into himself. He did so in the cargo hold, right next to where Darrel was sleeping. Barrel's head did not stick out of the quilt and lie on the pillow. He was no where to be found. Elija noticed the new design, and then noticed that the quilt was moving around like there was a pile of worms under it.


 He pealed back the quilt, and sure enough, the bed was covered with frogs. None of them were "ribbet" -ing. He thought of just snatching the clear one, knowing that it was the boy's soul. Then he thought about how the boy would feel the next time he was his human self, missing a soul. Elija knew all to well what being a person without a soul was about. He decided to just wait until the boy turned back into his normal self. Elija didn't expect this to take very long.

 
The Indian knew there was foul play going on, and he wanted to get to the bottom of it. He walked down the stairway that leads to the cargo hold. The source of the strange feeling he had inside seemed to be all around him now. Suddenly, a single frog chirp-chirped. Two long seconds dripped by, and about three more chirped. They were close - he could smell them. He smelled something else, too, but he couldn't place what it reminded him the most of. He found the source: a pile of frogs next to a quilt. A young black boy stood behind the frogs, apparently just watching.


 And waiting. He was losing patience. There was something going through Darrel's mind, and he began turning back into his human self. The Indian simply stood there, watching in amazement. He wanted the quilt, and he would do anything in his power to get it. Never before had the quilt fascinated a person as much and as quickly as it did Many Trees.

 
Elija was there, and when the boy came back to his full human form, Elija grabbed his mouth to prevent him from screaming. The boy was very frightened, his face was pale and his heart was beating fast.

 
"I am Elija," the black boy said, "I am the wise one, and shall tell you all there is to know about the quilt."


 "What is it?" Darrel asked.


 "I will answer your questions later, but for right now, we have to get off of this boat. We have to leave the quilt here. We will have to catch up to it later, but for right now, you will turn into frogs, and I will turn into scorpions. I will have to ride on the back of your frogs. You will take us to the land on the other side of this swamp."


 "But..."


 "No time to ask questions, let's do it before we get too far away from land."


 And so Darrel did what he said, and he followed. The Indian couldn't believe what he just witnessed. Then, he focused on the quilt. There was a scorpion that wandered away from the rest of them. It was now crawling up the quilt. It positioned itself directly on top of the single scorpion diagramed on the blanket. By comparison, the real one was about half the size of the one on the quilt. The Indian watched in awe as the scorpion seemed to just liquefy, it as a liquid soaking into the design that was a scorpion on the blanket.


 He walked over to it as fast as he could, picking the blanket up off of the floor. There was no scorpion to be found, except the image of one, which was as a photograph of a real one. Many Trees spent five more minutes examining the artwork involved, noting it to be the work of sheer genius. In conclusion, he decided that the quilt was the obvious work of evil sorcery.

 
When Darrel and Elija finally made it to land, Elija told him about the curse. He explained the ways in which each individual frog made up a part of his body, and that one of them represented his soul. He let the boy know that he would never die and never grow old. He pointed out the feathery wing sticking out of his head, assuming the boy already noticed it.


 "This is what happens to us. We can lose parts of our bodies, when we lose some of our animals. All of us have a natural enemy. Mine is horses. To distract them, you must concentrate on any one thing. If you are missing body parts, you can only revitalize yourself by killing your such enemies and devouring them in the form of your particular animal. But all of this, you do not need to know, so do not try to remember it all."


 "Why, would I want to forget about it?"


 "Because the rest of the people who are under the spell of the quilt have come together. We are going to break the spell."


 "How do you plan on doing that?"


 "I don't know, and it's not important right now."


 Suddenly, a flock of tropical birds landed in one square foot, stacking themselves on top of each other, forming Pete. He approached the other two. "I have come to take you back to the place where we have united ourselves."


 "Go with him," Elija told the nervous and very puzzled boy, "everything is going to be all right." And so Darrel followed Pete into the wheat field, eventually turning back into frogs. Pete transformed back into birds. Pete's birds carried the frogs off into the blue sky.


 Elija looked over his shoulder as the flock emerged from beyond the Cypress trees. He was grateful that the boy wasn't so fascinated by the spell that he would put up some sort of protest. He kept his pace, walking as quickly as he could, trying not to get exhausted. His soul was, once again, far from being a part of him. He tried to imagine what would happen to him if somehow his soul got snuffed out. Was it even possible? He didn't know the answer. He vowed to learn it before it was too late to take precautions.


 He suspected that there was a chance that someone wouldn't be easy, like the little migrant boy. Because of this, he had developed a plan. He would find the right person, tell them about the spell, and ask them to volunteer themselves to the cause of breaking the spell. It wasn't going to be anything easy, he understood, but it was almost the only way he could be sure that there wouldn't be too much trouble.

Chapter 10


At the same time, Many Trees was securing the quilt to bed down with for the night. It would be almost another month before the quilt would affect him. The dreams began almost immediately. He had dreams about birds, ants, squirrels, frogs, mice, ants, and butterflies. They were all flying around a small perimeter in a beautiful forest. It felt magical for him to be a part of what they were doing. All of them made beautiful sounds, the sounds that the animals made. They also made the voices people made. It sounded like a small crowd of people talking about wonderful things. There was laughter and excitement in the mix. He wanted to, but couldn't get any of their attention. Then, he saw another person. It was an Indian. He somehow knew, but wasn't really told, that the Indian's name was Running Bear. He tried to talk to him, but wasn't acknowledged.


 He sat up some nights, wondering why he wasn't able to become an animal. He wondered how it happened. He knew that you either take the form of whatever animal is the most prevalent in a particular radius from the quilt; or whatever animal you had on your mind, for whatever reason. He told himself that all of the little things that entered his mind about the quilt was really the spirit of the quilt communicating with him. And, if that was the case, it was doing a good job of enticing him to discover it for himself.

 
The dreams continued, night after night. Finally, the time came when Many Trees would finally become a part of the quilt’s spirit. It was many moons after leaving the ship. He was roaming out in a desert to try to get in touch with the spirits. He was a heavier believer in higher powers, fearing the idea that they are controlling him. He accepted the idea that a person was most vulnerable alone and far from any other human being. Out in the open, alone, and free from any other man's schedule. The spirits could have a field day, fouling a person's every intention.

 
The days were long and the nights fast. The days were extremely hot, and the nights were extremely cold. By day, he was tempted to just leave the quilt because of the intenseness of the heat that it absorbed. After the night set in, however, he was very thankful to the higher powers that he was able to hold on to it. He ate grubs and any other thing that he came upon that he knew was okay to eat.

 
His dreams were always the same. He tossed and turned, trying to shake the dreams out of his head. This proved to work long enough for him to get back into another dream. He wanted more and more to be like the animals in his dream. Most of all, he wanted to talk to the other Indian.

 
The night that it happened was particularly cold. He had no way of seeing it because the absence of any view of the moon. There was a Tarantula strolling by him as he slept away under the black sky. The spider sensed the heat that was coming from Many Trees direction. It crawled underneath the quilt and nestled up under a corner of it.

 
Many Trees was awakened by the sound of wolves howling. He could tell right away that the pack of wolves wasn't that far away. They sounded again, this time it was three or four of them. His heart beat rapidly. His hearing was fine-tuning as the next sound off began. This time, it sounded like a dozen or more. He tossed the quilt aside. When he saw what was under the quilt with him, he jumped up off of the ground and brushed his body off. There were thousands of tarantulas under the blanket crawling around furiously.

 
The next sounding of the wolves frightened him into his animal form. He turned into hundreds of iguanas. The wolves sounded closer. He knew they were after him, and that he couldn't hide in his animal form. He started running and didn't stop with his iguanas until he couldn't hear the howling anymore. The quilt, he understood, was no longer needed. The curse was upon him already. It was time to let someone else start off where he was just hours ago.


 He reassembled himself into his human form. He slept on the desert ground, hoping to have the dreams, only this time, be a part of them. He had the dream, and he didn't like it. In it, the other animals tell him their stories, one at a time, until all have told everything. The process took a week. After they were all done, the little black boy who was the scorpions told him something that didn't really sound like a good idea. He said that they are coming to get him, so that they can all be together when the curse is lifted. He didn't want to have any part of lifting the curse. He rather liked the curse because it fit in with his renegade life-style. Because of the curse, he had a purpose. They wanted to break the curse? Why, he wondered, would they even accept the curse if they didn't want it?

 
At the same time, the tarantulas formed into the person that they were. It was a Mexican man named Tueblo. He was unexpectedly hit with the curse the night he passed out at the bar. The bartender and owner drug his unconscious body outside and tossed him off to the side of the main road through town. When he woke up, he was lying next to an Indian in the desert. It was so frightening; he turned into tarantulas instantly upon noticing the situation. Then, he saw the Indian react to seeing the spiders that were him. He watched as the Indian turned into iguanas and run off into the desert night. He couldn't figure anything out. It was something that he viewed as some sort of punishment from the Gods for his severe alcohol problem.


 He stayed tarantulas for most of the time, traveling across the desert in search of any sign of the desert's end. He began having dreams about everyone else who was being done this terrible thing to. There was another one like him: one that was a person during the dreams. They talked to him about how they were going to get together and end the spell. Unlike Many Trees, Pueblo was ready to do just that. Pete was there for him before he ever got out of the desert. When Pete found him, he was in his human form, walking through the hot sands of the desert with no clothes on.


 Pete flew his flock over the man's head. It shaded the son momentarily when the flock of birds passes over him. He turned around to see what it was. The birds defended all around him, collecting into one mass in front of where he stood. Pueblo was afraid of what was going, to happen next. As the man formed, he couldn't believe his eyes. Then, it was done, and Pete was standing before him.

 
Pueblo asked him if he was one of the ones he had dreams about. Pete answered to him. He quickly explained how they were going to get to where the rest of them were waiting. Afterwards, they left, and in a matter of days, Pueblo was with the rest of them. Pete turned back South and left to pick up the last of them. Everyone already knew it was Many Trees from the dreams. Running Bear tried talking him into joining everyone else, but then his image faded and there wasn't any other way they could communicate anything to him. 


 The quilt lie in the desert for months before an eagle decided to pick it up and take it back to its nest where it would be used to keep the rest of the eagle's family warm. It actually flew right over Elija's head as he made his way across the desert in search of Many Trees.


 Many Trees traveled most of the time, always trying to stay one step ahead of the wolves. He knew there was someone else following him, but he couldn't be sure who it was. His dreams were always the same. He was getting to the point of not even wanting to go to bed. As the days melted into weeks, he realized that he had built up a pretty great distance between the wolves and himself. What he didn't know was that he had stepped into a new pack of wolves and their territory. After being awakened by the sound of the howling wolves, he began walking in the opposite direction as them. He was actually walking back the way he came.

 
He rested by an oasis when night came. It was only a short distance away where the eagle family rested under the quilt. There was a Mexican man in Gulag moving across the horizon, still within hearing range from where Many Trees was sleeping. Elija was getting close to the oasis himself, but still too far to see it in the dark night. The moon was in its magical cycle of being completely black. Elija felt that the curse was at its peak, and someone else would soon be affected. He wasn't sure where it was, but he knew that it was just as close as the Indian he was searching for.


 His soul was still a part of the quilt, and it broke out of it at that moment. The scorpion that was Eliaja's soul made its way down from the nest, which was perched halfway up a very tall tree. After escaping the quilt, his soul decided that it would search for the rest of him, and join back with its body once and for all. The reason if wanted to was simple: it knew that Elija, and everyone else effected by the curse, wanted to break the curse.


 The eagles slept, every one of them having dreams. The mother bird woke up before it happened. But it was too late to stop it.

 
The Mexican man lurked through the blackness below the nest. He was strapped onto the back of a mule. The mule was blindfolded in Gulag fusion. He, too, had been blindfolded. He was sleeping, and in his dreams, he was talking to a scorpion. The scorpion was whispering in his ear that he would be put under an evil spell. The scorpion went on to tell him that he will have to find the rest of them in order to break the spell. He woke up, wishing he didn't have a blindfold on so he could see where he was. It didn't really matter, because in the desert, you couldn't see anything but desert all around you. He then noticed a tickling sensation on his nose. He wasn't able to itch at it because his hands were shackled together behind his back. He couldn't do anything about it, so he sneezed. Just above him, the mother eagle was watching. The bird tried to resist, but couldn't repel magic source that pulled through the air at her. It sucked her and the other eagles in, turning them inside out before they clashed into the weave works of the quilt. They were neatly imitated on the quilt, all resting in their nest in a little picture on one square of the creation.

 
The man suddenly sneezed again, turning into twelve large and powerful eagles this time. He immediately turned back into a man, amazed at what had just happened to him. He couldn't move and felt numb because of it. He looked all around him, trying to find some kind of explanation for it. Slowly, the memories of the dreams began coming back to him. He was sure of it now all of it was true. The scorpion told him about this, and now everything he was saying became real. He took the blindfold off of his mule and mounted up, moving so that he could do what needed to be done in order to end the curse.


 Elija was closing in on the oasis. Many Trees was awakened by the sound of Elija's footfalls nearby. He waited until he could see the boy before saying something. He knew what he was going to say, and was waiting to finally be able to tell someone how he felt. "Go away scorpion-boy!" He started.


 "I have come to help you, to save you," Elija replied.


 "I don't want your help! I don't need you to save me! Now just leave me alone," he said, hoping that it would be enough.


 Elija's soul approached the scene. It waited to see what was going to happen next. The Indian wouldn't let himself down from the grip of the curse. Elija couldn't talk the man into it. Elija's soul was nervous about jumping into his body at this particular moment, so it focused its attention on the nearby eagles, hoping it really did have a way of communicating with the Mexican man that was the eagles.


 The sound of howling wolves filled up the dark and empty night skies. "You heard them!" Elija proclaimed, "They are coming for you. They won't ever give up until they have found you and ended the curse for you their way. You would rather wait for them to destroy you? Because that is exactly what will happen if you decide not to go along with me and join the others. We can break the curse ourselves, and live afterwards. We cannot do it without you!"


"Then I'll take my chances with the wolves!" he shouted, and then he turned into iguanas. He covered Elija with iguanas, and began to tear the skin off of his bones. Elija was helpless because he was thinking too hard about what was going on. Knowing how to concentrate to not change into your animal form backfired on him, and now he was unable to transform. His soul stood by, hoping against hope that something would happen. The scorpion that was his soul tried to locate the iguana that was the Indian's soul. He found it quickly, and began stinging it with his serum, hoping to paralyze the iguana. Just as the fight was getting bloody, Elija changed into scorpions. But a lot of them were already dead and dismembered.


 From far up in the night sky, the eagles that were the man who was in Gulag, swooped down and snatched up both Elija and Many Trees souls, one soul per bird. Then, he flew them to where they ran into Pete, who was on his way to go get the next person to get affected by the quilt. He understood that the eagles represented the last square on the quilt being filled. The soul that was Many Trees was thankful that the eagle picked it up. It wasn't sure if it always agreed with the heart of Many Trees when it came to the curse. It knew now that the curse was bad and that it could have only lead to his doom.


 Finally, all of the creatures of the quilt were united under the same sky. It was the middle of the day. None of them were in their human forms, and it was The Great one who spoke to them. They waited to see what His answer was to be for them. 


 "As an exchange of your lives back, I will have to take the souls out of every creature that roams the Earth. From this day until the end of time, no other animal other than mankind will have souls. That way, there will never be a curse like this one to be used by evildoers ever again. I hereby end your curse, and the curse itself." 


 And all of them became the person they each was when the curse first started to effect them. They all made acquaintances with everyone else and got to know whom their friends really were. From that day forward, they all lived together in a village they built themselves. They lived out their lives as the people they each were. They died when it came time for them to die. The curse was forever lifted, and that is why animals do not have souls to this day. 

The End
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