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PART I
The Fool




When the Fool shows up at your door in his traveling clothes, hear him out.

—from the journals of Hannah Mystic











Chapter 1


I was already questioning the life decisions that led me back to my hometown when I looked up to see my eleventh-grade lab partner and nemesis in the doorway of my store. When I moved home to Stanfield, I knew I would run into ghosts of the past—boys I had made out with at bush parties; girls who had sneered at my ripped tights and velvet choker collection; teachers whose classes I had skipped. In each scenario I imagined I would have the upper hand, or at least look like it—perfect winged eyeliner, freshly cut layers falling just right, an immaculate pair of fall boots. I definitely wasn’t googling “cheap ways to get spray paint off glass” in an old gray cardigan that was missing a button and had a constellation of tiny holes near the hem, my hair poorly contained in a sloppy bun.

“Drew Benson. It’s really you.”

The last time I saw Nick Campbell, he was onstage at commencement, practically drowning in black graduation robes, droning on about “our next chapter” as Class of 2004’s valedictorian. In high school, Nick was beloved by teachers and tolerated by his peers—a skinny nerd with a love of Star Wars that had earned him the nickname Obi somewhere along the way. He was forced to be my lab partner by a misguided chemistry teacher who thought his meticulous behavior would rub off on me. “I’m not letting you bring my grade down” is the first thing I remember him saying to me.

Fifteen years later, the Nick smiling at me now was a dead ringer for Clark Kent—he had square-framed glasses and an even squarer jawline, and dark honey-blond hair, deeply parted to one side and sculpted into careful waves. His impossibly crisp white shirt and gray pants looked expensive, like they had been tailored specifically for him.

I managed something resembling a smile, despite my fervent desire to be anywhere else at that moment. “Obi! Are you here to badger me about my chemistry homework?”

Nick grimaced at the nickname, adjusting the strap of an expensive leather bag that could only be described as a satchel. “Haven’t heard that in a while.”

He made his way through the tables of crystals, pendulums, and tarot decks. Nick didn’t look like the sort of person who was in the market for the esoteric goods and tools we had to offer at Good Vibrations. He was too pressed, too corporate, and frankly, too male. Our clientele—what was left of it—consisted of women old enough to remember the New Age movement, the recently heartbroken, and teenage girls who had recently discovered the movie The Craft.

“You look”—Incredible, hot, a whole slew of inappropriate but accurate descriptions flashed through my mind before I landed on “different. Who introduced you to the gym?”

Nick shrugged off the compliment, but I noticed he stood a little taller, obviously proud of his transformation from nerd to sexy nerd. “It’s mostly diet and CrossFit,” he said.

Nothing short of a terminal diagnosis would convince me to participate in the cult that was CrossFit.

“Well, it’s working.”

“You look exactly the same,” Nick said.

I laughed. “God, I hope not.”

In high school, my wardrobe consisted of black jeans that were ripped, skin-tight, or both, skirts as short as the dress code allowed, and the weirdest oversized T-shirts my best friend Gigi and I could find at the thrift store. After Gigi’s INTELLECTUAL INTERCOURSE T-shirt was deemed “too provocative for a school environment,” it became the bar we used for all shirts going forward. Holding a potential T against our bodies, we would ask each other, “It’s cool, but is it too provocative for a school environment?” To complete my teenage Goth look, I colored my light brown hair (and the bathroom sink) with cheap black dye and blackened my nails with Sharpies. Along the way to adulthood, I gave up the miniskirts and swapped torn jeans for untattered dark denim, but I still had a soft spot for thrifted clothing.

“I meant you haven’t aged,” Nick said. As he smiled at me, I was reminded that a really good pair of glasses could frame your eyes in a way that made it hard to look anywhere else. “You’re exactly how I remember.”

“You’re a lot friendlier than I remember,” I quipped. “What are you up to these days?”

“I’m a journalist. At The Star,” he added, with a touch of pride.

Of course Obi would be doing something notable. “Local boy makes good in the big city,” I said, doing my best impression of a TV anchor. “Good for you.”

“And you work here now?” Nick asked.

I detected a slight inflection on the word here—a flavor of disbelief, or possibly derision. I suddenly felt keenly aware of the neon orange 50% Off signs I had slapped up around the store in an effort to move old stock—or any stock at all. Under my skin, I felt invisible hackles stir.

“Actually, I own the store,” I said. “It was my aunt’s but now…” I trailed off, not wanting to explain how I came to be back home, to Stanfield—to the town I swore I’d never return to. Silence bloomed between us.

I knew when I had inherited Good Vibrations and agreed to give it a go that I was defining myself. I wasn’t selling shoes, or insurance, or kitschy whitewashed cottage decor painted with phrases like “dock life.” I was selling magic, or the belief in magic. That came with a lot of scrutiny and presumption. I wondered what Nick thought of me—if selling crystals in Stanfield was exactly where he thought his wayward chemistry partner would end up.

“I heard about Hannah’s death,” Nick said. “I’m so sorry for your loss.”

I felt a little pinch in my heart at the sound of her name in someone else’s voice. I wondered how long that would happen, or if it was a permanent response, like developing age spots or laugh lines. It had been five months since my Aunt Hannah died of breast cancer. She waited until the last minute before she let anyone, including family, know about her diagnosis, which was maddeningly just like her—putting everyone’s needs before her own.

Hannah’s sudden death had left me winded. Although we had been close when I was young, we had fallen out of touch, seeing each other once a year at holidays, exchanging emails now and then. I was surprised when she left everything to me. Working in the store and living in her apartment above it, which I had also inherited, I was surrounded by reminders of Hannah. But it wasn’t very often someone said her name.

“Thank you,” I said, with some difficulty.

“It looks like you had a little trouble recently.” Nick tilted his head toward the window, where the words “Justice for Ginny” had been spray-painted in angry red letters sometime last night.

I shrugged. “Probably just kids with nothing better to do. You remember what that feels like.” I had never vandalized a window, but my best friend Gigi and I had had our fair share of adventures in Misdemeanorland as teenagers. Stanfield was pretty, but an incredibly dull place to live when you weren’t old enough to drive or legally drink. Although it was hard to imagine Nick (past or present) breaking any sort of rule. “Or maybe you don’t.”

“That’s why I’m here, actually,” Nick said.

I felt a familiar sensation in my stomach, like a penny dropping into a well—my intuition telling me to pay attention.

“Are you doing a story on aspiring graffiti artists?” I joked, hoping that was all that had brought him to the store.

“The twentieth anniversary of her disappearance will be in June, and I’d love to have new evidence or maybe even crack the case by then,” he said. “Which is why I was hoping to talk to you about Hannah’s involvement.”






Chapter 2


Nick’s words turned my blood cold. It felt like the temperature in the room had just dropped.

“Involvement?” I repeated, daring him to say more.

Nick looked horrified. “In the investigation,” he clarified. “That came out wrong. I don’t for a second think she had anything to do with Ginny’s actual disappearance.”

The disappearance of seventeen-year-old Ginny Evans had everything that sensationalist news shows like Dateline or Unsolved Mysteries flocked to in the nineties. Podcasters still debated it today: small town with a nonexistent crime rate, pretty blond girl, suspicious ex-boyfriend, no body. The Evanses appeared on Unsolved Mysteries a year after their daughter’s disappearance in a last-ditch effort to keep her case in the spotlight. The local paper, The Stanfield Record—or The Broken Record, as it was affectionately known in some circles—covered the episode almost as breathlessly as the case itself (“Locals Cast in Unsolved Mystery Episode!” “Principal Refuses to Allow TV Crews on School Property!” “Casting of Ginny Evans Leaves Friends and Family Cold!”). I had been in middle school when Ginny disappeared, and in many ways my life could be divided into “before Ginny” and “after Ginny.” A lot of people in town probably said the same.

“Did you know Ginny?” I asked.

Nick shook his head. “Not personally, but it feels like I did.”

I knew what he meant. Ginny’s disappearance had been a defining moment in my life for many reasons. I was thirteen when Ginny went missing. I hadn’t known her, but in a town of six thousand people everyone is only two degrees of separation from everyone else. Ginny was a prolific babysitter, and the kids in my class traded tearful anecdotes—how she added a squirt of chocolate sauce to milk at dinner and knew how to make perfectly square box knots. We were obsessed. It was all we talked about, huddled around our sandwiches at lunchtime or whispered in the dark at sleepovers.

At seventeen, Ginny didn’t seem that much older than us. She had walked the halls of the same middle school, ridden her bike down the same quiet streets, stared up at the same detailed seascape painted on the ceiling of the dentist’s office while having her teeth cleaned. It was easy to imagine her life because it was exactly like ours—up until the point she went missing. If Ginny could go missing, so could we.

But what made her disappearance so personal to me had nothing to do with Ginny and everything to do with Hannah.

Nick continued. “I was hoping to take a look at Hannah’s journals for my piece.” He paused, watching me closely as if I was a test tube to which he had added a volatile ingredient. “Do you have access to them?”

A flare of protective indignation blazed through my veins. “Why do you need access to my aunt’s journals? How do you even know about them, anyway?”

“I’ve been watching old episodes of It Happened to Me, for background purposes,” Nick admitted. “She talked a lot about her process and how she kept detailed journals about her predictions.”

Much of what people knew, or thought they knew, about Hannah came from that kitschy survival show, featuring segments about people who had survived wild scenarios like tornadoes, hostage situations, cults, and occasionally, supernatural incidents. Hannah was the show’s resident psychic from 1992 until 1995, but what really made my aunt famous was her involvement in Ginny’s case. Some people couldn’t hear the name Ginny Evans without thinking about Hannah Mystic, the TV psychic who led the police down the wrong path (unconfirmed) and may or may not have been sleeping with one of the investigators (confirmed). Her reputation never quite recovered, though it turns out people didn’t mind buying crystals or getting readings from a disgraced, mildly famous psychic. She managed to keep the store going right up until her death. Whether I would be able to do the same remained to be seen.

“Shouldn’t you be focusing on actual suspects?” I said.

“I’m looking into the case as a whole—what happened, what went wrong, any leads that might have been overlooked.”

If I had hackles, they would be standing at attention. “Because of my aunt, you mean.”

“I’m not saying your aunt was to blame. There must have been a reason the police believed in Hannah’s so-called visions enough that they took direction from her in the first place.”

“So-called?” I repeated.

Nick gave me a look that I recognized from our lab partner days, when I wondered aloud how much difference it would make if we had one instead of the recommended three secondary sources in our report.

“As a journalist, I deal in facts. Predictions or visions are hard to confirm.”

“Why bother with visions at all if they’re hard to confirm?” I busied myself by checking the running to-do list I kept beside the till. At the bottom was a special order, “1x mani kit, luck/abundance.” I grabbed one of the iridescent drawstring bags we used for the mini manifestation kits and went to gather the elements.

I brushed past Nick and walked over to an old hutch we used as a display case. The top drawers were open and displayed a rainbow of taper candles, each color representing a different goal. I selected a green one, for luck, then moved on to the table of rocks and crystals that ran down the center of the store.

Nick followed me at a careful distance, watching with interest. “It’s impossible to write about the case without writing about Hannah. Not including her visions and how they impacted the case would be shoddy reporting.”

Hannah’s vision had been boiled down to three words, burned into the collective consciousness of the town: lake, saint, gardenia. The three words had been spoken over and over again, until they became mythic and nonsensical, like an incantation, or a curse.

“We don’t know how Hannah got to those three clues,” Nick continued. “The journals could put the visions in a larger context. Maybe there was a part that she left out because she thought it was irrelevant. Maybe there’s something else in there that points to other leads.”

“And you expect me to hand over my aunt’s private belongings, just like that?” I said, holding up a tumbled green aventurine (strength, confidence, courage).

Nick took a step back, as if I had summoned Hannah’s ghost with the crystal. His wariness was satisfying.

“Maybe you could take a look,” he said, “and let me know if you find anything. It’s not my intention to demonize Hannah. If she was alive, I would have sought her out directly. Now, the journals are the only thing left.”

I flinched at the brutal truth in his words. “You might want to work on that bedside manner, or whatever the reporter’s equivalent is.”

Nick had the decency to look ashamed. “Sorry. I know this is hard. But it could be good for both of you,” he said.

I dropped the aventurine in the bag and stared at him, daring him to convince me. “How so?”

Nick made a show of looking around. “I take it business hasn’t been great. Maybe there’s still some animosity toward Hannah and people are taking it out on the store.” He let his gaze rest on the vandalized window.

Although Good Vibrations was not everyone’s jam, the people who had a problem with us generally chose to share their opinions behind closed doors with other like-minded people or in the letters to the editor section of The (Broken) Record, not spray-painted across our window. This was a new development. If journalists like Nick and podcasters started to snoop around, exploiting the twentieth anniversary for their own gain, it was possible the acts of hostility would increase.

“Maybe,” Nick said, “a new perspective on Hannah’s vision could clear up any misconceptions around her involvement. Garner some good publicity.”

I pushed past him and made my way back to the checkout counter. “Or bad publicity.” As much as I needed customers, I felt sick at the thought of true crime tourists poking around Hannah’s beloved store, taking selfies and buying pendants as souvenirs. I reached under the desk for the box of three-by-four-inch ritual cards and flipped through them until I found one for luck—something I could do with a little more of. “This family has had enough publicity, thanks.”

Nick held up his hands, palms forward. “It’s a big ask, I get that. Here’s my card. Call or text anytime.”

Nick left a crisp business card on the counter between us. I noticed the letterhead of the country’s largest newspaper, and it stirred up all my teenage resentment and authority issues. Who did he think he was? Some benevolent hero who had salvaged my chemistry grade and was now going to swoop in and clear up the shambles of my family’s reputation?

“Don’t hold your breath,” I said, sliding the ritual card into the bag and pulling the drawstring tight.

Nick smiled, undeterred. “All I ask is that you think about it,” he said.

I gritted my teeth and silently willed him to leave, but he proceeded to wander through the store, feigning interest in various merchandise. Occasionally people came into the store for the express purpose of making fun of our offerings, flipping through the books and whispering spells at each other through giggles or chasing each other around with pewter crosses or evil eye pendants. It came with the territory. But it was extra-grating when that person had insisted on double-checking your calculations before handing in joint assignments.

“Are people still into Ouija boards?” he asked, picking up a box and giving it a shake. Inside, the planchette rattled.

“Yes,” I said. “But the spirits hate it when you shake the box.”

Nick put it down quickly. He looked expectantly at me, waiting for me to say that I was kidding, but I left him to wonder and went back to my search for affordable paint-removal solutions. I watched as he stopped in front of a display of tea from a local company called Homebrew, a mother-daughter duo who also had a side business in clearing spaces of bad energy. Hannah swore their tea leaves gave her the clearest readings. Also, it was delicious.

“Is this regular tea or…?”

“It depends. If you drink a cup of the lavender mint tea an hour before bed your ancestors will visit your dreams. And the raspberry zinger is known to stimulate the third eye.”

“I can’t tell if you’re joking,” Nick said. He picked up a tin and read the description over the top of his glasses, like an old man. A very handsome old man. “What does the ginger-lemon do?”

“Nothing. Unless you’re a werewolf. I really wouldn’t recommend it for werewolves.”

Nick smiled and pointed a knowing finger in my direction. “You are joking.” He picked out three tins of the ginger-lemon and brought them to the counter, looking incredibly pleased with himself. “In that case, I’ll take these. Do you gift-wrap? My mother’s birthday is coming up.”

“Is she a Libra or Scorpio?” I asked, reaching for the organic brown tissue paper printed with moons and stars that we kept in sheets under the countertop for the very few requests we had for gift wrap. Shopping for esoteric tools was very personal—people rarely bought decks or crystals for others.

Nick’s nose wrinkled. “I don’t know. I don’t believe in horoscopes.”

“Astrology. You don’t believe in astrology.” I took pleasure in correcting Mr. Top of the Class. “Horoscopes are predictions based on astrology. I bet you twenty bucks you’re a Virgo Sun. Or a Capricorn. Definitely an earth sign.”

“I’m not a betting man either.”

“When’s your birthday?”

Nick hesitated.

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to use it to steal your identity.”

Begrudgingly, he said, “September third.”

I grinned. “I knew it. Virgo.”

“What are you?” he asked.

“I thought you didn’t believe in astrology.”

“Did Hannah believe in astrology?” Nick asked. “Did she use it in her predictions?”

I slipped his purchase into a black paper bag with Good Vibrations stamped in gold letters and slid it across the counter toward him, noting we had less than a dozen bags left. I’d have to stop offering bags or downgrade to plain old brown bags until I could afford more of the custom ones.

“I know what you’re doing,” I said. “You’re not as smooth as you think you are. For the record, I’m not about to sell my aunt’s secrets for fifty dollars’ worth of tea.”

“Maybe I just like to support local businesses,” Nick said. He gave a tight smile, as if he had won something.

He paused at the door, taking in the graffiti. “‘Justice for Ginny’ could also mean justice for Hannah. Think about it.”

I tried to channel my irritation into a single biting comeback, but the words were blocked by the lump in my throat and he was gone before I could reply.






Chapter 3


I was still smarting at the audacity of Nick’s words when Beverly Leach, prodigious local gossip and proprietor of Hot Bevvies, the café next door, breezed into the store. “Was that Nicholas Campbell I saw leaving?” she asked, cheeks pink and eyes sparkling at the prospect of gossip.

“I can confirm that was indeed Nick Campbell,” I said, bracing myself for the inevitable follow-up questions.

“I thought so. Looks like the city is treating him very nicely.”

Bev wiggled her eyebrows at me and laughed, though no joke had been made. She had major Nine of Cups energy—smug, self-satisfied, and given to indulgence, fitting for a woman who made her living out of enriched white flour, sugar, and lard. I guessed that she was somewhere north of fifty, but I had no idea how far north. Since returning to Stanfield, I noticed that fifty in the city looked very different from fifty in Stanfield. Here, women succumbed much earlier to elasticized waistbands and the retiree’s frosted, no-nonsense bob. Bev was a prime example of this phenomenon: a full-length dusty rose Hot Bevvies apron wrapped around a tan slacks-and-sweater-set combination. Ropes of chunky wooden beads were nestled in her ample cleavage, a memento from one of her many mission trips, no doubt.

“His mother Joan and I used to be part of the same birding group before she had knee surgery and left. Too much walking, I suppose. He has a job at a big paper now. His parents must be very proud.”

Bev sniffed and looked around pointedly, and I understood this to imply that a child’s only purpose was to make their parents proud, something I was no doubt failing at. My father was about to retire after decades working as a successful lawyer, and—if her bus station ads were to be believed—my mother was the county’s number one real estate agent. I doubted “local proprietor of spiritual goods” was what they had hoped for their only daughter. Sometimes I wondered what they said when people asked them what their daughter did for a living.

“What did Nicholas Campbell want?” Bev asked.

“Just catching up. We’re old friends,” I lied.

Bev’s eyes dilated at the possibility of new gossip. “Is that so?”

“Bev, is there something I can help you with?”

“No, dear.” She made a show of looking over her bifocals at the graffiti on the window. “I was just coming over to see how you were getting on in here when I saw him leave and thought, now that looks like Nicholas Campbell. I saw your window and was so worried,” she said, clutching her beads for emphasis.

In addition to owning Hot Bevvies, Bev was active in the community—a volunteer at her church, a member of the community theater, on the board of the harvest festival—anything that allowed her to insert herself in other people’s business under the guise of helping one’s neighbor. Theatrics came naturally to her. Subtlety did not. Bev and Hannah had maintained a film of civility over the years, but there was no love lost between them. Hannah firmly believed that at least one of the many letters to the editor printed in The (Broken) Record from “A concerned citizen” were written by Bev or one of her many minions. These letters opined about the dangers of a business “such as Good Vibrations” grooming children into satanism. Bev was constantly telling her customers about “strange noises” and “suspicious music” coming from Good Vibrations, doling out suggestive gossip along with people’s change. Just last month, after we put up a poster advertising an introduction to astrology class, someone wrote in to the paper about “dangerous splinter religions taking root in our community.” I told Gigi, “It’s like she thinks we’re hosting orgies.”

“Maybe she’s upset you didn’t invite her,” Gigi said.

Where Beverly Leach was concerned, it was always best to downplay a situation. “Probably just bored kids,” I said, repeating the excuse I had given to Nick.

Bev frowned. “I bet it has to do with the anniversary of Ginny’s disappearance. I know it’s still months away, but if my true crime podcasts have taught me anything, it’s that people get stirred up thinking about big anniversaries. Twenty years, can you believe it? I remember it like it was yesterday. I had just opened the café. We didn’t have chai or half the things on the menu back then. I’d never even heard of almond milk!” She rested a hand across her chest, eyes glistening. “Her poor mother.” But before she could launch into a monologue about how Ginny’s disappearance had affected her personally, she straightened. “Is that why Nicholas Campbell was here? What fortuitous timing! I’m on the memorial committee. He should write a story about it—the publicity would help garner donations.”

“Which committee is this?” I asked. Bev was part of so many it was hard to keep track.

“The Ginny Evans Memorial Committee. We want to have a monument dedicated to her in the new waterfront park. There’ll be gardens, benches, a playground—all state of the art. We thought it would be a fitting tribute, given how much she loved children. We haven’t decided if it will be a plaque or a bench, or maybe a fountain. I suppose that’s up to the town council.” Beverly frowned, perhaps irritated that the council should have a say in her plans. “Maybe you could mention it to Nicholas? We meet Wednesdays at Stanfield High.”

“I don’t think he’s planning on staying long,” I said, hoping to kill the conversation. I didn’t know what sort of background Nick would be gathering on the case, but I didn’t love the idea of him getting an earful from Bev about Hannah.

“Pity.” Bev ran her finger along the bookshelf and then inspected it, as if looking for dust. Then, in a voice as syrupy as her Pebble Lake Latte (featuring two shots of vanilla and cinnamon-dusted marshmallow fluff instead of whipped cream), she asked, “Have you given any more thought to my offer?”

I swallowed my rage and busied myself with rearranging the mini altar we’d set up on the shelf behind the cash under a black-and-white portrait of Pamela Colman Smith. Pixie, as she was often called, was the artist of the Smith-Rider-Waite tarot deck, arguably the most famous tarot deck. Her images were the ones most likely to pop into people’s minds when they thought of tarot. Despite this, very little was known about her life. It was only recently that people had started using her name when referring to the deck she had made famous. Wreathed in taffeta, strands of beads looped around her neck and a turban over her dark hair, she was extra in the best possible way—just like Hannah had been. I liked how she presided over the store, like the patron saint of tarot.

Each day, I pulled a tarot card and built an altar with crystals, plants, colored candles, and other objects that supported the theme of that card, carefully arranged under Pixie’s watchful eye. It was a nice way to set an intention or vibe for the day, but also to demonstrate to customers how to make their own home altars. Today’s card was The Moon, which featured a yellow dog and a ragged wolf on opposite sides of a river, howling under a ripe full moon. It was a card that suggested duality, murkiness, and hidden things coming to the surface—or in the case of the store, spray-painted in red across the window for all to see. It was a reminder that even that tamest dog had a wolf inside them. The key was to know when to let it out.

Today was not a day for my inner wolf to make itself known.

“I’m very aware of your offer,” I said.

Bev had been attempting to buy the duplex from Hannah for years. The buildings in downtown Stanfield had a lot of charm and character and looked great on postcards—all that red brick and curling gingerbread trim—but inside they were narrow and did not allow for a lot of seating. Bev had big dreams of expanding her café into Hannah’s space and turning the side lot—a ragged triangle of patchy herbs and weeds that I had neglected to care for—into a patio. That way, even more people could enjoy her white bread sandwiches and four-thousand-calorie specialty coffees, something she had made known to me shortly after Hannah died. Again, subtlety was not her strong suit.

“You and I both know that Stanfield isn’t the sort of town that can support the kind of”—Bev paused, searching for a word: blasphemous? satanic? alternative?—“niche offerings you provide. This is a good Christian community. If you can forgive my indelicacy, it was Hannah people came to see, not her shop. She had a sort of”—If this is how she delivered lines onstage, the performances must be excruciating—“notoriety. People found her—”

I cut Bev off before she could take another dramatic pause. “Bewitching?”

Bev’s eyes narrowed, but she drew herself upright, eyes glistening, as if auditioning for the role of Wise Mentor. “I was going to say intriguing. As I told your mother, I’m willing to make a generous offer.”

Between gritted teeth, I reminded her, “It’s not my mother’s decision.”

“You could use the money to start fresh, follow your own path.”

As irritated as I was at the woman’s gall, Bev had a point. It’s not like I hadn’t thought about it. Selling the building would be the smart thing to do. It was never my intention to move home to Stanfield. I kept a running list in my head of the pros and cons of staying. The business was on shaky ground, but the building was worth something. I could make a bundle off the sale and hightail it back to civilization and start over, this time with a nest egg. There would be enough money to pay off the remainder of my student loan, maybe even buy a condo someplace with a transit system, restaurants that were open on Sundays, and at least one decent music venue. There were overdue invoices on my table, a leaky faucet in the bathroom, and a serious lack of customers. And yet for some reason I couldn’t bring myself to pack up Hannah’s dream and hand it over. Or not yet.

“I am making my own path,” I said, but without much conviction.

“To each their own,” Bev said primly. At the door, she paused, looking meaningfully at “Justice for Ginny” drip-drying in the struggling October sunshine. “Be careful, dear.”






Chapter 4


Gigi had a rare night off from the bar and I persuaded her to spend it at my place, where the drinks were on me for once.

Gigi held her glass—one of those plastic stemless wineglasses intended for sloppy outdoor summer use—for me to clink. “What are we drinking to?”

“Another day done?”

“Not good enough. Try again.”

“I had a bad day and I wanted to see you?”

Gigi shook her head, the pieces of her black shaggy bob with its one-inch kelly green tips falling perfectly back in place. She had dyed it for a St. Patrick’s Day stunt and fallen in love with it. It suited her hot, grumpy Asian-witch vibe.

“You’re a terrible toastmaster. To gin!”

“To gin,” I agreed.

Gigi angled her glass forward to touch mine. Unfortunately, plastic on plastic makes a less-than-satisfying sound. Gigi scowled. “What are these shit glasses?”

“Hannah didn’t have wineglasses and I found these in a discount bin, six for ten bucks. I didn’t realize they were plastic until I opened them.”

Gigi was incredulous. “The price didn’t clue you in?”

“Everything’s cheaper at Dollarama.”

“You were looking for wineglasses at Dollarama?”

“Hey! Your bar serves Caesars out of mason jars,” I pointed out.

“Mason jars made of glass.”

Drinking with Gigi responsibly, in an apartment, still felt like a novelty. We began our drinking lives as teenagers at bush parties and in parks late at night, swigging warm mouthfuls of whatever we could find and pretending to like it. Here, in Hannah’s—now my—cozy apartment, surrounded by soy candles and furniture that had not come from the side of the road, drinking mid-range gin with actual lime slices, felt like the height of luxury. Look how far we’d come.

“So, what kind of bad day are we talking?”

I blew all the air out of my lungs between my lips, world-weary at thirty-three. “Like ‘sell the building, pack it all in, and try again somewhere else’ bad.”

Gigi looked unmoved. “You haven’t even been back for a year yet,” she said. “Anything worth trying takes a year.”

I pouted. “Says who?”

“Actually, I think it might be five years. It takes something like five years for a business to turn a profit.”

“That’s even worse!” I groaned and flopped back into the welcoming embrace of the overstuffed couch. It smelled faintly of caramelized sugar and patchouli, scents I associated with Hannah. It made me feel homesick for her. “I can’t do five years of this.”

“Have you asked the cards?”

Gigi was one of very few people who knew that I read tarot. After watching the world tear Hannah apart for her visions, I kept all of my witchy or psychic-adjacent activities to myself. But Gigi I trusted. Gigi was into it. As a teenager, she was the first person I did a reading for and was endlessly patient as I paused to look up meanings in a guidebook or stumbled through possible correlations.

“No, not yet,” I admitted.

She slugged me—gently, sloppily—on the arm. “What are you waiting for? Get your deck!”

I went to retrieve my tarot deck from the personal altar I had set up on my bedroom windowsill, where it could be cleansed under the moon. It was my first and only tarot deck, gifted to me by Hannah on my thirteenth birthday. When I left town for college, as far west as I could get, in search of the ocean and a fresh start, my deck was one of the few things I brought with me. I kept it hidden in my underwear drawer, consulting it in private whenever the world got murky. Sometimes I pulled it out at parties, to shake things up, but not frequently enough to make a name for myself. Nobody said, “Oh, there’s Drew Benson, the tarot reader.”

Hannah’s philosophy was that everybody had intuitive abilities and the key to unlocking them was discovering the right tool. Good Vibrations was full of these tools: crystals, tarot and oracle decks, runes, pendulums, not to mention books on astrology, meditation, spellwork, Reiki, palmistry, iridology, and Akashic records. As a kid, I thought the crystals were pretty and casually checked my horoscopes—sun and rising, as instructed by Hannah—but the tarot cards were the most appealing to me. I loved the detailed illustrations, full of symbols that hinted at Egyptian and Judeo-Christian mythology, inscrutable figures, hidden animals, and nature imagery. Each card contained a whole world of stories. Lay two cards side by side and the story shifted. Add in a question or conflict and the story became even clearer.

Holding them now, their smooth weight and edges soft with use, was grounding.

“Okay, here goes.”

I knelt before Hannah’s scarred coffee table and started to shuffle the deck, eyes closed, focusing on the rhythm of the cards and the muffled swish, swish they made as they moved through my hands, a sound as familiar and comforting to me as my own heartbeat. On the couch, Gigi had gone silent. I waited for all the noise in my head, all the questions, anxieties, and irritations, to clear. When I felt calm, I opened my eyes and set the cards face down on the table.

I asked my first question aloud. “What does the store offer me?”

The Fool. The first card of the Major Arcana, the part of the tarot that deals with bigger themes, transitional periods, or forces beyond our control. On the card, a young person stands on the precipice of a cliff, head back, the sun shining behind him, all his belongings in a bag slung over his shoulder.

“He looks like he’s about to walk off a cliff,” Gigi observed.

“That’s kind of the point. The Fool is at the beginning of a new journey. It’s a sign to take a risk, start something new.”

“You just said the store was a risk,” she pointed out. “And it’s definitely something new.”

“That’s a very biased reading of the card,” I said, but she wasn’t wrong.

“Next question!” Gigi said.

Taking my cue from the Fool, I asked, “What will help me in this new journey?”

I turned over the next card to reveal the Two of Cups. Two figures, eyes locked, chalice-like cups raised in a toast. Hermes’s staff, a symbol of healing, bloomed between them. I explained it to Gigi. “Two of Cups suggests a new partnership, relationship, or an agreement between individuals with a shared goal.”

“Maybe you need a new business partner,” Gigi mused. “Or it could be a sign that a rich man is about to walk into your life.”

“That would make things a lot easier,” I quipped. Nick popped into my head, but I told myself not to go there. He and his journalistic ambitions were more likely to cause problems than solve them. “Okay, next question. What is hindering me in this new journey?”

Eight of Swords—a lone woman, bound and blindfolded, standing in a circle of swords against a dreary gray sky.

Gigi’s enthusiasm wilted at the barren imagery of the card. “That’s pretty bleak.”

“Yes, but if you look closely, the bindings aren’t wrapped very tightly, and her feet are free. There’s nothing preventing her from walking away.”

Gigi lifted her glass. “What I hear you saying is basically this chick is her own worst enemy and needs to get out of her head.” She downed the last of her gin in a demonstrative slurp. “Sounds a bit on the nose.”

I rolled my eyes. “Moving on. What challenges will I face on this journey?”

Gigi gasped as I turned over the Devil, one of the more intense cards of the deck, featuring two chained naked figures below a menacing winged creature with a pointy beard and curling horns.

“I feel like I should make the sign of the cross or something,” Gigi said.

“It doesn’t literally mean a visit from Satan. When it shows up in a reading, it indicates that we may have a difficult choice to make. Something will force us to face our demons or bad habits.” I wasn’t sure I was ready to face down demons—mine or anyone else’s.

“This is all very woo-woo,” Gigi said. “Should you stay in town, yes or no?”

I shook my head. “Yes-or-no questions have no place in a tarot reading. But I take your point. We need something more actionable.” I thought for a moment, then asked, “What action do I need to take to be successful on this journey?”

Three of Pentacles—a monk, an architect, and a stonemason, discussing plans below a peaked window with the ornate stonework of a cathedral.

“What are those three dudes doing?” Gigi asked.

I explained how the Three of Pentacles was a card of planning, building, and teamwork.

“That sounds like this one,” Gigi said, tapping the Two of Cups.

“They are similar,” I agreed, “but the Two of Cups is about a partnership of equals, of being more spiritually or emotionally aligned. The Three of Pentacles is more about collaboration, bringing in experts, like contractors or consultants.”

“So maybe you need to hire someone really cool.”

“Maybe.” I thought of George, my sole part-time employee, and knew I didn’t have the heart to fire them. Nor could I afford to hire anyone else. “Okay. Next. What will be the deciding factor in my success?”

The Nine of Pentacles. Hannah called this card one of the three Ladies of Abundance. Along with the Empress and the Queen of Pentacles, the Ladies of Abundance represented achievement, celebration, even indulgence. Dressed in luxurious robes, hand resting gently on one of nine ripe coins growing on a vine, the Nine of Pentacles is the picture of contentment. She has put the time and effort in and is about to enjoy a hard-earned harvest—maybe throw a party and feed her friends and neighbors.

“She looks cool,” Gigi said.

“Yeah, she is. But I don’t know what to make of her appearance here.” Despite the golden, verdant, fecund energy of the card, I was disturbed by its appearance in the spread. By all measures, I was as far from a Lady of Abundance as one could get.

Gigi did not have the same reservations. “I’m no tarot reader, but from where I’m sitting, this is all pointing to stay here.”

“Let me pull one more card,” I said. “Lastly, what do I stand to gain by staying?”

The final card was the Queen of Wands.

Gigi cheered. “Now that is a rad card! Look at that throne! And is she using a sunflower as a wand?”

Dressed in flowing golden robes, sunflower in one hand, a sprouting wand in the other, the Queen of Wands was charm incarnate, radiating confidence and warm, generative energy. It was a card I always associated with Hannah.

“Does this mean if you stay you’ll graduate to a full-fledged witch with a black cat and everything?”

“It does suggest fulfillment, mastery, and growth,” I admitted.

“So it’s confirmed,” Gigi said, eyes gleaming. “You’ll stay and be Stanfield’s next mystic.”

“It means I’ll stay for now,” I relented.






Chapter 5


Gigi found a DVD collection of Charmed on Hannah’s bookshelf and insisted we watch it, peppering me with questions about how realistic I thought the magic was (not at all) and whose wardrobe I would steal from (Prue’s, obviously). We were deep in the fourth season—and third round of drinks—when my phone pinged.


Unknown: Hi Drew, this is Nick Campbell. My mom and I are really enjoying that ginger- lemon tea! How’s the journal search going?




Me: how did you get my number?




Unknown: I’m an investigative journalist [image: A simple line icon of a smiling face with closed, happy eyes, a slight upward curve for a mouth, and eyebrow arches.]



Gigi paused the show. “Who’s texting you at this hour?” she asked.

“Do you remember Nick Campbell?” I asked.

Gigi sucked the gin from the rind of her lime. “Obi? The last time I saw him he was trying to bore us all to death with his valedictorian speech.”

“He came into the store today.”

“Really? His interest in Good Vibrations makes him ten percent more interesting to me.”

“He wasn’t there as a customer. He’s a reporter now, working on a story about the Ginny Evans case. He asked to see Hannah’s journals.”

Gigi gagged on the lime and spit it back into her cup. “This is why I don’t keep journals, so no one can read them after I’m dead.”

“I’m not going to hand them over to him, but it doesn’t hurt if I take a look, right?”

“Aren’t you worried it’ll upset Hannah?” she asked.

“Gigi, I know you’ve had three gin and tonics, but I have to remind you … Hannah died.”

“Fuck you. I mean upset her spirit.” Gigi gestured to the heavens with her drinking hand, sloshing gin over the side of her shitty drinking glass. “Do you know what a hungry ghost is?”

“Sounds vaguely familiar.” I mopped up the spill with the sleeve of my cardigan.

“It’s a Chinese thing. My mother used to scare the shit out of Peter and me when we were little, saying if we forgot our ancestors, they would turn into hungry ghosts and return to haunt the shit out of us. We put out food for them during the festival every year.” Gigi paused to top up her glass with more gin. “I still do.”

“So a hungry ghost is the spirit of a forgotten person?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yeah. Or the spirit of someone who died in an awful, violent way.” She popped another slice of lime into her drink.

I wondered exactly what we were talking about, and if it had to do with her late husband, Jamie, who dropped dead from an undiagnosed heart condition two years ago. He was only thirty-five, two years older than we were now. They had been a few months away from opening Arbuckle’s, their bar. Growing up amid all the chaos that comes with a family-owned restaurant—Stanfield’s much beloved Chinese restaurant the Golden Dragon—Gigi used to swear up and down that she had no interest in the restaurant industry. But then, at university, she was swept off her feet by the cute bartender at the hole in the wall she and her post–riot grrrl band the Poor Clares played at once a month. Turns out the bartender had a business degree and a dream of opening his own bar. They started dating and eventually he followed Gigi home and promised her a bar with a stage that she could get up and perform on any night she wanted. But Jamie didn’t live long enough to see his dream realized, and Gigi had yet to step foot on the stage he built for her.

I had never been in love with someone the way Gigi had loved Jamie Arbuckle. When he died, the shock and gross unfairness of it all knocked the wit and snark right out of her, turning her into a pale, mute version of the girl I had loved and been trying to impress since we first met in middle school. I wasn’t afraid of ghosts, but I was afraid of how grief turned people into ghostly versions of themselves. Slowly, Gigi’s sense of humor started to return, and she opened Arbuckle’s on her own, although she had yet to pick up a guitar or book a single band in the space. Jamie’s heart attack, the kind that inexplicably took young athletes and healthy bar owners before their time, and the hole it left in Gigi’s life was not something we talked about, even as close as we are, and even in an inebriated state.

“I asked her about him, you know,” she admitted.

“Who?”

“Hannah. After Jamie died, I made an appointment.” Gigi stared at the ice cubes in her cup. “I thought she could, I don’t know, talk to him.”

I hadn’t known. When Jamie died, I was working as an assistant on one of those C-list reality shows that had contestants dashing across the country, a new city every three days. I had begged my boss for time off and maxed out one of my credit cards to make it home for the funeral, but hadn’t been able to stay for more than a few days. It was one of my many regrets, that I couldn’t have been there for my oldest friend.

“What happened?” I asked.

“Nothing. I couldn’t get the words out. I started blubbering like an idiot. She let me cry, made me some fucking tea. Told me some bullshit about my aura, and how it proved how loved I had been.” Gigi wiped sudden tears away with the back of her hand, like a little kid. “Honestly, she would have made a rad therapist.”

A lump the size of the mangled cocktail lime on the cutting board in front of us was forming in my throat. I ached for Gigi, suddenly alone in the world; I ached for her strong, funny husband, taken way too soon; and I ached for Hannah and all the kindness and empathy that she showed others that had been lost in slut-shaming and the sensationalism of the Ginny Evans case. I heard Nick’s words, about how I could help set the record straight, clear Hannah’s name once and for all.

I swallowed, feeling the sadness burn all the way down to my stomach. “You know Hannah saved my life once,” I said.

Gigi knocked the rest of her drink back in one go. “The bees, right?”

I nodded. “The bees.”






Chapter 6


The story was legendary in my family. As a kid, I asked to hear it over and over—“Tell me about the time I almost died.”

“You were five years old,” my father starts.

“You could never sit still,” my mother adds.

We were in the side lot beside Hannah’s building, a triangular bit of land that she transformed from a hardscrabble, dusty lot to a verdant oasis. There were vegetable boxes that produced tomato plants sagging with fruit and cucumbers as long as her forearm and pots of all sizes with densely planted herbs and flowers. She loved to spend hours weeding, harvesting, just being in the presence of her garden, but even more than that, she delighted in having people over for dinner around an old picnic table she had rescued from the side of the road and painted the bright yellow of a school bus. On Halloween night, it was the site of her annual Witches’ New Year party, when friends and customers could celebrate the thinning of the veil between worlds and bring a photo and a small token of a dead relative and set up their own altar as a memorial. Thinking about how it used to be made my stomach hurt. If I stayed, I would do better by Hannah, and her garden, which I had let fall into wild, tangled disarray since her death.

Back in those days before Ginny’s disappearance upset an already fragile balance, we had family dinners every Sunday. Afterward, our weekly meals dwindled to once a month, then occasional, then rare occurrences. My mother insisted on hosting, but sometimes she let Hannah do the honors. Even though my mother’s meals were more elaborate, I much preferred dinner at Hannah’s. She made big pots of pasta or hearty stews, simple meals served with huge loaves of bread and olive oil for dipping. We ate outside and she let me pick a vintage tablecloth from the collection she kept in a basket in her closet. While the adults talked, I would look for caterpillars or four-leaf clovers. That day, I wanted to find the bunnies Hannah said had been nibbling on her lettuces. I meandered away from the group and into the roses that grew over the side of the fence, big, blowsy blossoms full of bees.

I don’t remember what happened next, but I made my parents retell it so much that their memories became my own. My father said Hannah stood up from the picnic table midsentence, as if in a trance, and rushed straight to the roses. The next thing he knew, she was running with me in her arms. She put me in her old sky-blue Monte Carlo and drove to the ER before anyone realized what had happened, my parents following behind in their own car. My mother said Hannah never let go of my hand or stopped singing in my ear the whole time I was in the hospital, even after the doctor assured her that I would be fine.

Five years later I was back in the hospital after crashing my bike and tearing a gash in my shin. Pressing an old T-shirt over the wound to staunch the bleeding, I hummed under my breath to calm my nerves, anxious at the thought of the doctor stitching my leg up with a needle. I sang the same tune the whole time, driving my mother nuts.

“Why do you keep singing that?” she asked.

I didn’t have an answer. I just knew it made me feel better. “Does it have bad words in it?” I asked, warily. I had recently been lectured on the difference between good and bad language and was one infraction away from having my allowance revoked.

“Hannah sang that song to you the night you were stung by bees.” The look on my mother’s face was complicated. “But you were unconscious most of the time. There’s no way you can remember that.”

But I did remember it, and it only confirmed for me that Hannah was the most magical person I had met, and she had somehow brought me back from the brink of death with her singing.

Recollecting this now, for Gigi, I concluded, “Hannah saved my life. And then she left me this building. It’s like she’s still looking out for me.”

“Basically, you owe her,” Gigi said. “The least you could do is clear her name.”

I scoffed. “You say that like it’s easy. It’s been twenty years. What can I possibly find that the police haven’t?”

Gigi cocked an eyebrow and gave me a withering look. Both of us were familiar with the never-ending ineptitude that was the local police.

“Okay, so the Stanfield police are useless. But say I do look in the journals.” I hesitated, worried that if I said my fear aloud, it would somehow become true, like a twisted manifestation. Hannah always said that words had power. “What if I find out something bad?”

Gigi leaned forward and trapped my face between her palms. They were cold and smelled of limes. She stared directly into my eyes and asked, “Do you think Hannah had anything to do with Ginny’s disappearance?”

“What? No!” I pulled her hands off my cheeks and sat up, horrified.

“And if she did know what happened, do you think she would hide it for any reason?”

I shook my head, but with less vehemence. “Not for any reason I can think of.”

“Then what bad things could you possibly discover?”

I mulled it over. “And I don’t have to tell Nick that I found something, if I find something.”

“Exactly. You don’t owe Obi shit. You’re doing this for Hannah.” Gigi’s eyes were glassy with nostalgia. “Remember how she would bake that giant cookie in a skillet? What did she call it?”

I grinned, remembering. “Chocolate chip pizza.”

Instead of baking individual cookies, Hannah would press her cookie dough—half chocolate chips, half Skor bits—into a cast-iron pan and slide it into the oven until it was nicely browned and smelled incredible. She cut thick, triangular slices with a pizza cutter and served them while the chocolate was still melty and the bottom crisp and sweet. I still think it is the best and only way to eat cookies.

“Chocolate chip pizza. What a legend.” Gigi tilted her head. “I could go for some of that right now.”

“Sorry, I only have salty packaged things to offer.”

“No worries. It’s late. I’ll pick up something greasy on the way home. But before I go—” Gigi ripped open a second bag of chips. She shook out a small pile and gathered the errant ones with her hands, forming a small salty mountain. “For Hannah,” she said.

I tipped the bag and poured the rest of the party mix into another pile. “And Jamie.”

We shared a moment of silence, staring at the stacks, thinking about our hungry ghosts, and what we owed them.






Chapter 7


After Gigi left, I was too agitated to go to sleep. Memories of Hannah and questions about her journals swirled in my head like glitter in a snow globe. I wasn’t sure if I believed in the afterlife, but I wondered if some part of her—an essence, an imprint, a wisp of a ghost—was still present and watching out for me like she used to.

Wanting to feel close to her, I wrapped myself in one of her hairy oversized cardigans and decided to start looking through her journals. Even if there was nothing useful about Ginny, I wanted to see her handwriting and hear her voice again. Hannah kept forty years of journals in an old steamer trunk at the end of her (now my) bed. As a kid, its dented black surface, brass buckles, and worn leather handles brought pirates and stolen treasure to mind. Like everything around her, it added to Hannah’s mystique. Of course she would have a haunted pirate’s treasure chest at the end of her bed.

The buckles were stiff. I struggled to unclasp them, anticipation stirring in me, as if I was about to release spirits into my bedroom. I chalked the eerie feeling up to the gin and Gigi’s talk of hungry ghosts and told myself that of course there were no spirits. I had been sleeping in this room for months. If there were any ghosts hanging around, surely they would have made themselves known by now. To my relief, the only thing that escaped from the trunk was a puff of musty air, smelling of dust and old books.

“Sorry, Hannah. I hope you don’t mind. I promise I won’t spill any of the good stuff.”

The journals, like Hannah’s life, were chaotic. I sat cross-legged on the bed and spread them out in front of me. No two journals were the same: flimsy notebooks, small chunky spiral-bound pages held between two pieces of cardboard, slim Moleskines with creamy smooth vellum paper, Moleskine knockoffs in bright colors, one or two that appeared handmade with a top-stitched leather cover. Hannah’s handwriting was expressive, with dramatic loops and sharp angles.

I discovered quickly that decoding Hannah’s journals was going to be more complicated than I expected. The pages were a kaleidoscope of personal dreams, reflections, practical to-do lists, and visions related to her many clients. The predictions were fragmented and nonsensical. The messages Hannah received did not come in the form of visions or images, but as a flurry of words that fit together in a sort of esoteric crossword puzzle or poem.

She wrote them in her journals and returned to them over and over, adding words or crossing things out. It was like stumbling across a poet’s diary, full of unformed ideas, images, and feelings.


Wet dog. Diesel. Curve of a wrist. Pitter patter pulse

Red-dog dripping—water or gasoline? Snapping—wrist?

Car accident, spring, watch out for red dogs.



Hannah had not allowed me to watch her work. She claimed her readings were a private matter between her and the client, but on an episode of It Happened to Me, she told the camera that she didn’t like other people’s energy interfering with the message. She liked to work with a tool—usually tea leaves, sometimes tarot cards—to clarify the messages she received. Sometimes she wrote the names of tarot cards and their meanings in the margins. It was a system that felt impossible for an outsider, even one, like me, who had shared a connection to her, to crack. I thought of poor Cassandra in my Greek mythology books, doomed to scream warnings in a garbled tongue. I never considered how hard it must have been to be Hannah, to see glimpses of the truth but not be able to show them to anyone else.

I scanned the pages for mentions of Ginny or the three words Hannah associated with her, but I was distracted by her thoughts about me. I was surprised to find myself all over her journals.


Found an old copy of Mary Stewart’s The Crystal Cave. Going to give to Drew for her birthday. I loved it when I was her age.

Drew helped with inventory today. The tip of her tongue pokes between her teeth when she’s concentrating, just like Gran’s used to do. It brought tears to my eyes and I had to turn away.

Drew read my cards for the first time today. Her grasp of the tarot is truly impressive. She’s going to make a great reader.



I had to stop, overcome with a heavy wave of grief silted with guilt. For years, Hannah had been my favorite person, and her store was a welcome extension of her. I loved spending time behind the cash register, wondering about the customers and why they bought a rose quartz instead of a blue lace agate, watching Hannah help them find the perfect book or tarot deck to guide them in their spiritual journeys. On slow days, Hannah would sit with me behind the cash register and flip through the deck like flashcards, a spiritual pop quiz. Star? Hope. Five of Pentacles? Scarcity. Three of Swords? Heartbreak. I knew Pixie’s images better than I knew my times tables.


Another game of either/or. Her gift is incredibly strong, much stronger than mine was at the same age.



I closed the journal and swallowed hard, pulling the cardigan tight across my body, which had broken out in goose pimples. I hadn’t thought of either/or in years. It started out as a game, a fun way for me to pick between two after-school snacks (apple slices with cheese or peanut butter pretzels?), then progressed to gifts (should we get Dad the fishing or the golfing birthday card?), and then grew to something we played often, at the playground (slide or swings?), helping at the store (snowflakes or icicles in the window display?). As I got older, Hannah’s pairings became more random (plaid scarf or fingerless gloves? cuff links or watch fob? charm bracelet or silver hoop earrings?). One object would remain just as it was, but the other would bring a sensation or pictures to my mind—a candlelit restaurant, the smell of roses and talc, a distinctive laugh—and I inevitably selected those. It wasn’t automatic; it required focus and attention, something I had very little of at twelve. Hannah told me it would require practice and patience if I wanted to develop the skill.

“You’re like me,” she said. “We see things that other people don’t. Your gift is one of the strongest I’ve ever seen. My gift shows up as words that I have to put together, like a crossword puzzle. But you can get a sense of a person or a situation just by concentrating on an object.”

At first, I was elated. I called them glimmers—these glimpses into people’s lives I sometimes got when I held an object. The official metaphysical term was psychometry—the ability to gain information simply by touching the object. Hannah tracked my progress.


Drew upset at either/or today. No “glimmers.” I reminded her that not all memories are significant, and therefore not all objects will carry memories.

Very strong glimmer today, the clearest one yet. Drew was glowing with pride, as she should be! Her gift does not appear in a jumble of words, like mine. When she holds the right kind of object, she has the rare ability to see through the eyes of the person in the memory.



But before I could learn how to hone my gift, as Hannah called it, Ginny went missing and Hannah and her “gifts” became the lightning rod for an entire town’s frustration and anger. Despite the lengths my parents went to to keep me sheltered from what happened, I found ways to read the letters to the editor, heard the snarky talking heads on the news, saw people cross the street or pull their children out of Hannah’s path. I witnessed how they treated her and decided it was best to keep my glimmers to myself.

As the weeks went on with no break in the case, my mom forbade me from hanging out at Good Vibrations, claiming I would be harassed or in danger of being ostracized even further, but eventually I didn’t need to be told. I was angry with Hannah for willfully making herself a target. I was embarrassed by her earnest recollections of things she had seen in dreams and the old hippie clothes she insisted on wearing. I ignored her invitations for cemetery walks and movie nights, stylish French films and classic musicals like The Umbrellas of Cherbourg, and threw myself into the role of wild teenager. Without practice, the glimmers faded into nothing more substantial than the shimmer of heat on an August day.

I had no reason to believe the ability was still there. I assumed it had atrophied into nothing, like an unused muscle. But now, I wanted so much to get a glimmer of Hannah.

Maybe my gift was dormant, waiting for me to tap into it. I got up, went to Hannah’s scuffed but elegant 1940s vanity, and dipped into the old cigar box where she kept her jewelry. I sifted through her chunky pendants, oversized rings, and beaded necklaces until I found a bracelet made of small tumbled amethysts and slipped it over my wrist. Purple was one of Hannah’s favorite colors, and amethyst had been one of her signature crystals—a gemstone used for protection and to enhance connection to spirits.

I rubbed each smooth stone through my fingers like a string of rosary beads, trying to recall how my glimmers worked, feeling for whether I still had the ability after all these years.

Nothing. Not so much as a whiff of chocolate chip pizza or the wild operatic range of her distinctive laugh.

Maybe my gift was gone. Or maybe the gin was messing with my abilities. Hannah swore alcohol interfered with her gifts and never touched a drop. Whatever the case, it didn’t matter—I wasn’t looking for personal insights, I was looking for more information about Ginny. I put all thoughts of my glimmers aside and got back to the task at hand.

I sorted the journals by year and month, only to discover that July through October of 1998—the key period in Ginny’s disappearance and the investigation—was nowhere to be found. Had it been confiscated by someone during the investigation? Was it stuffed in a filing cabinet somewhere in the depths of the Stanfield Police Station? If so, wouldn’t Nick have seen a record of it in the case file? Or maybe Hannah had gotten rid of the journal herself. She was a firm believer in ceremonial burning as a form of release. Maybe she had wanted to sever any psychic connection she had to the case, and burning the journal was the best way to do that.

Exhaustion crept in. I moved the journals off the bed and onto the floor, thinking I’d have better luck after a good night’s sleep. I slipped out of Hannah’s cardigan and into a worn pair of flannel pajamas, but I decided to keep her bracelet on my wrist. Amethysts were said to strengthen intuition and encourage prophetic dreams. Curled on my side, hands folded between my cheek and the pillow, I could feel the beads, cool and smooth, pressing into my skin. As my breathing slowed and I drifted closer to sleep, I made one last appeal in the darkness.

“Hannah, if I’m doing the right thing, give me a sign.”






Chapter 8


It was a restless night, full of fragmented dreams. I chased Hannah’s voice all over the apartment—the kitchen, the side lot, even the linen closet—but every time I thought I had found her, there was only a purple object—a vibrant pashmina the color of grape popsicles draped over a kitchen chair, a lilac bush heavy with fragrant lavender blossoms in the doorway, a faded burgundy beach towel folded on a shelf. It was never Hannah herself.

When I finally awoke, I had the oddest sensation that I had stepped back in time. I was nine years old again, the morning after a sleepover, and expecting to pad out of the bedroom and see Hannah in her purple chenille robe, wild hair piled on top of her head, asking me how high did I think she could flip this pancake? But I wasn’t a kid anymore, and Hannah wasn’t waiting for me in the kitchen. The closest thing I had to her were her journals, full of her intimate thoughts and observations.

Fortified with a strong cup of Moringa tea—good for clearing the mind—I wrapped myself again in Hannah’s old cardigan and sank into the old couch. I set a stack of her journals on the coffee table next to the snacks Gigi and I had left out for our hungry ghosts. The snacks were undisturbed, but I hoped the gesture would be acknowledged— by Hannah, the universe, or fate—and I would be rewarded with answers.

I jumped back into the journals, starting with November 1998.


Haven’t seen Drew for a whole week—longest time since she had pneumonia. I keep pulling the Seven of Wands and I think it has to do with her.



By that time, the police had searched Pebble Lake but found nothing. Public opinion about Hannah’s involvement and the professionalism of the Stanfield police had turned loud and critical, and I was starting to feel it at school. I was not invited to sleepovers at the houses of girls I’d known since first grade and conversations stalled or died completely when I walked into a room. A group of hysterical Ginny Evans fans in my class all started wearing crosses around their neck and even drew them on each other’s hands, like members of a cult. When I asked their de facto leader, a sniveling girl named Sarah Hampson, what they were for, she looked at me like I was stupid.

“For protection.”

“Against what?”

One of the other girls grabbed Sarah’s hand and hissed, “Don’t tell her, she’s probably just like her aunt.”

Gigi admitted to me that there was a rumor that Hannah was the leader of a cult that sacrificed virgins and she was deliberately leading the police away from Ginny’s body. “They think you’re a satanist like her,” she explained.

I balked. “Did you tell them that’s crazy?”

“No, I told them to be careful what they said about satanists.”

Gigi didn’t mind this association as much as I did; it suited the riot grrrl image she was trying to project. But she could see that it bothered me and assured me it wasn’t that big a deal. “I don’t think anyone seriously believes it.”

At home, I was fighting more and more with my mother, who saw my lack of enthusiasm—for my grades, my appearance, my future—as a personal affront. During the media fallout, I started to distance myself from Hannah. Being thirteen is hard enough without being the niece of the controversial local witch. I was consumed with hate—I hated that Hannah had put herself in the middle of the Ginny Evans case, I hated the smug girls at school, I hated my mother’s rules and expectations. The Seven of Wands often indicated power struggles, squabbling, and conflict. If there was any other card that better represented the constant battle that was puberty, I wasn’t aware of it. Hannah respected the space I put between us, but it must have hurt, watching your biggest fan pull away from you. Reading and remembering now, on Hannah’s couch, in what used to be her apartment, I hugged my knees to my chest, my insides curdling with shame.

I exhaled slowly, trying to blow the shame out of my body. Dwelling on how I’d behaved as a teen wouldn’t clear Hannah’s name or help me find out what happened to Ginny. If Nick was right, the journals could be the key to doing both. I needed to find the journal with entries written during the heat of the case. It had to be here somewhere. I fanned the journals out on the floor and started sorting them again into chronological order. As I was moving a thick, oversized sketchbook, a slim journal, no bigger than a wallet, became dislodged and fell to the floor. It was the most beautiful shade of light purple. Purple, like all the objects from my dream. Purple, like the strand of amethysts still wrapped around my wrist. Purple—Hannah’s favorite color. I felt a light fluttering in my belly, my body whispering to my brain, This is it.

I flipped the journal open. The first entry was dated July 13, 1998. The last entry was written in October. I broke out into full-body goose pimples.

It didn’t take long to find a handful of pages where Hannah seemed to be working out her prediction regarding Ginny. There were paragraphs full of long, winding descriptions that looked like the freewriting session of a frustrated poet.


Cold lapping, smoothness endless forever and ever and dark

White-tipped trees, heavy scent/sent/send the bouquet

A figure, glass blue and red and gold-sceptered



Flowery, nonsensical paragraphs were written and rewritten over three whole pages. The infamous words—lake, saint, gardenia—were circled or underlined occasionally. On the fourth page, the three words were repeated, written over and over again, separated by question marks, like lines written across the blackboard by a delinquent student—lake, saint, gardenia? lake, saint, gardenia? lake, saint, gardenia?

The handwriting was so firm and assured that the letters scored the page. I wondered about the question marks. Did they indicate uncertainty on Hannah’s part, or did they stand in for a yet-to-be-determined fourth word in the prediction?

I got my answer on the fifth page. The three familiar words were printed in capital letters, giving the overall impression of finality, stacked on top of each other in the center of the page, this time with a fourth word underneath:


LAKE

SAINT

GARDENIA

DREW








Chapter 9


I blinked and looked up and away from the journal, as if the word—not just a word, a name, my name—could burn my retinas, like staring directly at a solar eclipse.

I came up with all manner of explanations why I had imagined my name in the prediction, all the while letting my eyes skim over the apartment—the bookshelf, the pile of dishes I had yet to wash, anywhere but the journal in my lap. I told myself it was last night’s gin, my empty stomach, or the hours of deciphering Hannah’s scrawl that was playing tricks on me.

But when I looked back at the page, there it was, my own name—Drew—the fourth piece of Hannah’s vision. Nick’s hunch had been correct—there had been more to Hannah’s vision.

But what did I have to do with Ginny’s disappearance?

Maybe it wasn’t a name, maybe it was drew as in drawing a card, or a picture. But if that was the case why had she kept this part of the prediction out of the press? There was only one reason I could think of. Hannah had discovered a connection between me and Ginny’s disappearance, and she had withheld the information to protect me.

I closed the journal and stood quickly, feeling lightheaded. The hair on my arms was standing on end and my stomach was agitated, as if I had swallowed an entire package of Pop Rocks. I paced around the room, my mind buzzing with too many unanswered questions. It was too early to call anyone, not that I was eager to share this discovery. Not until I understood what it meant. Coffee would only make the jittery feeling worse. I had to get rid of the fizzy energy somehow. Looking out the window at the pink-and-purple sky rising over the horizon, I decided there was no time like the present to give running a try.






Chapter 10


My head cleared the moment I stepped out of the static air of the apartment and into the crisp October morning. Downtown consisted of a postage stamp of a park called Stanfield Square framed on three sides by rust-red brick buildings with shops on the main floor and apartments above. The streets surrounding the square were lit by old-timey streetlamps and lined with concrete planters that the town refreshed every season—tulips for spring, mums in the fall. The park, commonly referred to as the Square, had benches, a small fountain that worked fifty percent of the time, and a gazebo donated by the Lions Club that was transformed into Santa’s Cottage at Christmas and was also the site of my fourth kiss (grade ten, Jesse Duffer). On the night in question, we flirted furiously on MSN Messenger until things escalated into a dare to meet at midnight in the gazebo. I chewed bubble gum all the way there, leading to the nickname Berry Breath, a moniker it took me months (and at least three other boys) to destroy.

Stanfield was at its prettiest in the fall. Colors appeared saturated—the sky looked extra blue against the reds and yellows of the trees in their October brilliance, and rows of bright orange pumpkins were lined up outside the grocery store, waiting to be chosen by young families for the honor of becoming jack-o’-lanterns.

Hannah had loved this time of year—approaching Samhain, when the veil between worlds was thin and the dead were honored. Maybe everyone who was magically inclined had a soft spot for Halloween. It certainly brought people to the Witches’ New Year party, featuring discounts, readings, and various forms of ancestor worship. Admission was an item of food that could be shared—preferably something loved by the person you were honoring. It was a tearful, loving, sometimes raucous late-night potluck for the spiritual and witch-adjacent.

I hadn’t decided whether I would go ahead with it this year. The party was so distinctively Hannah. I couldn’t imagine it without her sweeping along the aisles in her swishing skirts and bell sleeves, all in black, offering sprigs of rosemary (for remembrance) or a mini chocolate bar (because it was Halloween, too, after all). Plus, who would attend? Our customer base had dwindled. The only thing sadder than not having the party would be having no one show up.

I jogged north from the store, heading three blocks along Main Street before crossing to the other side and running back. I didn’t run into a single person. Nothing in Stanfield opened until ten or sometimes noon. Early risers and caffeine addicts had to drive to the edge of town to get their coffee from the one and only Tim Hortons. This used to bother me, but after a decade of getting up at the crack of dawn to primp, catch two buses, and rush into a soulless office in cheap heels that were already scraping my ankles by 9 a.m., all for a salary that barely covered my rent, I appreciated the slower pace of life here. It was one of the things I would miss if I decided to sell the building and leave town.

My lungs ached and my calves burned but I could still catch my breath. Feeling encouraged by my stamina and the timeless appeal of a Max Martin pop song, I crossed the road and headed toward my mother’s pride and joy, the new and improved waterfront.

Stanfield was a lakeside town, with most of the west side bordered by Pebble Lake, a modest body of water connected to the larger network of lakes by a narrow tributary that could only be traversed by kayaks or skilled canoeists. This made it quiet, with only a handful of private cottages, a summer camp, and two other hamlets in addition to Stanfield gracing its shoreline. For decades, the members-only Stanfield Canoe Club had monopolized five kilometers of the lakeshore, but thanks to a campaign spearheaded by my mother, the building had been sold and converted into condos. The town had purchased most of the grounds, including the beach, and rezoned it as public space. The hope was that with a multipurpose public waterfront, Stanfield would become a summer destination, instead of a pit stop people made on the way to someplace else.

I felt my phone vibrate against my hip. As if summoned, “Mom” flashed across the screen. I had barely said hello when she launched into a deceptively chipper assessment of my lifestyle choices.

“You’re up! I thought you didn’t get out of bed until nine these days. Why are you out of breath?”

I took a few deep inhales to steady my breathing, looking out at the morning mist curling off the lake. The sun dripped molten gold light into the trees on the horizon. It was pleasant, running beside the water in the brisk October morning. A checkmark for the “stay in town” column.

“I’m out for a run.”

“At your age, you should also consider strength training. After thirty it gets harder to retain the muscle mass needed to prevent osteoporosis.”

“I’m not that far off thirty, Mom,” I reminded her.

“It’s never too early to think about your health.”

Not wanting to get trapped in a discussion about whatever fitness trend or miracle diet she had recently discovered, I changed topics. “The waterfront is looking good. I’m on the running trail right now.”

“Isn’t it wonderful? It’s coming together nicely. Everything will be open in time for next summer.”

“That’s great, Mom.” My mother never sounded happier than when she was talking about work. I envied her passion and her conviction.

“The demand for condos was incredible. We sold out in record time. Everyone wants that lake view! It’s too bad your apartment doesn’t have a lake view. It’s a fixer-upper, but some buyers find that appealing.”

“Bev Leach? Is that you? I thought I was talking to my mother.”

“You don’t have to sell to Beverly. I’m sure we’d get a slew of decent offers. Although her extension plans make a lot of sense. It would be good for the community to have a thriving independent coffee shop. Tourists love to shop local. It makes them feel good.”

“Save the sales pitch for the chamber of commerce, Mom.”

But she persisted. “You stand to make a lot more money selling the building than keeping that store open. You could invest that money in a nice condo in the city, maybe even a town house.”

“It sounds like you’re trying to get rid of me. Most parents would be thrilled to have their daughter move back home.”

“Most parents want what’s best for their child. I’m struggling to understand the end goal here, Drew. You’ve never expressed any interest in running a business before, especially one with such challenges. You’re not Hannah, you don’t share her particular proclivities. I fail to understand the logic in keeping that place open.”

My mom pronounced the word proclivities as if it was an STI. I flushed, thinking about my glimmers, and how I did have something in common with Hannah and her “proclivities.” At least I did once.

“I’m still figuring it out,” I said.

“The longer you wait, the more money you stand to lose.”

“I’m hanging up now, Mom.”

I shoved my phone back in my pocket and used my anger to run farther. Ever since moving home, it was impossible to have a casual conversation with my mother. They all devolved into existential questions about what I was doing with my life, the subtext being that I was making the wrong choices.

When Hannah left me the store I was surprised, but also relieved—it gave me an excuse to leave Vancouver, where I felt stuck. Half my friends were checking off boxes on the adulting list, married and thinking about down payments and babies, and the other half were committed to a lifestyle of partying that felt dated and financially unfeasible. I’d barely heard from any of them since returning home, just a few texts here and there. I watched as one by one they moved into a new phase of life. They might as well have moved to a foreign country—one that I could visit, but I didn’t speak the language or understand the customs. I wasn’t even sure if I wanted to go on that journey. Still, it was lonely being the last one standing. The store wasn’t a perfect solution, but it felt like a lifeboat while I found my bearings.

Until Nick walked in with a mission and got me thinking about Hannah’s journals. Now, my name was somehow connected to a missing girl—a complication I couldn’t unlearn or ignore.

A wheeze whistled in my lungs and breathing became more arduous. I stopped to catch my breath, pulling my ankle back in a hamstring stretch. It was in this pose that I saw a tall, lanky jogger, dressed all in black with aviator sunglasses, loping toward me.

I knew that lazy gait anywhere—Foster Banks, my most handsome and least favorite mistake.






Chapter 11


Foster Banks had been scrambling my good sense for as long as I could remember. He was the son of my father’s law partner and one of Stanfield’s wealthiest citizens. The Bankses were the kind of rich that could afford to send their charming but miscreant son to an elite boarding school where he could get into plenty of trouble that didn’t involve local girls. Growing up, our paths had crossed at dinners and office events. He barely registered my existence until the summer I turned fourteen, rolled the waistband of my denim shorts down, and asked him for a cigarette at a barbecue held in the Bankses’ backyard. It was the first time I had been the sole, intended recipient of that Foster Banks grin.

“Baby Benson, where you been all my life?”

It was a bad line for many reasons—I had been there my whole life, for starters—but I hated to admit it made me feel all grown up. I was desperate for his attention and then, later, his approval, but he was born knowing the dark art of withholding and I was left with scraps of encounters to mull over for months. Each time I swore I was over him for good, yet the next time we ran into each other, the yearning returned, persistent and unwanted, like a cold sore.

I considered making a dash for home, but I was alarmingly winded. I really must move more and drink less. I hoped to escape detection, thinking my ad hoc running gear, salvaged from the laundry pile, was the next best thing to an invisibility cloak. But as Foster approached, I saw him clock me, smile, then slow down.

“Benson. Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes.”

I gave his all-black running gear an exaggerated once-over, trying to ignore how well it skimmed the contours of his body. “Are you in disguise, Foster?”

The dig didn’t land. They never did with Foster Banks—insults slid right off him. Foster was the kind of person for whom the word rake existed. He wasn’t classically handsome—his appeal was more transgressive, with the dark magnetism and slightly rumpled look of a bass player in a nineties Brit-pop band.

“How’ve you been?” Foster raked his hand through his glorious hair, a move as calculated as it was practiced. “I’ve been meaning to reach out, but you know.” He shrugged.

My cheeks burned at the unspoken reference to our last dalliance, shortly after Hannah died. At her visitation, my father stood in a corner and spoke to no one, choosing to self-medicate by numbing himself with glasses of whiskey, while my mother shook hands, her smile brittle, and tried to conjure warm things to say about the sister-in-law she had never particularly liked. I wanted to rage at the bland, impersonal nature of it all—Hannah had been neither bland nor impersonal—but I was grieving, and fearful of my mother’s cold fury if I did let the wolf out.

In waltzed Foster, making handsome work of looking serious and contemplative. As people who had barely known Hannah came up to me and offered empty condolences, he slipped whiskey from a flask into my tea and brought me tiny squares of crustless egg salad sandwiches from the buffet set out on card tables. When they turned away, he whispered catty comments in my ear (“You can’t possibly let Faith Duffy get to you, she hasn’t had sex in forty-two years.”).

It was mean, it was immature, but it was exactly the distraction I needed. In my lowest moment, Foster was there. So perhaps it wasn’t a surprise I’d ended up in his bed that night, but it wasn’t something I was proud of, either. Particularly after learning he wasn’t quite divorced—something he had failed to mention until the next day. I don’t know what I expected from him afterward, but the shame deepened when he ignored my texts and slithered out of my life. Again.

“Just peachy. How’s the wife?” I asked.

“I told you, soon-to-be ex-wife.”

“Looks like you’re taking it hard.”

Foster pouted. “You wound me. I’m devastated.”

“I’ll believe that when I see it.”

“I’m choosing to see this as the beginning of a new chapter. A chance to be a new man. Look—” He opened his arms wide so I could fully appreciate his running shorts and slim-fit Gore-Tex jacket with fluorescent stripes along the sides. “I run now.”

A tiny, shameful part of me wanted to walk into his embrace. Instead, I took a step back and crossed my arms. “Same.”

Foster smiled his crooked smile. “Running looks better on you.”

Despite my better sense, I was flattered. It’s infuriating how you can loathe someone but want to impress them at the same time.

“We should get a drink, in public, at a restaurant.” Foster leaned in, grinning wickedly. “A date. That’s something we haven’t done before.”

I mustered as much dignity as I could find in pilled ten-year-old Lululemons and a T-shirt with toothpaste stains on it. “And never will do,” I said.

Foster smirked. “We’ll see,” he said. “See you around, Benson.”

I counted to twenty before turning around to watch him go, not wanting to give him the satisfaction. He kept a maddeningly consistent pace for someone who used to subsist on cigarettes and coffee alone.

Once upon a time men like him were thrilling, but I knew better now. Men like Foster Banks liked the idea of romance but were bored by commitment. They would write a song about you but never say sorry. They showed up on your doorstep with tickets for a plane that was leaving in one hour for a mystery destination on the day of your big presentation, something you had been talking about for weeks.

What was it about some people that no matter the shit they’d put you through, no matter how much your head screamed run!, the sight of them would always make your heart stumble?

I returned home, more agitated than I had been when I left. This is what I get for running, I thought. Maybe the universe was telling me to try an indoor activity, like yoga or spin class.

I showered in water as hot as I could stand it, scalding any trace of Foster’s gaze from my skin. I toweled off, feeling freshly scrubbed and thinking that a hot shower was the cure for so many things—until I looked in the living room and discovered the offerings Gigi and I had left for our hungry ghosts were gone.






Chapter 12


I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—or more alarmingly, wasn’t seeing. I circled the coffee table three times, but there wasn’t a single crumb or sprinkling of orange dust to suggest the snacks had ever been there. Was the spirit of Hannah trying to connect with me? I was thoroughly freaked out.

Gigi wasn’t responding to my texts so I called. On the third attempt, she picked up.

“You better be dying.”

“Our offerings are gone.”

“You mean the snacks? You left them out?” Gigi suddenly sounded much more awake.

“Of course I did! I didn’t want to piss off Hannah or Jamie!”

“I didn’t think you believed in that.”

“I didn’t until I found them gone,” I admitted.

“Did you check the floor?”

“Of course I checked the floor! And under the coffee table, the couch, I looked everywhere. There are no crumbs, nothing.”

“Let’s think about this,” Gigi said calmly. “It’s more likely you have a rat or mice or something.”

“I haven’t seen any sign of them before.”

“They’re sneaky little fuckers. And you did leave them a feast,” she pointed out.

“It’s not just that. Last night, before I fell asleep, I put Hannah’s bracelet on and I asked her for a sign.” For a brief moment I considered telling Gigi about finding my name in Hannah’s journal, but it felt like one esoteric crisis too many.

“Well shit.”

“What else does your mom say about hungry ghosts?”

“I don’t know, I can’t think this early. I’ll ask her tomorrow. It’s probably not a ghost, but if it is, it’s most likely Hannah and she would never scare you, right?”

“Right.”

“Good luck. Don’t get possessed.”

“Helpful.”

I took a few deep breaths and realized Gigi was right. It had to be Hannah. Or if there was a different, unfriendly spirit loitering around, surely Hannah would come back and defend me—her beloved niece and chosen successor—from an ill-intentioned ghostly intruder?

There was a scratching noise in the hallway. All my calming breaths failed, and I stood, not sure what to do. I cleared my throat. “Hello? Is someone there?”

Then, after an agonizing second, just to be sure, I added, “Hannah? Is that you?”

No voices, but I did hear rustling made by something definitely larger than a rat. The rustling intensified, accompanied by a thump. Steeling myself for the worst, I crept toward the noise. I wondered if one needed to disclose the presence of ghosts in a real estate listing, and if ghosts detracted from or added to the house’s value.

A pair of yellow eyes peered up at me from inside one of Hannah’s old slippers. They blinked once, twice, and then a scraggly black kitten stumbled toward me, yowling in indignation.



After the initial shock of discovering a tiny squatter among the shoes, I poured the kitten a dish of water, concerned that consuming her body weight in orange synthetic snacks would have terrible consequences. She lapped messily at the water while I tried to solve the mystery of how she got in, concluding it was likely through the bathroom window. I had slid it open a few inches to let out steam. I closed the window and headed downstairs, the cat trotting behind me into the store, much to George’s utter delight.

My sole employee, George was a gamine gender-fluid soul with big doe eyes, a love of astrology, and a propensity for mismatched separates. They fell to their knees and started scratching their chipped Day-Glo green nails on the floor.

“Hi, sweet thing!” they gushed in a high-pitched baby voice I had no idea they were capable of. The kitten walked right past them and jumped into the window display like she owned it. To me, they added, “Do you know how popular store cats are? There are hundreds of Instagram accounts dedicated to bookstore cats alone.”

“What makes you think she’s going to stay put and be our mascot?”

As I said this, the kitten was quite happily giving herself a luxurious and extended bath in the sunny window.

“Not a mascot, more like a familiar!” George said. “People will come to the store literally just to see a witch’s cat.”

“I’m not a witch, and neither are you,” I reminded them.

I was relieved I didn’t have rodents but a bit disappointed that it was the kitten and not Hannah that had consumed my offering. “Also I’m not sure I’m a cat person.”

Not to mention I was looking for ways to save money, not spend it. Keeping the kitten meant I would have to buy food, a litter box, and who knows how many other accessories cat ownership required.

But George had it all figured out. “She can stay in the store and I’ll look after her when I’m here. You’d just have to check in on her when we’re closed and on holidays.”

I had to admit, the thought of Beverly Leach spotting a black cat in the window was very appealing. “We’ll give it a trial period,” I said. That way, if I decided to sell and pack up for the city, I figured George would be so attached, the kitten could stay with them. Maybe a pet would be good for them—I hadn’t seen them this happy in a long time. Hannah had been a mentor to George, and her death had been difficult for them. They hadn’t exactly warmed up to me, the slightly skeptical interloper who stumbled into a space they considered sacred. The unauthorized redecoration of our store window had spooked them—and probably any potential customers—more than they were willing to admit. I made a note on my never-ending to-do list to prioritize graffiti removal.

“We need to come up with a name,” George said.

“What about Bones?” I suggested.

George winced, physically offended—pretty rich coming from someone who was wearing bright purple splash pants with an enormous blue-and-white-striped rugby shirt intended for a beefy varsity player.

“Why not?” I said. “It’s sort of spooky. Plus, look at her.”

“She’s only bony because she’s starving!” George protested. They ran a careful finger down the cat’s knobby spine. “She’ll fill out once we start feeding her properly.”

“Do you think I can write off cat food and litter as a business expense?” I mused.

George’s disdain knew no bounds. “She’s an animal, not a display case!”

“I don’t know if you’ve noticed, George, but cash flow is an issue around here. A pet was not in my budget, or the store’s.”

“The Witches’ New Year party always brings people in.”

The hope in their voice made me feel like a bad person. “I haven’t decided whether to have it yet,” I admitted.

“But it’s tradition. I know it’s been slow, but are things really that bad?” George’s eyes widened. “Should I be worried about my job?”

“No, I’m just being cautious,” I lied, hoping to spare them any undue anxiety. When I took ownership of the store, I didn’t fully appreciate that in addition to Hannah’s legacy and my own livelihood, I was also accepting the responsibility of George’s financial situation. If the store closed and I sold the building, I could pay my debts and leave town with the cash to start over. George, who shared an apartment with two roommates and lived paycheck to paycheck, wouldn’t have that luxury.

“Oh good,” George breathed. “It would be hard to find a new job. I couldn’t stand working somewhere with a uniform. Or where I couldn’t have meaningful conversations with people.”

I resisted the urge to ask them when that had happened recently.

“Plus, my astrology studies are really coming along. I’m almost ready to offer readings.”

“That’s great.” I clicked my tongue against my teeth, attempting to capture the kitten’s attention, but she skittered off to explore the store. “Bones! Here Bones!”

George grimaced again. “What about Hecate?” they suggested. “Or Lilith?”

I shook my head. “Too obvious. And she isn’t scrappy enough.”

“Maybe Topaz? Or Chiron, after the wounded healer?”

“I know who Chiron is, George. Why don’t we wait and see. Maybe her personality will help us decide.”

“Or we could have a contest online, have people suggest names. That’ll for sure get a lot of interaction.”

I feigned shock. “George! I’m surprised at you. This is a living being we’re talking about, not a promotion.”

George rolled their eyes at me and I felt better, our dynamic restored.


Gigi: r u alive?




Me: yes. and I have a cat.




Gigi: better than the alternatives.



I responded with a photo of Bones, curled up in the window in a square of sunlight, fast asleep, oblivious to the precarious nature of her living situation.


Gigi: that’s fucking adorable actually








Chapter 13


I slipped away to the back room as soon as I could under the guise of doing inventory, George’s least favorite activity. I wanted privacy while I looked up Ginny’s case online. I was hoping to find something in the articles or podcasts that would explain how we were connected. Judging by the comments people left, she was the very definition of the “girl who lit up the room”: “Ginny made everyone feel special,” “Ginny had a knack for making people smile.” I couldn’t imagine what people would’ve said about me if I had gone missing: “Drew made me reconsider my career as a teacher,” or “Drew left a mark—usually in pen—wherever she went.”

I found an old invoice and drew a line down the back, dividing the page into two columns—one for Ginny, one for me—to compare our lives. Ginny had been a good student, star volleyball player, and was active in her church’s youth group. I had been an average student, allergic to sports, and only stepped foot in church for weddings and funerals. Whatever connected us, it wasn’t immediately obvious.

Nick texted, as if he could sense what I was doing.


Nick: Would it help if we went through the journals together?




Nick: No pressure, of course. [image: A simple line icon of a smiling face with closed, happy eyes, a slight upward curve for a mouth, and eyebrow arches.]



The idea of Nick analyzing the entries Hannah had written about me made me feel queasy. He seemed genuine, but how could I be sure he was trustworthy? He was a reporter, and reporters had not been kind to Hannah. I left him on read and decided to ask the cards for direction.

I borrowed a deck from a box of overstock and started shuffling. The cards felt stiffer in my hands than my own well-loved deck. Some people believed you needed a personal connection to a deck to get a good reading, but Hannah taught me not to be so precious. A tool was a tool—you could have a favorite curling iron, but that doesn’t mean another one won’t get the job done. I shuffled the cards until I fell into a meditative rhythm. When I was ready, I said aloud, “How am I connected to the disappearance of Ginny Evans?”

I took a deep breath. On the exhale, I turned over the top card. The Six of Cups. A gentle card that featured a child in a blue tunic and red cape bending down to offer a golden chalice full of flowers to a woman who, despite being an adult, was half the height of the child. It was bright and sunny, with a castle in the background, suggesting a hot midsummer’s day in the European countryside. The card invoked the wonder, innocence, and creativity of childhood. A reminder to check in with your inner child, make time for play, or rediscover a childhood pastime that brought you joy. Sometimes it was a red flag that we were caught in old childhood narratives or obsessed with nostalgia, or in a parent-child relationship with someone in our lives.

It was a nice card to pull, but I didn’t see how it applied to my situation. Had I crossed paths with Ginny as a kid? We had similar childhoods by virtue of growing up white and middle class in the same small town, but that’s where the similarities ended, on the surface anyway. Was the key to our connection and possibly her disappearance somewhere in my own past?

My phone pinged again. I unlocked it, expecting to find another text from Nick.


Shithead: good to see you, Baby B




Shithead: maybe I’ll see you tomorrow? same time, same sexy jogging outfit?



I was trying to figure out an appropriate reply (surely the best thing would be to not reply at all) when George knocked tentatively on the door. I jumped, a traitorous blush heating my cheeks.

“Am I interrupting?” they asked. Spotting the deck, they added, “Were you doing a reading?”

“Not really.” I tucked the Six of Cups back into the deck. “What’s up?”

“Some mail came I thought you should see.”

I realized George’s eyes looked even bigger than usual and they were spinning an oversized pewter ring in the shape of a dragon around their thumb. “What kind of mail?”

They handed over a piece of paper folded in half lengthwise. I opened it to see a poor-quality printout of a news article from 1998, one with a photo of Hannah under the headline “TV Psychic Gets Involved in Search for Missing Teen.” Across the article, in red marker, someone had written “LYING BITCH.”

In the months after Hannah went public with her vision, the store had been inundated with angry phone calls and a range of threats. The police had invested time and money dragging Pebble Lake, spurred on by Hannah’s insistence that Ginny’s disappearance had something to do with the lake. When they didn’t find a body, things reached a fever pitch. Her defenders felt betrayed and her detractors were vindicated—Hannah Mystic, that lying bitch. Hannah decided to close the store until people’s rage abated. But that didn’t stop vandals from throwing bricks through the front window, knocking over shelves, or tearing through the store with the destruction of an F4 tornado. I was ready to write off the recent graffiti as a random incident, but this hate mail suggested a pattern. How far would things escalate?

“Did you see who dropped this off?” I asked, keeping my tone light to avoid freaking them out any more than they already were.

George shook their head. “First the graffiti, now this … What if it doesn’t stop?”

“Let me go over and see if Beverly saw anyone.”

George looked unconvinced.

I sighed. “She’s not my favorite person, either, but if anyone saw anything, it would be her.”






Chapter 14


The interior of Hot Bevvies always gave me a headache. It was a narrow space made narrower by too much chintz, lace, and an extensive collection of kitschy ceramic salt and pepper shakers on tables and shelves—a pair of traditional rosy-cheeked Dutch children leaning toward each other for a kiss, a playful kitten and a yellow ball of yarn, a pair of pigs, one with disturbingly long eyelashes. The walls were papered from the baseboards up in a large floral print, with a series of framed watercolor sketches of baked goods breaking up the riot of pink, red, and purple flowers. Each table had a dusty pink tablecloth, a lace runner, and a vase with plastic flowers. It was like someone had plunked an espresso machine and a cash register inside an old lady’s attic and called it a café.

Three women were crowded around a table near the door in leggings and puffy vests. At the counter, Bev was talking to a woman in her late thirties living her best autumnal life—shiny, dark hair cascading in gentle waves from under a knitted beanie, white-and-blue-checked flannel shirt oversized just enough to suggest that it belonged to a rugged husband, dark jeans, and brown ankle boots. The look was only slightly marred by the baby wrapped close against her chest in what looked like a single swath of cream-colored fabric. They were everywhere, these new moms—in the city, the suburbs, and here in Stanfield. I had watched good friends morph into women like her—responsible, almost unrecognizable versions of themselves with opinions on fixed interest rate mortgages and sleep doulas and insider knowledge of the Costco Connection. I never understood whether an internal switch flipped, one that I was missing or was seriously malfunctioning, turning them into productive members of society, or if I had met them during a hiatus—a wild and reckless walkabout full of impossible dreams, messy relationships, and an endless appetite for fun—from their true paths.

Bev’s smile hardened as I stepped up to make my order.

“Drew. I see you haven’t solved your little window problem yet,” she said. “It’s not the sort of thing people want to see when they’re out and about, is it? I could send Connor over to help with that awful mess if you’re too busy.”

Bev’s gaze fell on a surly teenage boy half-heartedly swiping a rag across the island. He was dressed entirely in black, but any edge he might have been going for was foiled by the dusty pink apron with Hot Bevvies stitched across the chest in white cursive. Clocking the similarities in their height, I took him to be her son. Or maybe grandson? Was Beverly young enough to have a teenager? In any case, he had his earbuds in and a bored expression and didn’t look at all concerned with Bev’s thoughts and feelings.

“We’re good, thank you,” I said, mentally moving “graffiti removal” to the top of my to-do list. “I’ll take two chai lattes to go, and I was just wondering, since I’m here, if you happened to see anyone around my entrance in the past hour?”

Bev’s eyes dilated like a snake’s. “Connor, two chai lattes, please! Connor!”

The boy turned, removed an earbud, and stared blankly at her.

“Two chai lattes, now,” she said, snapping her fingers in the direction of the steamer.

Connor began to prepare my drinks, banging spoons into metal jugs, slamming drawers, in a wordless protest.

Bev leaned across the counter conspiratorially. “Did something happen? Do you think the assailant returned to the scene of the crime? Perhaps you should call the police.”

I felt it best to give her the bare minimum. “Nothing as dramatic as all that. Someone dropped off a flyer, and I was hoping to connect with them. Did you see anyone slip something through my mail slot?”

Bev looked truly remorseful at the prospect of missing excitement. “No, I didn’t. What kind of flyer?”

I thought fast. “Oh, just duct cleaning. The contact info was obscured. I thought maybe you might have recognized who it was so I could follow up.”

“Are you looking to have your ducts cleaned?” Bev asked, zeroing in on the least important part of my inquiry.

“It’s on the list. There’s a lot of upkeep in an old building.”

Bev nodded. “As I’ve told your mother,” she said, her voice as syrupy as her lattes, “I’m not afraid of a little renovation.”

“I’m not here to chat real estate. If you see anything else, maybe let us know?” It killed me, giving Beverly Leach any sort of power.

Bev nodded with great relish. “Of course, dear. I’ll be right over the second I see anything in the least suspicious.” She put a blueberry scone the size of a dinner plate in a paper bag. “A treat for you and that young person who works with you.”

In my pocket I heard my phone ping.


Nick: Or if you’re not comfortable sharing the journals, we could meet and I could go over what I know to give you more context for the story.



“Oh what’s this?” Bev tittered. “A secret boyfriend, perhaps?”

“It’s my probation officer. Thanks for the scone, Bev.”



I left George enjoying the mother of all scones and went upstairs to retrieve a bottle of nail polish remover. According to the aggregate advice of online sources, the acetone would effectively remove the paint from my window. But twenty minutes of rubbing at the red letters proved unsuccessful. “Justice for Ginny” remained tattooed across the window, a bat signal for vigilantes who wanted to take their anger out on the store.

First the graffiti, then the hate mail. As we neared the twentieth anniversary of Ginny’s disappearance, I wondered if malicious incidents like these would increase—putting not only myself but George in danger. Finding my name in Hannah’s journal was a new piece of the puzzle, but I had no idea how it fit into the overall picture. Asking the cards and making lists comparing myself to Ginny wasn’t going to cut it. As much as it pained me to admit it, the best chance I had at getting anywhere close to the truth was Nick Campbell.


Me: ok, bring me up to speed on what you know




Nick: Great! Are you free for breakfast tomorrow?




Me: i’m always free for breakfast




Nick: Gruen’s, 9 a.m.?




Me: perfect











PART II
The Two of Cups




The Two of Cups is a reminder that synastry is more powerful than symmetry.

—from the journals of Hannah Mystic











Chapter 15


Gruen’s Diner had the kind of deep kitsch city people dreamed about: wide booths with pleather seating that squeaked, green-and-white-tiled floors, and more chrome than a 1958 Buick. The restaurant was dim, each booth individually lit by a single sconce—a strategy that no doubt appealed to the early-morning crowd who shuffled in to get the breakfast special—$5.99 before nine—but also served a dual purpose of hiding old nicotine stains on the walls. It was so authentic it would be considered a themed restaurant anywhere else but Stanfield.

But the true mark of authenticity was a glass case of full-fat questionable desserts—parfait glasses filled to the brim with cubed green Jell-O, pale custard tarts, and obscenely large slices of Black Forest cake, all suffocating in plastic wrap. On very rare occasions—doctor’s appointments, or if my mother was out of town on her once-a-year girls’ trip—my father would treat me to lunch at Gruen’s, a plate of thick-cut fries with malt vinegar and green Jell-O for dessert. As teenagers, Gigi and I would get fries and a root beer float with two glasses and stay as long as we could before getting kicked out for not buying anything else. Just the name Gruen made my mouth water.

A mess of bells over the front door announced my arrival. From somewhere behind the display case full of old-fashioned treats a voice said, “Seat yourself,” so I headed to the last booth, as far back from the public as I could get. Sliding into the deep, wide pleather seat was like sliding into the back seat of an old station wagon. You could fit four whole adults into one side and still find room for coats and purses.

A middle-aged white woman in a waitress uniform that could pass as a Twin Peaks Halloween costume appeared with a pot of coffee that smelled burned. Her nametag said Call Me Charlene, but her eyeliner said, if you dare. I smiled, said good morning, and asked for coffee.

She slammed a ceramic mug down and started pouring.

“Do you have cream?

Call Me Charlene nodded at a dish of tiny, crimped plastic cups of various milk and milk-adjacent products. “Help yourself. Just you?”

“I’m waiting for one more.”

“Hot date?”

“Not for a while, no.”

I was rewarded with the throaty laugh of a lifelong smoker. I decided I liked Call Me Charlene.

“You and me both. I’ll just leave these here for you.”

Gruen’s printed their menu on scalloped paper placemats. Charlene placed one in front of me and one across from me. I felt dizzy with nostalgia. The menu appeared to be unchanged in forty years, except for a tiny section called “Lighter Fare,” which, as far as I could tell, included the same specials sans bacon and cheese, spring mix substituted for home fries. I wondered if they still kept jam jars of crayons behind the counter so kids could color the back of the placemats while they waited for their steaming plates of carbs to arrive.

The bells above the door rang and Nick appeared, a vision in softly worn blue chambray and tortoiseshell frames.

“Obi!” I said. “Right on time. How Virgo of you.”

Nick grimaced. “What do I have to do to get you to stop calling me that?”

“Sorry, old habit. How about you buy me breakfast?”

“Deal.”

Nick slid down the length of the booth with as much dignity as is possible with squeaking seats.

“I really appreciate you deciding to meet me,” he said, formal as a job recruiter.

“I’m mostly here for the free meal,” I teased, hoping to lighten him up a bit.

Nick laughed politely. “Well, whatever the reason, I appreciate it. I realize I might have come on a little strong the other day. I didn’t think about it from your side of things, an old high school friend turning up out of nowhere and prying into old family matters.”

“I’m not sure friend is the right word,” I said, but Nick didn’t pick up on my sarcasm.

He continued. “The story is important to me. And not just because it happened here, where we grew up.” Nick hesitated, then asked, “I take it you didn’t look me up online.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not interested in ogling your gym selfies.”

Nick flushed. “I meant my work.”

It hadn’t occurred to me to do a deep dive into Nick’s journalism career. Instead, I had been researching Ginny and trying to figure out my connection to the case.

“If you had, you would have seen that I’m on the city desk. I have been for years. I told myself it was temporary, just a foot in the door and then I could move into investigative reporting, but it hasn’t happened.”

I thought about all the years I spent interning, followed by endless short-term contracts, hoping one might turn into a full-time position. Making countless lateral moves, but never able to climb up and out of the trenches. It was comforting to know that it wasn’t just average students, but former valedictorians and overachievers who were also disillusioned with the job market.

“I know what that’s like,” I admitted.

“I decided to stop waiting for an opportunity and make my own.” Nick paused, looking at the menu in front of him.

I waited for him to explain more. When he didn’t, I asked, “What exactly does that mean?”

“It means this isn’t an official assignment. I took a leave of absence from the paper to write this story.”

I was impressed with his dedication, but wary of what that meant for the success of the investigation. “Won’t that make it a lot harder?”

Nick nodded. “In some ways. I don’t have a budget, and I don’t have the same access to information or contacts.”

“You’re basically a citizen detective.”

Nick frowned. “I wouldn’t say that, exactly.”

“Obi goes Rogue One.”

Nick looked disappointed in my pun. “I’m being serious. I’m telling you this so you’ll understand what’s at stake for me.” I saw a light pink flush creep up his neck and understood that this admission was difficult for him. “This is a big deal for me, too.”

I preferred this vulnerable version of Nick to the rigid perfectionist and felt myself softening towards him. “I should have known when I agreed to work with a Virgo that I wasn’t getting the full picture,” I teased.

“Are you making a joke because you forgive me?”

“I never joke about astrology.”

Charlene returned, almost unrecognizably radiant. She tucked a stray hair behind an ear and positively beamed at Nick. “Morning, Sunshine. What can I get for you?”

Nick replied with the glee of someone who had been reunited with their long-lost love. “Char! I’m dying for a coffee and an omelette.”

“What kind?”

“Whatever you recommend.”

“Can’t go wrong with a western. And your friend?”

Charlene looked at me like you might a bag of garbage you had yet to take out, as if the brief laugh we shared moments ago never happened.

“I’ll get the $5.99 special with bacon and scrambled eggs.”

“A cheap date,” Charlene joked. She and Nick shared a conspiratorial smile before she turned on the heel of her sensible white runners and sauntered away, working the hell out of what she had.

“Char? Do you know her?”

“Charlene’s great, she’s been here forever. My family ate here for dinner every Friday night. She would save us the table by the jukebox. I must have spent a hundred dollars in individual quarters on that thing.” Nick looked positively wistful at the memory.

“What was your favorite song?”

“I don’t remember,” he said, but the blush on his neck said otherwise.

“I don’t believe you.”

Nick cleared his throat, the international signal for “let’s move on.” I let it slide, this time. “Did you look at Hannah’s journals?” he asked.

I hesitated. “I’ve started, but they’re not very straightforward. Some of the sections might be referring to other people in the case, but it’s hard to know without more insight into who those people might be.” This wasn’t exactly true—the only person her journals referred to in connection with Ginny was me, but I worried that if I told him my name was a clue, I would become the central focus of his story. I wanted to know how I was connected, but I didn’t relish the idea of making myself a protagonist.

Nick considered this. “That makes sense,” he said. “Why don’t we run through the list of suspects right now. Maybe a detail about one of them will connect with what you’ve found in the journals.”

“Sounds good.”

I hadn’t outright lied, but I still felt bad about keeping the truth—that I had found my name in Hannah’s entries about Ginny—from Nick. But until I understood how I was connected to Ginny’s disappearance, I wasn’t ready to share that information with him. Or anyone.






Chapter 16


Call Me Charlene returned with our plates. I caught a glimpse of a tattoo—the blue wingtip of a bird—peeking out from under her uniform’s cuff.

“One western omelette for Mr. Sunshine—”

I did my best not to roll my eyes while Nick did his best to avoid making eye contact with me.

“And one Cheap Date Special for his gal pal.” Charlene lowered a plate of steaming eggs and a pile of blackened shards of what I assume used to be bacon. “I hope you like your bacon crispy.”

“I do. It’s easier to forget it’s from an animal that way.”

Charlene laughed, an alarming sound, like someone had kicked a metal bucket with a stone inside. “You kids need anything?” I was certain that despite looking like she’d spent too many years in the sun sans sunscreen and being run off her feet as a waitress, Charlene wasn’t that much older than us—maybe ten, twelve years.

Nick gave her his Boy Scout grin again. “We’re good, Char.”

“Good, cuz I’m taking a break.”

I watched Nick carefully cut around the shiny orange cheese in his omelette. “On a diet?”

“I’m lactose intolerant,” he explained.

“Why didn’t you ask for it without cheese?”

Nick looked at me like I had gone crazy. “This isn’t the sort of place where they take kindly to alterations.”

“I’m sure Char would make an exception for you, Sunshine. I think someone has a crush.”

“She’s not my type.”

“Too old?” I asked.

Nick ignored me, turning to his fancy leather satchel and retrieving a spiral-bound notebook.

“Is that your Mystery Solving Kit?” I teased.

“Let’s go through the suspects,” Nick said, sidestepping my attempts at levity. “Maybe something will strike a chord with what you’ve found in the journals. Let’s start with David Evans.”

I recalled everything I knew about Ginny’s father. “Kind of a good-time Charlie, famous liar.”

Nick nodded. “Carrying significant debt, had a gambling and a drinking problem, fired from at least one job for taking more than the approved commission. There’s a long list of people who had it out for him for one reason or another.” Nick took a bite of his omelette before continuing. “I also found a witness statement from Ginny’s youth group pastor, who reported that he had spotted Susan Evans with a black eye.”

I swallowed hard, the bacon suddenly losing its salty appeal. “I never heard anything about domestic abuse,” I said.

“Alleged abuse,” Nick said. “Susan never reported it, and there’s no mention of any kind of assault in her own statements, toward her or Ginny.”

“Doesn’t mean it didn’t happen,” I said. “Victims of domestic assault rarely report their abusers.”

“Exactly. And nothing in these reports suggests that the police followed up on the witness statement.”

I shook my head, disgusted—but not surprised—by the system’s failure to protect women. “Are you thinking there was an altercation at home between Ginny and her dad that turned deadly?”

“Worth checking out,” Nick said. “Susan reported that someone had slashed the tires of their family car in May and there were also a series of strange phone calls in the weeks leading up to the disappearance. Mostly hang-ups, heavy breathing, that sort of thing.”

“Could have been a weirdo with a crush on Ginny,” I pointed out.

“Yes, or someone trying to send David a message.”

“Suspect number one, Shady Dad.” I piled the last of my eggs onto a piece of toast soggy with butter. “Next.”

“Kashir Fakhouri, the ex-boyfriend.”

“Isn’t it always the boyfriend?”

Nick shook his head. “I don’t think Kash had it in him.”

I rolled my eyes. “It’s always the unexpected ones. You should know that.”

“I do know that, but he’s not at the top of my list. They dated for all of eleventh grade but broke up the summer before twelfth.”

Nick slid a printout across the table. I recognized the black-and-white image from the news. It was an enlargement of a yearbook photo of Ginny and Kash taken a few months before their breakup, standing under a balloon arch at the semiformal. Ginny was tall, but even in heels, the top of her head just reached his shoulder. She had both arms wrapped around Kash’s middle and her cheek was pressed against his chest, as if she couldn’t squeeze him hard enough. He was looking down at her like he was the luckiest guy in the world, his late nineties heartthrob hair falling artfully across his forehead. The enlargement included the original yearbook caption: “star volleyball player Ginny Evans and main squeeze Kash Fakhouri serving major cuteness.”

“Do you think he passed her a note that said, ‘Do you like me, yes, no, maybe?’” I joked.

“Possibly. He was described as very traditionally romantic.”

I grimaced. “Sounds like code for bad news. Those so-called nice guys who end up joining men’s rights groups because a girl dumped them.”

“You don’t believe in romance?” Nick asked.

“It’s the traditional part that bothers me,” I clarified, sliding the printout back across the table towards him. Nick tucked it back into his Mystery Solving Kit.

“Ah, yes. Drew Benson, always dances to the beat of her own drum.”

“Is that a reference to my occupation?” I asked.

“Just an observation,” Nick said. But he was trying to hide a smile.

“Does the ex-boyfriend have an alibi?” I asked.

“Yes. A number of other kids saw him at a party that night in the woods behind the Merrifields’ farm.”

The Merrifields had five kids, and the woods behind their farm off Rural Route 9 had been prime bush party territory for years. Hazy memories of warm, sour beer, cold hands, and plastic chairs set around makeshift campfires came to mind. In the wake of Ginny’s disappearance, rumors circulated that she had been killed in the woods behind the farm at the party that night. At least one dirtbag had been known to use Ginny’s ghost as an excuse to cuddle up to a tipsy sophomore “for protection.”

“Ah, yes. I know that place well.”

“Wasn’t really my scene,” Nick said.

“God forbid Mr. Valedictorian hobnob with the peasants,” I said.

Nick ignored me and steered us back to Kash. “Multiple people confirmed that Kash was at the party at some point, but no one can confirm the timing.”

“Time is meaningless when you’re drunk,” I said.

“Or stoned.”

“Or both.”

“A witness also reported seeing Ginny in Kash’s car that night sometime between midnight and one a.m.”

“Really?” I didn’t know this part. “It would’ve been dark then. How could they be sure who they saw? How valid is the statement?”

“Pretty valid. The girl matches Ginny’s description, and the car was a white 1993 Honda Civic, which was a match for Kash’s car. Kash denied she was in his car that night, but his recollections were hazy and inconsistent.”

“So Kash kills Ginny, gets rid of the body, and then gets high in the woods with half the senior year?”

It was cold, but not impossible. The world was full of similar stories that fueled an entire true crime industry.

“Technically, the timing would work,” Nick said, but without much conviction.

“And yet you still don’t think it’s him.”

Nick shook his head. “No. The police spent a lot of time trying to make Kash work, but I think they wasted valuable time trying to prove a theory that ultimately didn’t pan out. I want to take another look at the other suspects, see if there’s something they overlooked.”

“So ex-boyfriend, Shady Dad—who’s next?”

“A lot of people think Ginny’s disappearance had to do with her hostessing job,” Nick said.

Now we were entering very familiar territory. “Because of Hannah and the whole saint thing.”

He nodded. “Exactly.”

Up until recently, I, like the public, had believed that Hannah’s prediction involved three clues—lake, saint, and gardenia. The first part of Hannah’s vision that the police latched onto was the lake. Given its proximity to Stanfield, most people thought it was a reference to Pebble Lake, and assumed that’s where Ginny’s body had been dumped—though an extensive search hadn’t turned up a purse, clothing, or any trace of Ginny. When the lake turned out to be a dead end, the police turned their attention to gardenias, investigating anyone with a gardenia bush and even checking out the local florist, to no avail. The clue that got the most attention—and was the most hotly debated among a range of theories by true crime followers—was the saint.

The most popular theory was that it referred to Ginny’s part-time job at Saint Rustique, a dining experience that was considered upscale in Stanfield but would barely register as two stars anywhere else. In Stanfield, referring to the Saint by its full name was the mark of an outsider, or worse, a summer person. The Saint was the only restaurant in town that offered a prix fixe menu, oysters, and champagne. All the waitstaff wore crisp white shirts and black pants or skirts. It was the site of Important Dates, anniversary dinners, and business lunches. I had been there twice—my mother’s fortieth birthday and the rehearsal dinner for the wedding of a friend who had since fully disappeared into parenthood. Working at the Saint was a coveted job, one that promised decent tips and well-behaved customers. Nobody went to the Saint to get wasted. It was too expensive, for one.

“Saint could mean anything,” I said.

“I know,” Nick agreed. “That’s where I was hoping some more context around Hannah’s prediction might come in. According to my research, there are four streets in Stanfield with the word ‘Saint’ in them, two Catholic churches named after saints, the Catholic high school, Saint Catherine’s, and the old Saint Cinnamon, which was in the strip mall by the highway until 2003.”

“Which of all these saint references do you think is the most likely?” I asked.

“If I had to make a guess, I think it’s probably referring to the restaurant,” Nick said. “Ginny spent a lot of time there and would have encountered all sorts of different people. The police report includes witness statements that Ginny had accepted rides from older male customers.”

This was a lot of information to process. I was beginning to feel like I had agreed to a hike that turned out to be all uphill, both ways. “So now what?”

“Now I need to talk to someone who worked with her.” Nick leaned out of the booth, looking up and down the aisle. “Did you save room for dessert?” he asked.

“It’s nine thirty in the morning,” I pointed out. Even for someone as food-motivated as I was, nine thirty was a bit early for dessert.

“Exactly. The pie will be fresh.”

Then again, what was the difference between a fruit-filled Danish and a slice of pie?

“Then yes, I accept your generous offer of dessert.”

Nick rifled through his paperwork and slid a witness statement across the table to me. Under “Witness Name” it said Charlene Wilson.

“Charlene as in—” I mimed pouring coffee.

Nick nodded, grinning.

“And here I was thinking you chose this place because of the charming atmosphere.”

Nick shrugged. “And the pie.”






Chapter 17


When Charlene reappeared, I looked at her in a whole new light, as if realizing I’d been served coffee by a D-list celebrity the whole time and never knew it.

“Can I get you kids anything else?” she asked. “Another coffee? Dessert?”

Nick smiled. “Actually, we wanted to talk with you for a sec.”

Charlene was wary, waiting for the catch. She looked at me. Now that there was an angle, I was her girl. You really couldn’t trust men.

“We’ll buy you a drink,” I offered.

She gave me a withering look. “I’m working.”

“Some pie, then.”

Charlene laughed. “I go home smelling like pie. I dream about pie. You think I want pie?”

“I would never take too much of your time, Char,” Nick promised.

Charlene sat heavily next to me. “You got five minutes, Sunshine.”

“I want to ask you about Ginny Evans,” Nick said.

Charlene exhaled deeply through her nose. She looked like she was reconsidering that drink (or the pie). “Sunshine, that was a whole lifetime ago. I said everything I had to say to the police.”

“Yes, and I have your statement. I just had a few more questions.”

“Is this for the paper?”

“Yes. I’m working on a story.”

Charlene glared at me, as if I had corrupted her favorite customer. “What are you, his secretary?”

“Hannah Mystic was my aunt.”

Charlene’s eyes narrowed as she put two and two together. “The psychic.” She reassessed me, as though she realized she’d been serving a D-list celebrity this whole time and never known it. “Are you like her, in that way?” She wiggled her fingers at me, spellcasting in a 1960s sitcom kind of way.

“Let’s focus on the facts of the case,” Nick said, looking just as uncomfortable as I was.

But despite his valiant efforts to redirect the conversation, Charlene was still looking at me, eyes still narrowed. “Can you see what I’m thinking right now?” she asked.

I said, “You’re thinking you don’t believe in psychics and somehow I’ve roped Nick into this.”

She laughed. “Smart-ass.” She turned to Nick and said, “Okay, Sunshine, what do you want to know?”

“Tell us about Ginny.”

Charlene heaved a world-weary sigh. I wondered how many times she had been asked to talk about Ginny, and if it brought up any feelings of guilt.

“She was a really sweet kid, nice to everyone. A perfect hostess.”

“Did you get along?” Nick asked.

Charlene shrugged. “Sure. We weren’t close or anything. We were about ten years apart, but she was a young seventeen, you know? I had a kid and an ex-husband by then.” She grinned. “First of two.”

“Where are they buried?” I asked.

“Shouldn’t you be telling me that, Little Miss Mystic?” Charlene laughed and then continued. “She was cute, you know? Polite. Always asked about my kid, wanted to know how my day was,” she said, rolling her eyes. “But a girl like that, with no experience, doesn’t always know what she’s getting into. Some men think it means something when you smile at them or laugh at their terrible jokes. They don’t get that we’re paid to be nice.”

“Was she overly familiar with anyone in particular?” Nick asked.

“She was a flirt, yeah, but we all were. Hell, we were encouraged to flirt. It made people want to come back, got us better tips. But Ginny’s problem was she didn’t know what to do when the conversation took a turn.”

Nick frowned. “What kind of turn?”

I knew, as all women do, exactly the kind of turn Charlene was referring to, but I let her explain it.

“You know, a hand on the back of the arm, or some guy asking you when you get off work while his wife is in the bathroom, that sort of thing. She’d get flustered.”

“So you looked out for her?” Nick suggested.

She nodded. “Yeah, a little. She was just so green, you know?”

“In your statement you said that you saw Kash Fakhouri and Ginny argue the week she went missing.”

“That’s the ex, right? Mopey Italian fella?”

“Lebanese,” Nick said.

It was not uncommon for the mostly white population of Stanfield to mistake or have no clue about the ethnicity of its racialized citizens. Progress of all kinds comes slow to small towns. At least Charlene had the decency to look embarrassed.

“I never actually spoke to him. He’d been by a few times. Sort of sullen.” She tapped a point next to her left eye. “A watcher, like he knew she was too good for him but didn’t like the idea of her with anyone else. The day she disappeared he came in, all fired up. Insisted on talking to her outside. She told him she was busy and kept trying to get him to leave, but he started to kick up a bit of a fuss, so they went out to the parking lot.”

“Did you hear what they talked about?”

She shook her head. “Like I told the cops, she was out there for maybe five, ten minutes, nothing long, then came back in and went straight to the staff room. I followed her in, just to make sure she was okay. She was sniffling and fixing her eye makeup in those shit mirrors they put in our lockers. I asked if she was okay and she said yeah, that her ex was being an ass, and I thought that was strong language from her, she was the religious type, little gold cross around her neck and everything, so I knew she was worked up. I told her men are shit.” Charlene smiled brightly at Nick. “Not you, Sunshine. Ginny kind of laughed, but then she said, ‘Not all of them’”

“‘Not all of them,’” Nick repeated.

Charlene nodded. “Yep. That’s what she said. ‘Not all of them.’”

“Did she talk about anyone else?” he asked. “A new boyfriend?”

“No, but I thought that was weird. She said it like she was talking from experience, you know? Like there was one guy who wasn’t an ass out there and she had found him.”

“You told the police there was one guy in particular who they should look at.”

Charlene nodded. “The Silver Bullet.” She had a sour expression, like the words left a bad taste in her mouth.

“Excuse me?” Nick said.

“That’s what we called him, the Silver Bullet. He’d walk in, sit down, and order a silver bullet, meaning a Coors Light.” Charlene snorted. “Like that somehow made ordering it better.”

I couldn’t help myself. “At a French restaurant?”

“French-inspired,” Charlene said, making air quotes with nicotine-stained fingers. “Still. Tacky as hell. He came in once every few weeks. Ginny was his favorite. He asked her all sorts of questions about herself, and she went on and on about school, volleyball, anything that was on her mind.” Charlene shook her head. “For a smart kid she didn’t have a lot of sense, you know?”

“Or,” I said, “she was young enough that she still thought the world was a safe place.”

Charlene laughed. “I think I was about twelve when I learned that wasn’t true. How about you, Little Miss Mystic?” She didn’t wait for an answer. “He gave her a ride, at least once, after work. He must have been waiting for her shift to end. Like I said to the police, I never saw anything between them, he didn’t touch her or get too pushy, but the man was definitely interested. And a good fifteen years older. When a kid like that goes missing, it makes you see people differently.”

“Do you remember his name?” Nick asked.

“No. He was blond. Kind of stocky. Not a looker. Always in pastel polos and these white golfing gloves, like he’d just come from some sort of country club. I don’t know if the police ever checked him out, but I figured since I didn’t see him in handcuffs on the news, he must’ve checked out okay.”

Nick checked his notes. “One last thing. Do you know why Ginny left her shift early that night? She was scheduled until eleven but left just before seven.”

Charlene shook her head. “Nope. She asked someone to cover for her and ducked out. I thought maybe it had to do with the argument with the mopey kid, but I really can’t say.”

Nick smiled gratefully. “Thanks so much, Char. We appreciate your time.”

With some effort, Charlene slid out of the booth. “And I’d appreciate a handsome tip, Sunshine.”

She glanced at me and nodded slightly. “You too, Little Miss Mystic.”

I grimaced at the nickname. “I don’t love that.”

A smile played at the corners of Nick’s mouth. “Really? I think it suits you.”






Chapter 18


I spent the rest of the morning working off my breakfast by slowly, painstakingly scraping the paint from the store window with a razor blade. I hadn’t realized how tall the letters were until I spent two hours with my arms raised above my head, chipping carefully away at them. My arms were sore after fifteen minutes, shaking after thirty, and at the one-hour mark I started to worry about the effects of inhaling teeny-tiny paint particles. George offered to take over, but it felt unfair to burden a part-time employee with a potentially risky and humiliating job. At least it was a perfect October day—bright, breezy, crisp enough to make the tips of your ears tingle and your cheeks rosy, but not so cold that you needed anything more than a sweater or light jacket. The weather brought shoppers downtown, but everyone gave me a wide berth, sometimes crossing the street to avoid interacting with me.

The physical exertion distracted me from the disappointing fact that none of what Nick had shared with me about the case explained what connected me and Ginny Evans, or why Hannah had felt it necessary to keep my name out of the vision she shared with the public. I had never met any of the suspects; I had no meaningful connection to Ginny’s workplace, the Saint. The only place where the Venn diagram of our lives overlapped was the Merrifields’ farm, but the overlap was minuscule—Ginny was a Friday night youth group kind of girl, not a bush party girl like me. Plus, there was no solid evidence that Ginny had ever been to the party that night, just a lot of hearsay from hungover teens. The Six of Cups I pulled to clarify our connection suggested we were bound together by our childhoods. Had we both crossed paths as kids with the person who would abduct her? How did I even begin to cross-reference our early lives?

I was feeling demoralized when I came back inside to discover two texts from Foster.


Shithead: I missed you on the running trail this morning




Shithead: don’t tell me you’ve given up already



I hated how satisfying it felt to be missed. I refused to respond, but that didn’t mean I didn’t think about it. Fortunately, George came through with the perfect distraction.

“Will you read my cards?” they asked. Other than Gigi, George was the only person I occasionally read cards for. “I could really use some direction.” They looked extra doe-eyed today, or maybe it was their stubby pigtails combined with an oversized pair of red coveralls that made them seem young and fresh off a farm somewhere.

“Fine, but only until a customer comes in.”

Neither one of us acknowledged that that was unlikely to occur. I grabbed a demo deck from the display, one that we used to deter customers from opening a new deck. This one was decidedly more New Age than the classic Smith-Rider-Waite deck, the artist using pale watercolors and a late-sixties Age of Aquarius aesthetic to interpret the seventy-eight cards of the deck.

“Carlin and I are”—George floundered for the right word—“taking a break. Again. It was his decision, not mine, but he still texts me every day and yesterday he suggested we go to this concert together. I’m so confused. What is he thinking?”

Even in my limited experience, I knew that being a tarot reader is a lot like being a therapist. Most questions people ask the tarot are about love and work. It would be boring if people themselves weren’t so complex and interesting.

“That does sound confusing, but this reading isn’t about Carlin, it’s about you.”

George nodded and wiped dark blue mascara tears across their cheeks.

“I’m going to pull four cards, one for each question,” I explained. “The first is, What did you get out of the relationship? The second will reveal what the major challenge was in the relationship, third, what’s holding you back from moving on, and lastly, what you should look for in a future partner.”

This was my third time reading for George and the second reading in which they’d wanted to know about Carlin. The last reading had gone a bit off the rails, George insisting that I continue to pull clarifying cards until they got the answer they wanted. I cut them off at ten cards and told them the message was consistent: Carlin was bad news. I wasn’t surprised to hear them ask about Carlin again, though. The cards never change the outcome; people do. Querents looking to confirm their own beliefs are rarely satisfied. It isn’t a problem with the cards; it’s how they are (or aren’t) being received by the querent. It gives me sympathy for therapists, patiently listening as their clients repeat bad habits, despite having all the information and tools to make a better choice.

Hierophant, Five of Wands, Seven of Cups, Knight of Pentacles. As I expected, Carlin remained bad news and George had issues with authority figures and projection. Don’t we all. I explained this, as gently as I could.

“That makes sense, but I think if I could be totally sure that there is absolutely no future for us then I could move on.” George paused, freshly overcome with tears. “It’s the not knowing that’s killing me.”

“Let’s pull one more card. A message from the universe.”

I flipped over the Death card. George inhaled sharply.

“It’s not what you think,” I said quickly.

The most feared card in the tarot deck is Death. I blame the intense imagery—no one wants the grim reaper on a horse trampling all over their hopes and dreams. But Death doesn’t mean an actual, literal death. It’s not a portend of car accidents or a fatal diagnosis or a powerful curse. I tried to explain this to an ashen George.

“In tarot, the Death card means change. It shows up when something is over. It’s an invitation to examine the patterns and relationships in your life and determine what is no longer serving you. But remember that with every ending comes a fresh start. Maybe even something better.”

For George, anything and anyone would be better than Carlin, but I kept that part to myself.

“Death means change,” George repeated.

I nodded. “Yes. It’s a metaphor.”

They let the message sink in, staring glumly at the card, absentmindedly twirling their braided bracelet—tan, black, and white.

“What’s that?” I asked, pointing at it.

George’s face softened. “Something Carlin made for me.” They petted it like it was something precious, or an extension of Carlin.

“Maybe it’s time to stop wearing it,” I said.

George looked stricken. I backpedalled a little.

“You don’t have to get rid of it completely. You could put it in a drawer or somewhere out of sight for a while. Wearing it every day tethers you to the past.”

I felt my own amethyst bracelet burning on my wrist, aware that I was doing the same thing, only I hoped forging a connection with Hannah would be more nourishing than what George refused to give up with the subpar Carlin.

“Yeah. That makes sense.” George looked resigned. I wasn’t surprised by their reaction. Most readings took time to sink in, particularly when the message wasn’t what the querent wanted to hear.

“Death means change,” I repeated. I wrote down a few key words and takeaways from the reading on a pad of paper printed with the moon phases across the top. I tore it off, gave it to George, and wished them luck.

They folded it and slipped it in the kangaroo pocket of their oversized coveralls. “You’re good at this,” they said.

I feigned shock. “Is that a compliment?”

George rolled their eyes. “I mean it. You’re really good at this.”

Pleasure, in the form of warmth, spread across my cheeks. It wasn’t just the compliment—it was enjoyment. I liked doing the reading.

“Thanks, George. Why don’t you cut out early. I don’t think we’re going to see much action today.”

After George left, I flipped the kettle on, made my third cup of tea of the day, and thought about hierophany—the practice of turning an ordinary object into something sacred by imbuing it with personal meaning, like George had done with Carlin’s ratty bracelet, like I was attempting to do with my amethysts, or the whole world had done with Ginny Evans’s locket. An object as storied as Ginny herself.






Chapter 19


During the height of the media storm that circled around the disappearance of Ginny Evans, my parents had gone to great lengths to keep me in the dark. My mother escorted me to and from school, something I found mortifying, to head off any sneaky reporters who had figured out our connection to Hannah and wanted a little background dirt to flesh out their stories. Newspapers were whisked away before I could see the headlines, and dinner was eaten in the kitchen every day at six, conveniently during the evening news hour. I made a few attempts to eavesdrop on the eleven o’clock news from the top of the stairs, but even then, my parents kept the volume so low I couldn’t tell a news report from a Charmin dancing bear commercial.

Fortunately, Gigi’s parents took an entirely different approach, slamming the newspaper on the breakfast table every morning and insisting she read every word aloud so she understood what kind of world we lived in, to always listen to her parents, and to never, ever think about sneaking out of the house because she would definitely be murdered. This aggressive strategy did nothing to deter Gigi’s more questionable activities—including hanging out in the Square after dark and minor acts of vandalism involving a black Sharpie—but it did provide me with a glimpse into what was going on in the case, including key details, like Ginny’s locket.

The locket was something my friends and I latched onto, our thirteen-year-old brains turning it into a symbol of tragedy and love, like Romeo’s dagger, or the ostentatious blue sapphire necklace the old lady so casually dropped into the ocean at the end of Titanic. A gift from Kash, the locket was Ginny’s signature piece, as much a part of her as her blond hair and blue eyes, immortalized forever in her senior picture, taken earlier that year. It had been found, broken open, in Kash’s car, like something from a Christopher Pike novel. My classmate Sarah Hampson, president of the informal Ginny Evans fan club, had firsthand experience with the locket, something that gave her minor celebrity status in our middle school after Ginny’s disappearance.

“I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but she let me try it on once.” Her hand drifted to the hollow of her throat, as if conjuring a tender memory. Ginny used to babysit Sarah, a fact she was constantly reminding us of. Someone asked Sarah what it felt like to wear the locket.

“It was so pretty. I was just so honored that she would let me try it on, you know?”

“Did you get any, like, vibrations?”

I shoved an entire fistful of fries into my mouth and concentrated on chewing, curious and terrified to know what my friends thought about vibrations, or what they would think if they knew about my own glimmers. No one scoffed. There is no believer in the unexplained more fervent than a thirteen-year-old girl.

Sarah considered this, but experiencing a vibration would be akin to something sinful. “No. But it was way before everything, you know?”

The police never said what was inside the locket, leading to wild public speculation that it was something only a handful of people—including Ginny’s abductor—would know. Sarah had been too shy to open it, a fact that drove Gigi crazy (“The whole point of a locket is what’s inside. Who doesn’t open a locket?”). Now, years later, there were entire Reddit threads dedicated to Ginny’s locket and what had been inside, if anything.

I thought about Hannah’s journals, and all her entries about either/or, and honing my own gifts. She’d even made note of some of the strategies she used to help me improve.


Close your eyes and picture the object in your hand, as if you were going to paint it from memory.

Take a deep breath, block out the noise around you. Imagine you’re turning the volume dial on a radio all the way down, and exhale, counting from ten to one.

Imagine your brain is a sink—pull the plug and let the thoughts drain out.

It has to be a significant object, preferably worn close to the body.



I played with Hannah’s bracelet, still encircling my wrist. It hadn’t given me any visions of Hannah, but maybe that’s because it wasn’t significant to her, only to me. Of all the objects I had touched during either/or, only about half of them produced a vision. Hannah told me not to be frustrated, and that not all memories are significant. But Ginny’s locket was the definition of significant—a gift from a loved one, worn close to the body, found discarded in the last place Ginny had been seen alive.

The locket would be ideal. If my glimmers still worked.


Me: where is Ginny’s locket?




Nick: Likely in evidence at the police station.




Me: can we go see it?




Nick: It’s not like a museum.




Me: I need to see it




Nick: Why?

Me: come to Arbuckle’s tonight. I have something to show you.








Chapter 20


If Gigi and her late husband Jamie were a place, Arbuckle’s was it. Inside, it looked as if a punk band was squatting in the ancestral home of a Scottish laird: a cozy refuge with dark wood, golden lighting, and forest-green walls displaying Gigi’s collection of original show posters from her favorite bands—Bikini Kill, Hole, Babes in Toyland—in all their neon, screen-printed, expletive-laden glory. It was unexpected, but just like the couple who built it, somehow it all made sense.

When I showed up the place was buzzing, almost every table full. I nabbed a seat at the bar and marveled how in a room of almost fifty people, I didn’t recognize a soul. Many of them looked to be around my age, but they were newcomers, people who had found their way to this freckle of a town in the past fifteen years. It was a reminder that times changed, people moved on, and even towns like Stanfield could evolve.

When Gigi told me she was moving home to run a bar with her fiancé, I kept all my “buts” to myself: but you hate Stanfield, but you swore you’d never work in the service industry, but you’ve never had a serious boyfriend before, but Jamie’s only ever lived in the city. They rented the corner space in a strip mall at the edge of town, sharing the location with a pizza place and a hardware store. Downtown Stanfield—a whole six-minute drive away!—was more picturesque, but here Arbuckle’s could draw on all the people moving into the new housing going up on that side of town and the odd cottager looking for a break on the way up north. Not to mention the fuming couple who needed a beer to calm down after fighting at the hardware store. Arbuckle’s had a modest food menu but an impressive selection of craft beers and a few signature cocktails. Gigi had also begun experimenting with her own bitters, with an eye to bottling and selling them eventually.

“Stanfield is a ‘nuts at the bar’ kind of place,” I warned her, “not a cocktail town.”

“Yet,” she insisted.

But when I looked around the room that night, I saw quite a few people sipping the evening’s signature drink from large mason jars and decided to order one myself. It was cold, sparkling, and had a bite of fresh ginger.

“Wow, what do you call this?” I asked.

“It’s a Stanfield Mule,” she said. “My twist on a Moscow Mule.”

I frowned. “We can do better than that.”

Gigi crossed her arms and glared. “Okay, then. Let’s hear them.”

“The Gong Show.”

“Absolutely not.”

“Ginger Rogers.”

Gigi made a point of looking out at the bar, full of men in flannels and ball caps and women in puffy vests and messy buns. “Wrong crowd.”

I sighed. “Fine.”

Suddenly Gigi’s scowl deepened into something more threatening. “Shithead at six o’clock.”

I stiffened and whipped around to see Foster Banks ambling toward a corner table in jeans and a black-and-white band T-shirt partly obscured by a half-zipped dark gray hoodie.

I lowered my voice, as if he could hear me from halfway across the room. “What is he doing here?”

“Drinking, I assume,” Gigi said. “Do you want me to spit in his beer?”

I swiveled away from the crowd, instead focusing on the chalkboard hanging behind the bar, this month’s local draft beers written in Gigi’s anarchic scrawl. “Who is he with?” I asked.

“Just some dudes.” Gigi’s scowl softened into a smirk. “Speaking of which, your date just arrived.”

Nick appeared next to me, freshly pressed as ever, this time in tan cords and a matching tan sweater fitted closely over a blue shirt. Not exactly bar attire. Did the man even own a T-shirt? I tried not to think about how Foster wore the shit out of a black tee.

Gigi turned on her bartender’s face, which was thirty percent less intimidating than her regular face. “Obi. What can I get you?”

Nick smiled but looked nervous. Gigi had that effect on people. “Great place you got here. Do you have a lager?”

“Do I have a lager?” Gigi repeated, in a tone that could frost glass.

Nick shrank a little. “I’ll take whatever’s local.”

After she had safely stomped away, Nick asked, “Why does someone who owns a bar that is packed on a weeknight look so miserable?”

“It’s trivia night,” I explained.

Nick brightened. “I love trivia!”

I groaned. “I should’ve known you’d be a trivia guy.”

“I am especially good at geography and Olympics.”

“Not chemistry?” I quipped.

Before he could respond, Gigi returned, sliding a tall glass of golden lager across the bespoke countertop, a riot of concert ticket stubs collaged and then coated in a few layers of protective lacquer. Nick thanked her politely for the drink.

She rolled her eyes. “It’s not a favor, Obi, it’s my job,” she said.

After a careful sip, he took in my hunched shoulders and laser focus on the beer menu. “You’re acting weird,” he observed.

“I’m not,” I insisted, holding myself very still, hoping that Nick was blocking me from Foster’s view.

Behind his Clark Kent glasses, his reporter’s eyes narrowed. “You are. Like you’re hiding from someone.”

He craned his neck, casing the room for suspects. “Who is it?”

“It’s nobody,” I said, just as my phone pinged.


Shithead: didn’t take you for a trivia nerd

Shithead: you’re full of surprises



“Is that him?” Nick’s smile grew. He was enjoying this. “It’s a him, isn’t it,” he said, more statement than question.

Before I could change the subject, I smelled a familiar scent—expensive leather with a hint of smoke. It sent all my senses into high alert, like a rabbit sensing danger. I had just enough time to brace myself before Foster leaned in.

“Benson, I thought it was you.”

I swiveled my seat toward Foster with as much dignity as was possible on a barstool, my feet dangling inches above the floor. I tried to think of something clever to say, but Foster had the uncanny ability to look at you like you were already naked and he was enjoying the view. Faced with his dark eyes and knowing smirk, all that came out was “Foster.”

“Not quite so flushed as the last time I saw you.”

I was flushing now, this time with embarrassment.

“And you’re here with Obi,” he said, nodding at a stone-faced Nick. “Good to see you, man, it’s been a while. What brings you two kids to the bar on a weeknight?”

“Work,” I said just as Nick said, “Catching up.”

Foster’s smile spread like an oil slick. “Catching up on work,” he said. “Same.”

Gigi appeared like a vengeful guardian angel. “Banks! Either place an order or go back to your bros. Your cheap-ass cologne is stinking up the bar.”

Foster ordered a round of drinks and Gigi banished him to his table as quickly as was professionally appropriate. Frazzled, I downed the rest of my yet-to-be-renamed Stanfield Mule so quickly that the ginger burned my nose and throat.

“I’m sorry if Foster got the wrong impression about us,” Nick said.

“And what impression might that be?”

“That we’re on a date.”

I was hurt by how horrified Nick looked at the idea of us on a date. “Right. Because that would be too hard to believe.”

“Drew—”

“No, no, I get it. You’re clearly appalled at the idea. What would a big-city reporter see in the deadbeat who runs the local crystal shop?”

I hated how petulant I sounded, as if the alcohol, Foster’s knowing smirk, the very Stanfieldness of it all had brought out the wounded teenager in me.

“I don’t think you’re a deadbeat, Drew. I never did.” Nick’s features softened so much I almost believed him.

“You weren’t impressed with me in high school,” I reminded him.

“Actually I was scared of you,” he admitted.

A little part of me was delighted at this revelation, even if I found it hard to believe. “Oh, please. More like scared I would ruin your grade.” I swirled the dregs of my Stanfield Mule and downed it in one go.

“No, I was scared you would think I was a dork. You and Gigi were this terrifying, impenetrable duo—too cool for anything or anyone.”

I slid my empty mason jar across the bar, hoping Gigi would notice it and come by for another round. “I’m not sure if I should feel flattered or like an asshole.”

“Definitely flattered.”

“Most of it was an act,” I confessed. “At least the not-caring part. We pretended not to care so people didn’t know how much we cared. That way kids like you, who seemed to do everything right, couldn’t get to us.”

Nick gazed pensively into his beer, as if the words he was looking for were swirling around in the glass. “Do you know why people call me Obi?”

I realized I didn’t know, not for sure. “Isn’t it a Star Wars thing? Like Obi-Wan Kenobi?”

“No. It’s Obi as in Oberon, king of the fairies.”

Nick was watching me carefully, waiting for me to pick up on what he wasn’t saying.

“Am I supposed to know who that is?”

Nick looked pained at my ignorance. “Remember back in eighth grade, when we went to the Stratford Festival to see A Midsummer Night’s Dream?” He took a big swig of his beer. “Are you going to make me spell it out? King of the fairies?”

Suddenly it clicked. “Wait, are you trying to tell me that you’re gay?”

He nodded. “I am.”

“Oh. Oh.” Never once had I questioned Nick’s sexuality. Back then I thought he was a bit prudish, then I thought he considered himself too good for someone like me, a mediocre student who wrote suggestive lyrics in the margins of her textbooks. “I had no idea,” I said.

Nick smiled ruefully. “In a way, that’s kind of flattering. It means I was doing a good job keeping everything under wraps.” He shrugged. “Maybe I was a better actor than I thought.”

“I thought you were just an uptight asshole.”

“No, just a closet case trying to keep a secret in a small town.”

“Shit. I’m sorry I called you Obi all that time.” I thought about the hundreds of times people had called him Obi over the years, and how each time it must have stung—death by a thousand cuts. “And that I keep doing it. I truly thought it was a Star Wars thing.”

“Most people did. I leaned into that connection pretty hard—I don’t even like the franchise, I’m more of a Star Trek guy—but it proved to be a good cover. The worst part was, those homophobic kids were right. They knew something about me that even I wasn’t willing to admit.”

I was touched by Nick’s revelation. It made it slightly easier to share what I’d kept hidden all those years. I shifted on my less-than-comfortable barstool. “I know a little something about that. It’s why I asked you here tonight.”

Nick looked puzzled. “I thought we were here to discuss the locket.”

“It’s about why I want to see the locket.”

I paused. Hannah used to say that people believe in the power of prayer and spells because they believe in the power of words. “Remember,” she’d tell me, “once something is said aloud, it can’t be unspoken.” My stomach trembled. I felt like the Fool, with one toe curled over the edge of a cliff. But all leaps require faith, as Hannah would say, so I swallowed my nerves and leaped.

“I want to see if I can get a glimmer from it.”






Chapter 21


The word hung in the air between us, intangible but as powerful as the yeasty scent of beer coming from the taps. Nick was doing a good impression of a sympathetic listener, but his innate skepticism made itself known in the wrinkle between his brows and a slight downturn of his mouth.

“What do you mean by glimmer?” he asked.

I tried to keep my tone as casual as possible. “It’s like a reading, but not a full reading, it’s more of a … glimmer.” Inwardly I cringed, aware of how pathetic I sounded.

“When you say reading, you mean…”

My cheeks were burning. “A psychic reading, yes.”

“Does this mean you’re a psychic?” To his credit, Nick kept his tone neutral. We were both doing a great job pretending to be very cool and extremely casual.

Hearing it aloud did funny things to my pulse. “Yes and no.”

Nick frowned. “What does that mean?”

“Yes, I have some degree of psychic ability, but no, I’m not professionally, or all that actively, a psychic.”

Nick was quiet. He reminded me of the Eight of Pentacles, a salt-of-the-earth card that suggested dedication, hard work, and the logical progression of things—not someone given to whimsy or flights of fantasy. I wasn’t sure he had the time or patience for the illogical or inexplicable.

“It’s not uncommon for the ability to run in families,” I added.

“Not uncommon?” Nick shook his head, as if he was hearing things incorrectly. “Everything about this is uncommon. Why are you telling me this now?”

“There’s a chance I could help the investigation.” Nick opened his mouth to protest but I carried on. “I know this isn’t your thing, and that you don’t believe in Hannah’s vision. The only reason you’re even considering the journals is because you have nothing else to go on. But what if I can prove to you that I’m telling the truth?”

“How?”

“I want you to give me something to hold. Something of personal significance.”

“I don’t know…” He swiveled on his stool and looked around the room, as if worried someone would catch him participating in a satanic ritual. No one was looking at us, not even Foster. Not that I wanted him to pay me any attention.

“You’re a reporter! At the very least, aren’t you curious? Wouldn’t you rather know for sure?”

“Fine.” Nick reached into his pocket, pulled out his keys, and began working off the keychain.

Doubt nibbled at my conviction. A smarter person, someone who valued process and preparation—someone like Nick—would have practiced before claiming to do the impossible. The last time it had worked I had been a kid. What if my glimmers were one of those abilities that weakened without practice, like playing the piano or tennis?

Nick handed over the keychain. It was made of weathered brown leather, cut in the shape of a vintage motel key tag, with wording and what looked like the image of canoe paddles embossed in gold that had flaked off in some places. I swallowed my panic, tangy as the fresh ginger in Gigi’s Stanfield Mules.

“Temagami,” I read aloud. “This is up north, right?”

Nick hesitated. “How does it work?”

I fingered the edges of the keychain, rubbed soft by age and use. “To be honest, I don’t know if it’ll work at all, but I want to try. I’ll hold it, concentrate, and wait for the glimmer to appear.”

“And then what, you can see into the past?”

“Yes, or a memory of the past, but it can be hard to hold on to it. The moment everything clicks it dissipates.”

I really should have practiced. I had never done it in front of anyone other than Hannah, and she had been a more receptive audience. I recalled her instructions, repeated in her journals. First, I blew out all the air in my lungs, took a deep breath, and closed my eyes, letting the white noise of the bar wash over me—the swell of voices and laughter, the clink of glasses, and underneath it all, the fuzzy electronic beat of an eighties playlist. I imagined my mind was a sink and let all my thoughts swirl down the drain. Finally, I closed my fist around the keychain and recalled every little detail in my mind. As I did, the sounds of the bar faded, drowned out by new sounds—someone strumming a few simple chords on an acoustic guitar, the pop of wood in a fire, and laughter. The smells of a bonfire, damp grass, and lake started to flood my senses until everything felt so real I was compelled to open my eyes.

I was no longer in Gigi’s bar. Instead of trivia players, I was surrounded by inky darkness and the spicy scent of pine. I waited for my eyes to adjust fully, terrified that the glimmer would disappear. I was outdoors, near a circle of logs positioned close to a firepit. Not far off, I could see a full moon reflected on a still lake, creating a long silver finger pointing across the water toward the scene.

“Hey, Nick—think fast!”

I turned toward the voice to see someone toss something in my direction. My hand reached out to catch it, but it wasn’t my hand—it was someone else’s, maybe Nick’s? I felt a little woozy and felt the edges of my vision start to blur. No, no, no, I thought, stay here. I tried to ground myself in the reality of the vision—the cool, damp air settling pleasantly on my face, crickets singing in the shadowy woods. This must be Temagami, I thought. Stay in Temagami.

I felt a light sting in my palm as I caught the object, which I realized was the very same keychain, only it appeared to be brand new. The leather was stiff, the edges smooth and unfrayed, and the lettering, when held to the firelight, unblemished.

“What do you think?”

I looked up as the figure walked toward me. Painted in blue shadows, he was hard to distinguish at first. But as he came closer, I saw he was in his early twenties, with a five-o’clock shadow and floppy dark hair held off a high forehead with a knotted bandana. He walked with a slight stoop to his shoulders, as if he was self-conscious about his height.

“I got one for all of us, something to remember the summer by.”

The young man smiled, and I saw a flash of the same kid, a few years younger, gazing up at Ginny Evans with the same smile, in their famous yearbook photo.






Chapter 22


I gasped as if I had emerged from cold water. “Kash gave you this?” I said.

The campsite was gone, replaced by the drone of someone reading trivia questions into a microphone while a roomful of nerds whispered urgently to each other, trying to settle on the answers.

Nick stared at me, pale. “How did you know that? How could you possibly know that?”

For a moment I was speechless. It had worked! I looked at the keychain, still curled in my hand. I had been squeezing it so hard that it had pressed deep lines into my palm. Such a simple, innocuous object, but it changed everything. My secret abilities had been lying dormant, like those cicadas who burrowed into the earth only to emerge singing seventeen years later. My glimmers were real—Nick’s reaction confirmed that. For a moment I was there, at that campsite, a place I had never been. But Nick had—with Kash Fakhouri. Kash! The police’s number one suspect in Ginny’s disappearance. My shock morphed into something closer to betrayal. “How come you never mentioned you were friends with Kash?”

Nick took a fortifying drink of his lager. “You’re psychic,” he said, with the same blasé tone a cashier might say “Your card’s been declined.” There was no doubt about what I had seen, what I was able to do. I was psychic. And now someone—other than Hannah—knew. My insides were jangling, as if I had been running for miles and come to an abrupt stop. I wasn’t sure if it was the after-effect of the glimmer or because I had finally stepped out of the psychic closet and was teetering on the precipice of something new.

“What exactly did you see?” Nick asked.

I described to a very wide-eyed Nick the fire, the campsite, and Kash tossing him the keychain.

“That’s unbelievable,” he said.

“Why didn’t you tell me you had a connection to him? Is that what your story is about? Exonerating Kash? What happened to justice for Ginny and Hannah?”

“I didn’t mention it because it’s not relevant,” Nick insisted. “We’re not friends. I haven’t seen him since I was eighteen.”

“But you knew him.”

“We spent a summer working canoe trips together in Temagami. I didn’t realize who he was at first. He goes by his middle name now. But there was something about him I couldn’t put my finger on. Then we got to talking, I said I was from Stanfield, I saw his face fall, and I knew.”

“Did you talk about what happened?”

Nick shook his head. “Not at first. I waited for him to bring it up. And then one night, after the campers were asleep, he just started talking. Something about being out there under the stars around the campfire makes you want to divulge, share your truth.”

“I wouldn’t know. I’m more of a cottage person,” I quipped.

Nick rolled his eyes at me, then continued. “It felt like he’d been waiting to talk about it for ages.” He shook his head. “People were awful to him, Drew. To his whole family. They stalked them in the aisles at the supermarket, yelled at them on the street, and called their home at all hours of the day and night. They even made threats against his younger sister. The Fakhouris were essentially run out of town.”

I had spent so much time thinking about how unfair people were to Hannah that I barely considered what Kash and his family had been through. How many people had suffered because of this case?

Nick looked into the depths of his empty beer glass. “People saw Kash as the villain, not the scared teenager who’d just lost his high school sweetheart.”

“Did he tell you anything about the night she went missing?”

“He was torn up about how the last time he saw her, they’d argued. It was his little sister’s birthday that weekend and he wanted Ginny to drop by. Apparently she really loved Ginny, and it would’ve meant a lot to her. Ginny got upset, said that Kash was trying to manipulate her by bringing up his sister, and that it didn’t make sense for her to go to the party since they weren’t together anymore.”

“That must be the argument Charlene saw them having at the Saint.”

Nick nodded. “I think so. After, he drove around, trying to calm down, got some alcohol, then went to the party. He said the rest of the night is hazy—he got pretty drunk. His parents were furious with him for driving home and took away his car keys for a month.” He sighed. “It matches his police statement. For the record, I don’t think it was him. He was sad, scared, and hurt, but he wasn’t guilty.”

“Are you still in touch?”

“No. It was just that one summer, but that conversation has stuck with me ever since. Everything about this case stuck with me. I thought about how badly the media treated everyone, and I swore I would never be that kind of reporter. So yes—in a way, I’m doing this for Kash, but I’m also doing it for Ginny, for Hannah, for everyone involved.”

Nick held his hand out for the keychain and looked down at it briefly before putting it back in his pocket. “That’s why I keep this. As a reminder of that conversation, and of the kind of reporter I want to be.”

“Isn’t your relationship a conflict of interest for someone investigating the case?”

Nick’s lip twitched. “No more than being the niece of Hannah Mystic.”

“But I’m not actively investigating the case,” I pointed out.

He narrowed his eyes at me. “It feels like you are.”

“Because you asked me to!”

“I asked to see the journals. Those are physical objects, with potentially credible details—something that can hold up to examination.”

“Credible details that came from Hannah’s visions. I could be useful to you.”

“Like how Hannah was useful to the police?”

I felt like I was onstage and had forgotten my lines. Nick was right— I was following in Hannah’s footsteps, offering intangible, esoteric assistance in Ginny’s case. I didn’t want the public spotlight, but I couldn’t walk away now. Not with my name ticking away in Hannah’s journal like the telltale heart. For a second I almost told Nick about finding my name in the journal, alongside Hannah’s other visions, but I wasn’t ready yet. It was too much, too soon for his practical reporter’s brain.

“Maybe I can point you in the right direction,” I suggested. “I can be an unidentified source, a ‘behind the scenes’ kind of psychic.”

Nick ran his hands through his hair, as though the idea of working with a psychic made him physically uncomfortable. I liked him a little rumpled—it made him more relatable.

Gigi reappeared, the angel of timing and alcohol, with a fresh round for both of us. “I recommend you settle up now,” she said, “before trivia ends and everyone wants to pay at once.”

We slid our cards across the bar and paid in thoughtful silence. Gigi kept giving me What is going on? glances, but I pretended not to see them.

When she was gone, Nick turned back to me. “Do you really think you’ll get a glimmer by holding Ginny’s locket?” he asked, his reporter’s curiosity apparently overcoming his initial skepticism.

Before tonight I would have put my odds at fifty-fifty. But now that I knew I still had the ability—that it hadn’t disappeared but had lain dormant all this time—I was feeling recklessly optimistic. I tilted my fresh cocktail toward him.

“We won’t know until we try.”

We clinked.






Chapter 23


The next day I told George I had a lunch appointment and absented myself for an adventure to the Stanfield Police Station. Nick’s car was spotless and smelled like trees and new leather. Impressive, for a ten-year-old Ford Taurus. As I buckled in, I could barely hear myself think over the monotonous drone of an audiobook narrator.

“What are you listening to?” I asked, turning the volume down.

“In Cold Blood.”

“For inspiration?” I quipped.

“I like listening to audiobooks in the car,” he said. “There’s something about the cadence of the narration that soothes me.”

“Not me. I’m all about the car jams.”

I fiddled with the radio, looking for something poppy and upbeat, the kind of highly produced pop song that would turn Gigi’s hair white, to match my mood. “Is it wrong to admit that I’m excited about handling a missing girl’s necklace?” I said.

“It’s not something I would share widely,” Nick said dryly. “Plus, I encourage you to keep your expectations low. We don’t know for sure that they’ll let us see it. You can’t just walk off the street and request to see evidence.”

“Even if you’re a big-shot reporter?”

“Especially if you’re a reporter. The police don’t like it when we go digging in their backyard.”

“Did any of the notes in your mystery kit say what was in the locket?”

“The police report said it was empty,” Nick confirmed.

“Huh. In the news they made it sound like whatever was inside was important.”

“None of the statements mentioned anything about what was inside. If her friends or family knew, they didn’t mention it.”

Something felt off. Like Gigi said, what’s the point of a locket if you weren’t going to keep something inside? “Did Kash mention the locket in your fireside chat?”

“It never came up. At the time I wouldn’t have known to ask. What do teenage girls usually put in lockets?”

I snorted. “Don’t look at me. I’ve never been a locket kind of girl.”

“If you were to guess?”

“Oh, I don’t know. A lock of my beloved’s hair that I snipped while they were sleeping? Just the tiniest bit of cocaine?”

Nick gave an exaggerated sigh. “Let me clarify. If you were Ginny, what would you put in the locket your boyfriend gave you?”

“His picture on one side, mine on the other.”

Nick smiled. “Traditionally romantic.”

I nodded. “Exactly.”

“Except there were no pictures on either side,” Nick said.



The Stanfield Police Station was proof that linoleum and fluorescent overhead lighting didn’t age well. It smelled like burned coffee and looked like a time capsule from the late eighties, when brown and manila were the height of office chic. Even the people looked frozen in time—the middle-aged woman sitting at the front desk had stiff mall bangs and frosted pink lips and the officers not in uniform wore white running shoes with shapeless jeans.

Nick leaned over the desk and made eye contact with Mall Bangs. “My name is Nicholas Campbell and I had made a request to view evidence related to a story I’m working on.”

Mall Bangs smiled. “Yes, I remember the request. Let me just see if there’s someone you can speak to.” She picked up the phone with shiny pink nails that looked like an exact match for her lipstick, but before it connected, a familiar figure sauntered over. Officer Cobb—the cop that had been involved in Ginny’s case from day one.

“I’ll take this, Donna.” The buttons on Cobb’s uniform shirt strained against a solid beer belly twenty years in the making. His hair was long gone, which made him look even more like the nickname Gigi and I had once given him—Officer Knob.

He was only twenty-four when Ginny disappeared and less than a year into the job. Many people thought the case was beyond a green small-town cop like him. When people started to ask questions about police procedure, he was rash and defensive, a combination of traits that should have eliminated him from policework to begin with. When the provincial police stepped in, Cobb was relegated to paperwork, and could often be found in Lucky’s, widely considered to be the cop bar in town, mouthing off about the case and the feds and “that nutcase” Hannah Mystic.

Nick gave Knob his professional smile and a firm handshake. “Good morning, Officer. My name is Nick Campbell. I submitted a formal request to view evidence from a case.”

Knob smiled, but it was an ugly expression, full of malice. A queasy feeling spread through my body as he turned to address the station in a loud, phlegmy voice. “Look who it is, boys! The hero reporter who’s going to solve the Ginny Evans case twenty years later!”

Donna caught my eye and grimaced, the international female signal of I know this guy’s an asshole but I’m not paid enough to do anything about it. The world was full of these women, receptionists and assistants who answered phones, took messages, fetched coffee, and put up with daily bullshit for much less money than they deserved.

“I’ll leave the investigation to the professionals,” Nick said with convincing earnestness. “My story is intended to be more of a retrospective. After some time, stories like this can convince people to come out of the woodwork.”

“You know what else comes out of woodwork? Termites.” Knob laughed at his own insensible joke.

“There are other channels I can use,” Nick said coolly.

I winced internally as Knob registered this statement as a threat and drew himself up to his full height, nostrils flaring. He jabbed his thumb in my direction. “And who is this, your lawyer?”

Nick hesitated, aware that my revealing my identity would be the nail in the coffin of our request. But I was tired of Knob’s attitude and relished the idea of what my name might do to his blood pressure.

I cleared my throat and said loudly, “I’m Drew Benson.”

Knob’s neck turned red and a tiny muscle near his left eye twitched. “The mystic’s kid?”

“Niece.”

He leaned close and jabbed his finger on the desk, scattering a pile of papers that Donna scrambled to retrieve from the floor. “Get out. Both of you. I don’t want to see you here again. Understood?” He turned on his heel and stalked back to the bowels of the station.

“What a pleasant experience,” I said. “I see some people never change.”

“It was a long shot anyway,” Nick said. Then, to Donna, “Thank you for your help.”

“Wait just one second,” she said.

We watched as she picked up the phone, made a few hushed inquiries, then stood and said, “Follow me, please.”






Chapter 24


Nick and I followed Donna through the station to a windowless room with a metal table and two utilitarian chairs that had not been built for comfort. The room’s aggressive blandness felt intentional. I wondered how many people had confessed their transgressions solely to avoid dying of boredom.

On the table were two pairs of disposable gloves and what looked like an oversized ziplock bag. My heart stumbled as I made out the shape of a locket inside.

“Is that—”

Donna put a finger to her lips, cutting me off before I could say anything incriminating. Or maybe the room was bugged. Then she smiled brightly and said, in a raised voice, “I’m going to freshen up. I’ll be back in five minutes.” Then, dropping her voice so only Nick and I could hear, she added, “Please use the gloves, and take them with you when you go.”

“Thank you,” I said just as Nick asked, “Why are you doing this for us?”

Donna looked quizzically at me. “I assume you have the same abilities as your aunt, and that’s why you want to see the locket?”

Suddenly there wasn’t enough air in the room. Nick being in on my secret was one thing, but a complete stranger, one who worked with the police, made me feel lightheaded.

Donna noticed my discomfort, and stepped aside to close the door. “I knew your aunt,” she told me. “I used to go see her, once or twice a year.”

I understood the implication, that these were not social but professional encounters.

“She helped me see some patterns in my life that I was able to break. I’m not sure that I would’ve been able to do that without her.” Donna looked contrite. “It was horrible, how she was blamed for everything. I didn’t do much then, but if this helps”—she gestured at the evidence on the table—“well then, that’s something.”

I found it hard to swallow, but by the time I could bring myself to say thank you, she had left.

“Are you good?” Nick asked.

I nodded, but not too vigorously, not wanting the tears that had gathered in my eyes to run all over my cheeks. Nick looked away quickly and adjusted his glasses, perhaps unsure how to handle a weepy mess like me. I dabbed at my eyes with the back of my sleeve. “I’m fine. Let’s do this.”

Nick swept his arm toward the table in an “after you” gesture. I perched on the edge of one of the metal chairs, pulled on the blue gloves that felt like the inside of balloons, and moved to open the bag, my hands a little shaky.

I was about to touch a piece of history.

Ginny Evans’s locket was as legendary to me as the Holy Grail or the Mandalorian. I thought briefly of my middle school nemesis and Ginny Evans fan Sarah Hampson, describing in great detail to anyone who’d listen about how she had once worn the locket. I was about to create my own locket story, one that made hers sound like a TV Guide description of the real thing. I wondered where Sarah Hampson was now, and if she still thought about Ginny.

Focus, Drew.

I tipped the bag and let the locket spill into my hand. It was heart-shaped, some kind of metal alloy that definitely wasn’t silver. With no one to polish it, real silver would have tarnished by now, but the locket was still shiny all these years later. There were rumors that it was a family heirloom or that Kash had spent some of his tuition money on it, but it looked like something you could buy for $29.99 from the mall, one step above the BFF puzzle piece necklaces that broke in two. I had suggested to Gigi once that we get matching necklaces, and she’d said, “If you really loved me, you would have suggested matching tattoos.”

I had never seen the locket up close before. It was engraved with an elaborate floral motif of curling vines, leaves, even a butterfly. In Ginny’s senior year photo, the one widely shared in the media, it was too small to make out any distinguishing details. Examining it now, I spied a tiny flower etched near the point of the heart, almost lost among the leaves. It had many petals, like a rose.

Or a gardenia.

Heart racing, I asked Nick, “Do you know what a gardenia looks like?”

Nick’s eyes widened. “You don’t think—”

“Look it up.”

Nick tapped at his phone. I watched the color drain from his cheeks and I knew before he showed me the screen that the flower etched into Ginny’s locket was the same one my aunt had named in her prediction—gardenia.

“I knew it,” I said. “It proves the locket is significant!”

“They’re very similar,” Nick conceded. “It’s so tiny, it would have been easy for the police to miss it.”

We both stared at the locket as if it was Pandora’s box, hiding secrets that could reshape everything we knew about Ginny and the case. I took a few steadying breaths. If I had any hope of getting a glimmer, I needed to be a lot calmer, with a clear mind. There was so much I didn’t understand about the mechanics of psychometry. Maybe it had something to do with thermodynamics and energy. Nick’s keychain was something he carried with him all the time, a memento from a specific time and place. A summer—and a conversation—that had struck him so deeply he was back home investigating the case years later. But the locket had been sealed away in plastic, in a box, in a cabinet somewhere in the bowels of this manila hell. Maybe whatever energy or memories it had were long gone.

But I had to try. I closed my hand over the locket, shut my eyes, and on a long exhale imagined the room, Knob, even Nick swirling away like water down a drain. It was quieter here than it had been at Arbuckle’s, and I missed the white noise, which made it easier to slip into the mental place I needed to be to focus. I concentrated on trying to recall in as much detail as possible what the locket looked like—the size of a quarter, a butterfly resting on a vine, the tiny gardenia nestled among the leaves, a few scratch marks on the back near the clasp where someone—Ginny?—must have struggled to open it.

I pictured unhooking the clasp and reaching my arms behind my neck to rehook it, letting the locket settle just below the hollow of my throat, exactly where it winked out at the world from Ginny’s photo shared across TV networks and newspapers. I could feel the light weight of the chain and the smooth coolness of the locket against my skin. I took a deep breath and opened my eyes.

Gone were the sad beige walls, stark furniture, and aggressive fluorescent lighting of the police station. Instead, I found myself looking into a mirror.

But the face looking back at me wasn’t my own.

I stifled the gasp in my throat and gazed back at the reflection, afraid of scaring away the vision.

A teenage girl stared back at me, thin cheeks, a rash of acne on her chin and forehead, blond hair scraped back off her head with one of those plastic accordion hair bands girls wore in the late nineties. She was wearing a tank top in orange, blue, and yellow stripes with flimsy spaghetti straps.

I recognized the face from old photos and tearful pleas to the media. It was Ginny’s best friend, Amanda MacKinnon.









PART III
The Eight of Swords




The key to the suit of Swords is to remember the greatest wounds are often self-inflicted.

—from the journals of Hannah Mystic











Chapter 25


Our exodus from the police station was a blur. I was too stunned for any niceties and let Nick handle the thank-yous and goodbyes, thankful for his firm grip on my elbow steering me out of the cloying heat of the station and into the bracing October air. I felt my cell phone buzzing before Nick could start the car. My heart dropped when I saw who was calling. I was still shaken by my vision and not in the mood for conversation, but not answering the call would be worse for me.

“Mom, what’s up?”

“Just checking in on my favorite daughter.” Her tone was suspiciously breezy.

“I’m your only daughter,” I pointed out.

“Where are you?” she demanded.

I resisted the urge to scrunch down in my seat, out of sight, as if someone was watching me right now. “With a friend.”

“Is this friend a felon? Or a police officer?”

Nick looked at me, amused. Even through a tiny phone speaker, Caroline Benson’s voice came through loud and clear. I breathed in deeply through my nose and told myself to remain calm and breezy.

“Not that I know of.”

“Then why were you spotted at the police station?”

“If I really was your favorite daughter, you wouldn’t hire people to spy on me.”

“You didn’t answer the question.”

“I told you, I’m with a friend.”

“Did that friend need bail?” she said lightly.

“I’m really not at liberty to say.”

“So what were you doing there?”

I did some quick thinking. “Someone left a message in paint on the store window, and I wanted to report it.”

Nick’s eyebrows inched up toward his hairline. When you’re telling a lie, it’s important to tell a reasonable and traceable one.

“What kind of message?”

I repeated my standard line. “Just kids’ stuff, more of a nuisance than anything.”

“That place is more trouble than it’s worth. If you sell you could make a small fortune.”

“You’ve said this many times, Mother.”

“And I’ll continue to say it until it registers. Have you thought about what you’re going to wear to your father’s retirement party?”

“It isn’t a costume party?”

Mom neither laughed nor acknowledged that a joke had been made. Instead, she ended our conversation with a clear directive. “Wear a dress.”

I buried my phone deep in my purse, like I was punishing it. Nick was smirking.

“Sorry, my mom is intense.”

“So is mine. Why do you think I insisted on meeting at Gruen’s?”

Now I was smiling, too. “I know how much you like the pie.”

“That, plus at home, my mom would never stop hovering, offering us everything in the fridge.”

“That’s actually very appealing.”

“She’d also insist on being involved in the investigation.”

“Like me?”

“She doesn’t have your skill set.”

I wanted to say something light and funny, but no jokes came—I was pleasantly thrown by Nick referring to my glimmers as a skill set. Before the awkwardness could get too stifling, he cleared his throat and got back to business.

“So. The locket. Why would it want you to see Amanda?”

“The locket doesn’t want anything, Nick,” I grumbled. “It’s not a sentient being.” I was suddenly ravenous. Maybe my appetite had something to do with the glimmers. Last night, after getting a glimmer from Nick’s keychain, I had gone home absolutely starving and devoured an entire sleeve of saltines. There was still so much to learn about my “skill set.”

“I don’t know how these glimmers of yours work. How do you explain what you saw?”

“I can’t, not yet,” I admitted. “It’s still new to me, too. Maybe she was the last person to wear the locket.”

“But it was Ginny’s locket.”

I shrugged. “Girls share things sometimes.”

“Even lockets from their boyfriends?”

“No, that’s a bit weird.” I thought about Amanda’s intense look in the mirror. Was it envy? Desire? Jealousy? “Or maybe she stole it.”

“Why would she do that?”

“I don’t know. Maybe you should add her to the list of suspects.”

Nick frowned. “Do you really think a teenage girl is responsible for the disappearance of her best friend?”

“Maybe she knows something. The locket had a gardenia on it, Nick. A gardenia, exactly like in Hannah’s prediction. Don’t tell me that isn’t significant!”

“It has a flower that looks like a gardenia,” Nick pointed out, ever the skeptic. Before I could rage on, he relented. “But I agree, it’s a weird coincidence.”

“It’s more than that,” I insisted. “I can’t believe the police didn’t pick up on it. Amateurs!”

Nick pulled up outside Good Vibrations. “It’s pretty unnerving, these glimmers of yours,” he said.

“So you believe me?” I asked. “That the glimmers could be helpful?”

“I can’t explain it,” he admitted. “But there was no way for you to know about Kash just from holding my keychain, so there’s something to it. I just wish it was clearer.”

“I’m the one it’s happening to and even I don’t know what to make of it. It has to mean something. I think it’s worth following up with Amanda.”

“I think we should start,” Nick said, “by focusing on Charlene’s tip and tracking down the Silver Bullet.”

“Ugh, don’t call him that,” I said, cringing.

“Until we know his real name, it’s all we’ve got. Maybe Ginny talked to him online. Speaking of which, while you were having your episode—”

“I prefer ‘glimmer.’”

“—glimmer, Donna made me copies of Ginny’s chat history.” Nick handed me a sheath of printouts from his Mystery Solving Kit. “This one is for you. Can you take a look and tell me if anything there seems related to the content of the journals?”

I felt a pang of guilt, even stronger than my hunger pangs, at the mention of the journals. The longer I went without telling Nick that my name was the missing piece in Hannah’s vision, the harder it was going to be to explain. I needed to tell him soon, but now wasn’t the moment.

“I shudder to think what my teenage digital footprint says about me. Back then we thought anything said in the chat room would just poof, disappear.”

“What sort of things did you get up to online?” Nick asked.

“Mostly earnest album reviews littered with lots of f-bombs, but I fear if you dig deep enough you might come across some lyrics I wrote.”

Nick was delighted. “Well now I know what I’m doing later.”

“Are you telling me you never stumbled into a chat room?” I asked.

Nick shook his head. “Honestly, I was too afraid my parents would walk in. I didn’t even look up the word ‘gay’ in case they looked at my search history.”

“Your internal fortitude is impressive.”

Nick huffed. “I don’t think there’s anything impressive about denial.”

“Look at you now, big-shot reporter, a walking advertisement for the benefits of CrossFit. You are living proof that it gets better.”

“Are you trying to say our teenage pain is worth it?” he said dryly.

“All I’m saying is I’ve never met an interesting person who was happy in high school.”

I rolled the pages into a tube and stuck them in my purse, wondering if the connection between myself and Ginny was buried in her chat history. I spied Bev watching, framed by orange and brown paper autumn leaves dangling in the café window. She was pressed so closely to the glass I was surprised she wasn’t fogging it with her breath. Nick saw her, too.

“Why is that woman staring at us?” he asked suspiciously.

“It’s possible she thinks you’re my secret boyfriend.”

Nick’s eyebrows rose. “Do you have a secret boyfriend?”

I flushed, thinking of my most recent exchange with Foster.


Shithead: are you ignoring me?




Me: are you still married?




Shithead: only legally. spiritually I am very much unmarried




Me: and yet not divorced




Shithead: so you do care



He was in no way my secret boyfriend, but somehow I still felt called out. “You’re the investigative journalist, you tell me.”

Nick grinned. “Touché.”

“Shall we give her a wave?”

We did.






Chapter 26


Too hangry to deal with Bev’s inevitable questions about why I was in Nick’s car, I gave George some cash and asked them to grab us lunch from the café, warning them not to get too chatty. Not too much later, sinking my teeth into a brie and apple sandwich on thickly sliced sourdough oozing with caramelized onions, I was grateful for Bev’s “more is more” caloric approach.

“So I was thinking,” George said, “I could do birth chart readings at the Witches’ New Year.” They were eating a cinnamon sugar doughnut roughly the size of an inner tube in small pinches with neon green lacquered nails. On the floor, the kitten—now called Jupiter—was playing with the bubblegum laces of their combat boots.

“I’m not sure it’s a good idea to have the party this year, George. With all the Ginny stuff, it might be seen as distasteful. People are already making their feelings known.” I gestured at the window, which was free from graffiti, but in certain light you could see where the accusatory words had been. We hadn’t received any more hate mail since the menacing flyer, but I noticed George’s shoulders tense when they flipped through the mail this morning.

“But we need to bring more customers in. You could start offering tarot readings,” George suggested.

I shook my head. “That’s just something I do for you.”

“People would pay for them! Isn’t that right, Willow?” George put the suddenly rechristened Willow delicately on their shoulder, where she nuzzled their neck and purred loudly.

“What happened to Jupiter?” I asked. “I was getting used to it.”

“Willow is witchier,” George said. “It’s from Buffy. You know, the show.”

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. “I’m quite familiar with it, George.” Buffy was seminal viewing in my day. I was Team Angel, something Gigi, captain of Team Spike, had found pedantic and unacceptable. “Anyway, tarot reading is not that big of a deal. Anyone can read cards. It just takes practice.”

George shook their head. “Not like you. You have that extra something.”

I felt the hairs on my arms stir. Hannah always said that intuitive people had more than one channel to tap into the universe. In her journals, she’d written about how strong my gift was, potentially even stronger than hers. Was reading cards that different from reading objects? Donna at the police station had been so moved she had probably broken at least one law to help me out—all because Hannah’s gift had helped her. But people like that were few and far between—the world was full of Beverlys and Knobs. I wasn’t convinced I was ready to take them on.


Shithead: how was trivia?

Shithead: you look cute when you’re concentrating



I spent the rest of the day in the back room with a cup of Homebrew’s lavender tea, ignoring Foster’s texts and reading through Ginny’s chat history, relieved to have something to fill the empty, customer-less hours. The kitten wandered in and amused herself by nosing in dusty corners and boxes of old stock I hadn’t decided what to do with.

Reading the transcripts felt like reading someone’s diary, exposing a part of Ginny’s life I doubt she wanted people to know about. It was a sobering reminder that nothing truly dies on the internet. I searched for anything that suggested a connection between us in the wild waters of the early internet, but we had two very different online experiences. I spent most of my time on message boards, writing long-winded tirades about the poetics of PJ Harvey and the subversive genius of Courtney Love. I wondered if those websites still existed somewhere in a dusty corner of the internet, dozens of search pages deep—a mildly horrifying thought. The chat rooms Ginny preferred had disappeared but lived on in the case files.

Ginny’s online handles and chat history had never been made public. In the absence of fact, dark rumors popped up, like mushrooms in a dank space. Contemporary internet sleuths obsessed with cold cases speculated that she wasn’t who she pretended to be, a nice girl with good grades who would never drink or smoke or even think about sex, and that’s why the transcripts had been held back. They weren’t entirely wrong.

In their investigation, the police had discovered that Ginny logged in to various chat rooms under two handles, FieldGirl81—likely a reference to Stanfield and her year of birth—and the less obvious, more perplexing TinyDancer. FieldGirl81 had ardent but innocuous discussions with other fans about the Backstreet Boys and Dawson’s Creek, but TinyDancer asked men if they were lonely and asked them to describe where they would go and what they would do on a date. TinyDancer had many personas—sometimes she was a down-on-her-luck dancer who was forced to strip for money, and other times she was in college living in a house with four roommates, all female, which made her “hungry for men.” That phrase made me cringe, recognizing in her my own precocious teenage behavior, play-acting the role of the sexy young thing, blithely and at times dangerously unaware how that behavior was interpreted by a certain kind of man. Some of the exchanges grew suggestive but they never delved into cybersex territory, and when men sent her private messages, TinyDancer deleted them and iced them out completely.

It was impossible to know why Ginny masqueraded online as a girl who was so different from who she appeared to be in real life. Maybe it was an outlet for all the sexual urges her religious youth group friends and society wanted her to repress—a way to keep her reputation intact and satisfy her curiosity at the same time. Maybe it was a form of female revenge, a safe way to punch back at the patriarchy, by baiting pervs anonymously. Or maybe she was a girl desperate to leave her situation, trying on new personas as a means of escape. Being a teenage girl was confusing, and any or all these reasons could be true. There was no way to know for sure, and it didn’t bring me any closer to knowing what happened to Ginny or how we were linked.

One user caught my eye. He went by the regrettable handle MrBirdie69. He wasn’t the most vulgar or wittiest of the people she chatted with—he asked her what she looked like, what she liked to do, if she liked to play golf—but one of their exchanges sounded warning bells for me. FieldGirl81 had let slip that she worked in a restaurant near Pebble Lake, and MrBirdie69 pestered her for more info.

MrBirdie69: I live near pebble lake too, what a co-inky-dink

FieldGirl81: A what?

MrBirdie69: coincidence [image: A simple line icon of a smiling face with closed, happy eyes, a slight upward curve for a mouth, and eyebrow arches.]

MrBirdie69: if I guess the restaurant, then will you tell me

FieldGirl81: maybe

MrBirdie69: do you have pizza

FieldGirl81: no

MrBirdie69: alcohol

FieldGirl81: yes

MrBirdie69: steak

FieldGirl81: maybe

MrBirdie69: maybe means yes [image: A simple line icon of a smiling face with closed, happy eyes, a slight upward curve for a mouth, and eyebrow arches.] sounds like I need to make a reservation at The Saint

MrBirdie69: am I right

MrBirdie69: I’m right aren’t I

The exchange made me queasy. What if MrBirdie69 showed up at the Saint one night to meet Ginny in person? Did he introduce himself, offer her a ride home? Or did he wait in his car and follow her, looking for an opportunity to snatch her?


Me: Does your Mystery Solving Kit include anything about MrBirdie69?




Nick: There is no indication that the police followed up on anyone from her chat history.




Me: Even though MrBirdie69 says he’s going to make a reservation at her workplace?




Nick: It’s suspicious, I agree. I’ll look into it.





Digging through Ginny’s chat history made me think about what else I could learn online—specifically about her best friend, Amanda MacKinnon. But I couldn’t find a single account on social media attributed to her. It was rare to have zero online presence, but maybe the trauma of Ginny’s disappearance had led her to steer clear of the murky digital world of online detectives and trolls. Or maybe she was very good at keeping a low profile and remaining anonymous.

Any trace I could find of Amanda was historical, dating back to the year that Ginny disappeared. She was quoted in a few articles and made a short statement to the local news. There were old pictures of her and Ginny posted on The Ginny Evans Memorial Facebook page, but they had been uploaded by others: Ginny and Amanda in frosted pink lipstick, curly blond updos, and long, satin gowns posing against a balloon arch at the winter semiformal; Ginny and Amanda goofing around in the cafeteria holding french fries above their lips like tusks; Ginny sweaty and grinning in her maroon-and-white volleyball jersey with Amanda holding a giant foam finger that read We’re Number 1.

Amanda was an enigma, almost as mysterious as Ginny herself—frozen in time at seventeen, as if she, too, had dropped off the face of the earth when her best friend disappeared.

Scrolling up to the top of the page, I saw a reminder that there was a meeting tonight at Stanfield High to discuss plans for the memorial in the new waterfront park. If Amanda was still in town, there was a good chance she would be part of her best friend’s memorial committee. Just because she wasn’t online didn’t mean she wasn’t involved. The meeting was an opportunity to talk to her about Ginny and find out why she had been wearing her best friend’s locket—an opportunity I couldn’t pass up.


Me: wanna go to a Ginny Evans Memorial thing tonight at 6:30?

Nick: Would love to but promised my folks I’d have dinner with them in Baysbridge. You should go.




Me: are you sure?




Nick: Just don’t do anything rash.




Me: like what? ask to hold people’s keychains?




Nick: I can’t tell if you’re joking.




Me: what can I do to convince you to come to a thing at the high school tonight?




Gigi: can I take a gummy before?




Me: deal








Chapter 27


As Gigi and I entered the school, I told myself to stay calm. I hadn’t been back to Stanfield High since graduation, an event I had only attended because my parents insisted, my mother suggesting that their financial support of my postsecondary education was contingent on me walking across the stage in a cap and gown and accepting my diploma. It didn’t help that the meeting was taking place in the gym, scene of many dodgeball-and burpee-related nightmares. Affinity for sports was definitely not the connection between me and Ginny.

Gigi was less bothered by it all. The weed was making her positively sentimental. She had a kind word or memory for every single classroom, vending machine, and water fountain we passed. Lovingly caressing the window of room 117, she asked, “Hey, do you remember Mr. D’Onofrio?”

“Of course.” Mr. D’Onofrio was an ancient math teacher known to drop pop quizzes at the most sadistic times. He had the misfortune of catching Gigi and me sneaking around the hall on our way to skip class and asking us where we were going in such a hurry.

“Drew needs a feminine product real bad,” Gigi had said. “We have to get to the nurse before she bleeds out.”

Mr. D’Onofrio had ducked back into his classroom like a turtle into its shell.

“I wonder where he is now,” Gigi mused.

“Dead, probably,” I said. “He was at least eighty then.”

Gigi blinked. “Dark.”

My thoughts turned back to Ginny. School was the only thing I knew we had in common, but I doubt she would feel the same apprehension that I did, walking these halls. She had felt comfortable here, accepted, maybe even safe. The image of the Six of Cups came to mind—a giant child handing a flowering chalice to the miniature adult. Did one of those figures represent Ginny? Was there a person she trusted who had taken advantage of her? A teacher, someone whose classrooms we had both sat in, four years apart, whose tests we had both written?

Gigi interrupted my thoughts. “So what’s the plan?” she asked.

I hesitated. What was my plan? Waltz into a meeting full of Ginny’s friends and champions and start asking people about their theories?

“Nothing crazy. Just observe Amanda MacKinnon. If she’s here.”

“The best friend.”

“Exactly.”

“Is she a suspect?”

“I’m not sure,” I admitted. “But I think she knows more than she’s letting on.”

“What do you think she’s going to do?” Gigi asked. “Break down in the middle of a vote and admit to killing her best friend?”

“I’m keeping an open mind.”

“What does Mr. Ironed Pleats think?”

“He thinks we should focus on this guy who may or may not have given her a ride home from work,” I said. “This is something I’m pursuing on my own.”

“Why?”

“Let’s say I have a hunch.”

Gigi’s eyes grew wide. “A psychic hunch?”

I had to hand it to Gigi—even high, she had the ability to see right through me. I would tell her about my glimmers eventually, but now, with her edible kicking in, was not the time.

“Sort of.”

That was good enough for her. “Rad. What can I do?”

“Please keep it together.”

“You got it.”



There were about thirty people milling about the gym. Some were waiting patiently, seated in two rows of metal folding chairs near the raised stage. Others were chatting near a refreshment table that had been set up with a cardboard carafe of coffee, disposable cups, and two plates of assorted cookies so comically large that they could only have come from Hot Bevvies. Gigi peeled off to check out the snack situation, and I was immediately accosted by a friendly white woman with a no-nonsense strawberry-blond ponytail and the dangly witch’s broom earrings of a kindergarten teacher.

“Hi, I’m Kylie Carmichael, one of the committee chairs. I don’t think I’ve seen you here before.”

“I’m Drew,” I said, not wanting to blow my cover by revealing my last name quite yet. “My neighbor told me about your committee, and I thought I’d drop by.”

“The more the merrier!” Kylie chirped. “Did you know Ginny?”

“We went to the same high school,” I said. Best to keep things vague. “What about you?”

“I knew her through church. We were both very involved with Grace Assembly.”

The name was familiar, but I couldn’t place it. “Is that like a choir?” I asked.

Kylie laughed. “No, it was the name of the youth group.” She gestured to the people gathered in the gym. “A lot of us met there.”

When I was a teenager, Christian youth groups had popped up all over Stanfield, offering a gathering place for the teens who weren’t interested in the more sordid rituals of teenage life.

“I made friends for life at Grace Assembly,” Kylie said. “I even met my husband there. He was in a band called Lionhearted. Maybe you remember them?”

The local teenage music scene grew out of Stanfield’s youth group culture, as most of the high school bands met and formed in these meet-ups. They consisted mostly of cute boys who channeled their teenage lust into vague lyrics based loosely on scripture. Gigi seethed at their popularity, claiming that the values of Christianity and rock and roll were diametrically opposed, but mostly I think she was upset that the bands had access to free rehearsal space and a built-in audience. Very few people were interested in her all-girl punk band, Blood Sisters.

“No, sorry. I’m sure they were great, though,” I lied. “Were you and Ginny close?”

Kylie nodded. “Especially in senior year. We ran the canned food drive together. We spent hours putting hampers together, talking about everything—where we wanted to go to university, boys we thought were cute.” Kylie started to blink rapidly. I was worried I was about to have a weeper on my hands, but instead she forced another smile. “She was so easy to talk to.”

An awkward silence settled between us. I did a quick survey of the room, looking for a blond woman in her late thirties that could potentially be Amanda, but no one fit the bill.

“It’s nice to see so many familiar faces.” I hoped I sounded more casual than I felt. “You know who I haven’t seen in ages? Amanda MacKinnon.”

“Oh. I doubt she’ll be here.”

“But wasn’t she Ginny’s best friend?”

“That’s what she’d like you to believe,” Kylie said. “She made being Ginny’s best friend her entire personality.” Kylie hesitated, eyes narrowed, perhaps remembering that I was a complete stranger and potentially Team Amanda. “Were you friends with her?” she asked.

“No, not really.” I tried to think fast. “She always seemed a little secretive to me.”

Kylie scoffed. “Not that secretive. Everybody knew she was in love with Kash.”

I fought hard to keep my surprise under wraps. “Ginny’s ex?”

“Some best friend, right?” Kylie shook her head at this violation of girl code.

My mind was racing. Amanda and Kash. Was that why Amanda was wearing the locket? Because she was secretly hooking up with Kash? But how did it end up broken in his car? Was it possible that they were both involved in Ginny’s disappearance?

“Did anything happen between her and Kash?”

“I don’t know for sure,” Kylie said, “but I wouldn’t be surprised. Amanda always wanted what Ginny had. She tried so hard to be like her—she dressed the same, she even dyed her hair blonder to be like Ginny—but she didn’t have the same charisma. Some of us called her the Wannabe. Not to her face.” Kylie looked momentarily abashed at the confession, but recovered to add, “Plus, why is she never here? At her best friend’s memorial planning committee? I find that more than a little suspicious. Unless she feels guilty about something.”

The word guilty hit my bloodstream like a shot of espresso. Jealousy was a common motive, but was Amanda capable of murder?

“So she’s still in town?” I asked.

“She works at that ancient hair salon.”

“Shear Beauty,” I said, remembering.

“That’s the one.”

Kylie excused herself and left to set up a microphone. I made my way toward the refreshment table—visions of an oversized chocolate chip cookie in my near future—when I heard chairs scraping and felt the energy in the room shift. I turned to see a middle-aged woman with an ashy blond pixie cut hovering in the doorway. Beverly Leach rushed to her side and guided her gently into the room. Susan Evans, Ginny’s mother.






Chapter 28


It hadn’t occurred to me that Ginny’s parents might be in attendance, or how they would feel to see me there. The relationship between the Evanses and my aunt had been strained. The Evanses were churchgoing people, and Hannah was a publicly established heathen. Not many people understood that Hannah’s belief in intuition and magic was congruent with her belief in God. Not the Christian god that Susan prayed to, but a divine, omniscient being all the same. That’s why she called herself a mystic, a person who believed you could have direct knowledge of God through insight and intuition. She thought the word psychic was too clinical, lacking the wonder and the faith of mystic. I wondered if Hannah’s belief in a higher power was one of the reasons Susan relented, agreeing to work with her after so much time passed with no trace of Ginny. Once Hannah got involved, Susan stopped doing press, and the media turned their attention to the camera-friendly TV psychic who was always ready with a sound bite.

The press loved Hannah—she was happy to stop and give a statement. My aunt was very open in her belief that Ginny was dead and likely in the lake. When no sign of Ginny was discovered there, the police were quick to claim that there was no reason to suspect Ginny was dead and that they had lost valuable time and resources. He never said Hannah’s name, but the police chief gave a statement on the local news, a smirking Officer Knob beside him, that “this investigation will now be rooted in facts, not fantasies.”

Gigi was still hovering around the refreshment table, a cookie in each hand. There was no way to surreptitiously get her attention and make a smooth exit. I decided I’d text her once I had slipped out, and I started to make my way toward the opposite set of doors, the ones that opened into the hallway of the school, hoping everyone would be distracted by the arrival of Susan Evans and I could sneak out undetected. I hadn’t even made it halfway there when Beverly spotted me. In a voice intended to carry across theaters (and gymnasiums), she exclaimed, “Drew Benson, I didn’t expect to see you here!”

Twenty pairs of eyes turned to look at me, loitering near the exit like a criminal.

I saw my last name register with Kylie. “Benson?” she repeated, her voice tight as she realized she had been speaking with the heathen enemy. “As in Hannah Mystic Benson?”

Never one to suffer fools gladly (or silently), Gigi took the opportunity to correct her. “Mystic wasn’t her middle name. It was her professional name. Like a stage name,” she explained. “Like Criss Angel or Alicia Keys.” And then, for reasons entirely gummy related, she began to repeat the name for emphasis. “Hannah Mystic. Hannah. Mystic. Get it? Hannah Mystic?”

Anyone in the room who hadn’t immediately made the connection got it by now. There was angry whispering, disappointed looks, and a phalanx of people had surrounded Susan Evans, protecting her from the very sight of me. I wondered briefly if the window vandal or the person who had been leaving threatening mail was among them, or just how many people in Stanfield still held Hannah partly responsible.

“You have a lot of nerve showing up here,” Kylie said. “I think you should leave.”

I held my hands up as if in defeat. “Already on my way.”


Me: meet me at smokers corner



Hands in my pockets, head down, I hurried through the halls toward our old meeting spot, hoping that Gigi was close behind me and not making things worse. I was desperate to get as far away as possible, until I turned a corner and came face-to-face with Ginny Evans smiling out at me from inside a trophy case.

It had been turned into a shrine—photos, letters, and small stuffed toys surrounding a giant blowup of her senior photo, the one that had been used in all the news reports and missing person posters. Morbidly, I wondered if anyone had read the letters—if one of them contained a clue or confession. But what really caught my attention was a maroon-and-gold ringer T-shirt pinned into the corkboard, the number 17 peeling with age. Ginny’s volleyball shirt.

Ginny’s locket had given me a vision of her best friend, a best friend I had just learned was in love with Ginny’s steady boyfriend. Love and jealousy were both powerful motives for murder. If Ginny’s locket had revealed Amanda as a potential suspect, what would her volleyball shirt reveal?

I confirmed that I was alone in the hall before attempting to slide the trophy case door open. It shifted slightly in its track but otherwise didn’t budge. Locked.

I heard the squeak of shoes on polished tile and Gigi came jogging around the corner. “There you are! I can’t believe that woman.” Clocking the memorial, she grimaced. “Whoa. Kinda creepy.”

“It’s locked. Do you have a bobby pin?”

Gigi and I had taught ourselves to jimmy locks with bobby pins the summer after ninth grade, believing it to be a life skill akin to riding a bike, swimming, and sneaking out of a window undetected.

Gigi rummaged around in her purse and handed one over. I slipped one end into the silver lock at the bottom of the case and felt my way around the internal mechanism until it popped open with a click.

This time the glass door slid open with ease. I braced myself and carefully put one knee and then the other inside the trophy case, knocking aside a dusty plastic bouquet and a rainbow-hued Beanie Baby.

“What are you doing?” Gigi asked.

“I want to try something.”

“Something psychic?”

“Yeah.”

I reached up, grabbed a fistful of the shirt, and closed my eyes.

I took a deep breath through my nose and let it all out slowly, like I had done with the keychain, the locket, and any time I pulled a tarot card.

Nothing. No static, no voices, nothing. Just the hum of the fluorescent lights.

Behind me, Gigi whispered, “What’s happening? Is it working?”

“No,” I said, frustrated.

I let go of the shirt and rubbed the palm of my hand against my jeans, like it was a faulty credit card I could remagnetize.

“Is it me?” Gigi asked, backing away from the trophy case.

“I don’t think so. It worked at the police station and at the bar, so I don’t think it has anything to do with other people being around.”

“My bar?” Gigi asked, eyes wide.

I ignored her. “Let me try again.”

I flexed my fingers, reached up, and this time kept my palm open instead of closing it in a fist around the soft, worn cotton.

Eyes closed, deep breath, I tried imagining a door, then pictured my hand reaching out to turn the knob, opening the door to reveal—nothing.

I swore aloud. What was going on? Was it me or the shirt?

Other than the locket, this was the closest I was going to get to something Ginny had worn or touched, and it was a dud.

“What’s supposed to happen?” Gigi asked.

“I thought if I could hold something of Ginny’s I’d get a glimmer,” I explained, feeling foolish. How many times had Hannah told me that in order to truly access our gifts we had to practice them? Maybe I was pushing too far, too fast.

“Try one more time,” Gigi suggested.

This time I shook both hands out and rolled my head from side to side like an athlete, preparing for one last attempt at the prize.

“What are you doing?” a familiar voice said.






Chapter 29


Of all the people to catch me in the act, my mother was by far the worst. Fortunately, the gummy was still making Gigi chatty.

“Mrs. Benson, long time no see!”

My mother, dressed sharply in her real estate attire of matching navy pencil skirt and blazer over a silk blouse and lethal-looking heels, acknowledged Gigi with a curt nod. “Gloria. What are you two doing?”

Gigi hitched her thumb over her shoulder in the general direction of the gym. “We were at the memorial thingy.”

“I’m headed that way myself. I’d like to tell the property manager more about the plans for the park.” She crossed her arms over her chest in a patented Caroline Benson don’t-mess-with-me stance and clarified. “What I meant was, what is Drew doing in the display case?”

I scrambled out of the trophy case with as much dignity as I could muster. As always, I felt small against the formidable presence of my mother. She reminded me of the Queen of Swords—the sharp-eyed, definitive, no-bullshit passer of judgment of the tarot deck. The Queen of Swords—more like Queen of Shoulds—not only lived by the rules, she made them. You should respect your elders, you should answer a direct question, you should definitely not break into school property.

My mother moved slowly toward us, her heels echoing in the empty hallway. Teacher shoes, I thought. We used to call high heels that because of the way they clicked on the floors.

Gigi continued. “We weren’t stealing. Drew just wanted to see if she could get a glimmer.”

My insides cringed and I silently cursed Gigi and the gummy that loosened her tongue and her good senses.

My mother’s face hardened. “A glimmer?” she repeated. “You don’t mean…” She pressed her lips together in a thin line, as if she could swallow the horrible truth back down.

Despite her best efforts, it would have been impossible for my mother not to know how Hannah’s gift worked. I didn’t have to explain what glimmer meant. I could tell by the disappointment in her eyes that she knew.






Chapter 30


Later that night, Nick met me for an emergency debrief at Gruen’s. Gigi had gone home to ride out the rest of her high in peace.

“And then you just ran out?” Nick asked. He seemed scandalized but also a little impressed.

“What else could we do?”

We were the last two customers in the diner. The music had been turned off and Charlene was wiping down the booths in the front. Nick watched me destroy a piece of chocolate crème pie as he picked at his piece of blueberry—no whipped cream, crusts carefully cut off and moved to the far side of the plate.

“Did those crusts do something to offend you?” I asked.

Nick pressed a hand to his very flat and I imagined very chiseled abs. “It’s just a lot of pastry.”

I rolled my eyes and helped myself to his crusts. “What’s the point of all that CrossFit if you can’t enjoy a piece of pie once in a while?”

“What will you tell your mother?” Nick asked.

I grimaced. “I don’t know. I’ll deal with it later. The important thing is, now we know Amanda has a motive. Kylie said she was jealous and in love with Kash.”

Nick was unconvinced. “I think it’s a stretch. Ginny and Kash were already broken up. Nothing was stopping Kash from being with her if he wanted to.”

“Maybe Kash and Amanda are in on it together,” I mused. “Picture it—they’re all at the party, Ginny sees Kash and Amanda making out, she realizes she still loves him and gets upset, maybe there’s a shoving match and Ginny falls and dies accidentally. Then Kash and Amanda panic and cover it up.”

“You read way too much Christopher Pike as a child.”

I pointed my fork at him. “You just don’t want to believe your old camping buddy could be involved.”

Nick shook his head. “Not true. If the evidence points to Kash, then I would follow it.”

“Amanda is hiding something,” I insisted. “It could be important!”

“Correction—someone thinks Amanda could be hiding something. All you have is twenty-year-old hearsay from a woman who doesn’t like Amanda.”

“And the fact that I got a glimmer of Amanda wearing Ginny’s locket. A locket with a gardenia on it!”

“You got a psychic vision from a locket that has a flower that could be a gardenia,” Nick countered. Then, more gently, “None of which is hard evidence that I can use in my story.”

I couldn’t believe Nick was brushing this off so easily. “I don’t get it. I thought you were looking for a new angle. Amanda is a new angle.”

“Actually, MrBirdie69 is a new angle.”

Nick looked pleased with himself. I recognized the slightly smug expression from when he answered a question correctly in class.

“Wait, did you find him?”

“Maybe.” Nick was full-out smiling now. “And I may have found the Silver Bullet, too.”

“Make your case, Detective Campbell.”

Nick leaned forward to deliver the punch line, delight sparkling in his eyes. “I think MrBirdie69 is the Silver Bullet.”

I groaned. “Too many terrible nicknames. Walk me through it.”

“We know from the chats that MrBirdie69 found out that Ginny worked at the Saint.”

“Right.”

“And we know that the Silver Bullet, a regular at the Saint, was particularly interested in Ginny. Charlene told us that he offered her rides home, despite being a relative stranger who was almost twice her age.”

I wasn’t convinced. “There are lots of creeps in the world. What makes you think these two are the same guy?”

Nick helped himself to the tiniest crumb of pastry and continued. “Birdie is a golf term, and MrBirdie69 brings up golf a few times with FieldGirl81. And Char said that the Silver Bullet was always wearing golf gloves, which nobody really does off the green unless it’s a big part of your identity.”

“How do you know so much about golf?”

Nick patted his fancy detective’s satchel and smiled. “I did my research.”

“It’s very possible,” I pointed out, “that there are two creepy men that have made golf their whole identity.”

Nick reached for his notebook and flipped through the pages. “Here. Charlene described the Silver Bullet as ‘blond, kind of stocky, not a looker.’”

“Ouch.” I grimaced and stole the last of the pie crust from Nick’s plate.

“Her words, not mine. Now get your phone and search ‘Stanfield Downs manager.’”

I typed in the words, then selected the images tab. Up popped photos of a man named Richard Bishop. He had a shit-eating grin and yellow-blond hair that was too thin to be worn as long as he did, snaking around his ears and down the back of his neck into the collar of a polo shirt. Charlene was right—he wasn’t a looker. In every image he was wearing some version of a golfer’s uniform. “So you think Richard Bishop is our golf creep?”

“I think it’s worth dropping by the golf course and asking him a few questions,” Nick said.

“Can I come?”

“We’re in this together now, right?”

Warmth spread through my chest. Before I could respond, Charlene appeared with the bill. “We’re closing in five, kids.”

As she turned to walk away, I had a flash of inspiration. “Wait! I have a question for you.”

Charlene looked annoyed. “Make it quick, Little Miss Mystic.”

“You said that a sleaze calling himself the Silver Bullet seemed overly interested in Ginny. Is this him?”

I passed my phone to Charlene, who squinted at the pictures for all of two seconds before confirming Nick’s suspicion.

“Time has not been kind to him. That’s him. The Silver Bullet.”

“You’re absolutely sure?” Nick asked.

Charlene looked offended. “I don’t forget a creep, Sunshine. You got two minutes before I turn the lights out.”

“Thanks, Char! Nick promises to leave a big tip.”

I felt buoyed by the sugar and the satisfaction that we were finally on the right track. Nick, however, looked puzzled.

“Why are you making that face? Your hunch was right—MrBirdie69 and the Silver Bullet are the same guy.”

“I don’t understand why the police didn’t look into this,” he said. “They had the chat transcripts, they had Char’s witness statement, and yet both of these leads were ignored. It almost feels deliberate.”

“Are you suggesting police ignorance or something darker?”

“I’m not suggesting anything, just thinking aloud.”

“Since we’re sharing our thoughts, I still think something is fishy with Amanda.”

“Are you getting one of your feelings?” Nick asked.

“You can’t even say the word,” I teased.

Nick’s cheeks reddened. “You know what I mean!”

“I do have a feeling,” I admitted. “It’s not a glimmer or a vision, just a feeling. Don’t you ever get hunches about things?”

“Yes, but those are based on years of experience as a journalist.”

“Or maybe years of patriarchal conditioning? Women get feelings, men have instincts?”

“I consider myself a feminist,” Nick said sincerely.

I rolled my eyes. “Let me talk to her. I’ll make an appointment at her salon. I need a cut anyway.”

“Why? Got a big date with your secret boyfriend?”

“I told you, I don’t have a secret boyfriend.”

“Really? Not even someone like … Foster Banks?”

“This interview is over, Campbell.”






Chapter 31


Nick wanted to act fast on the Silver Bullet lead. We agreed to meet at Good Vibrations the next day after lunch and head over to the golf course to question Richard Bishop. Before Nick arrived, I dashed over to Hot Bevvies to buy us drinks for the ride. Fortunately, Bev was occupied with a woman placing a large order of baked goods. Connor took my order, as disinterested as ever, and I was able to get in and out of the café without any sort of interrogation.

I could feel Bev watching me as Nick pulled up. He popped open the passenger door and I slid in, a steaming extra-large drink in each hand.

“Two Double Chocolate Bevvies,” I said, handing him a cup.

I turned to wave at Bev, who pretended to be adjusting a strand of paper maple leaves in the window.

Nick peeked under the lid at the mountain of slightly squished whipped cream. “What percentage of this is whipped cream?”

“At least fifty. Think of it as a hot chocolate, except instead of steamed milk, it’s whipped cream.”

He put his drink in the cupholder, untouched.

“What are we listening to today?” I said, checking out the screen on the dashboard. Instead of In Cold Blood, a playlist was paused. “‘Ladies of the Eighties’?” I read aloud. “Are we about to do carpool karaoke?”

Nick remained stone-faced but I saw red creep up his neck. “Drink your steamed whipped cream.”

I sat back, happily sipping my own double hot chocolate (with sprinkles) while Nick drove us out of town. The older brick buildings soon gave way to rows of apple trees, bent and gnarled as old trolls, and recently razed cornfields, nubs of yellowed stalks poking up from the raked soil. It was warm now, but there had been a sheen of frost on the windows this morning, a reminder that the golden days of autumn were numbered.

“What do you know about Richard Bishop, a.k.a. the Silver Bullet, a.k.a. creepy chat room dude?” I asked.

“The Bishop family owns two golf courses in the area, Pebble Lake Golf and Country Club on the other side of the lake—”

“That’s the fancy one, right?”

“Yep. Membership required, decent restaurant.”

I had a blurry memory of standing in a large wood-paneled room overlooking a dark lake in a crowd of people speckled in blue light from a disco ball, “Mr. Brightside” blasting so loudly I could feel it in my teeth. “I think I went to a prom there once.”

“I thought you were anti-prom.”

“Gigi and I crashed it the summer after first year. Or maybe second year?” I licked the last of my whipped cream from under the lid. “It’s all very hazy.”

“In other words, when you should have known better.”

“Don’t worry, no young minds or bodies were corrupted. Those things are booze-free, remember?”

Nick raised an eyebrow at me. “Gigi didn’t spike the punch?”

“Now that I think about it, she might have spiked the punch. She really is a born bartender.”

“I’m glad she found a productive outlet for her talents,” Nick said dryly. “Now, the other course, Stanfield Downs, is the one most people around here would play. It’s a newer course, more affordable, probably the one you’re more familiar with.”

“I’ve never touched a golf rod—”

“They’re called clubs.”

“—in my life, but I know the place you mean.”

“Both are owned by Frank Bishop Sr.,” Nick continued. “He oversees the business, while his eldest son, Frank Jr., manages Pebble Lake and his youngest, Richard Bishop, our Silver Bullet, manages the Downs.”

“The heir and the spare.” I pointed at Nick’s bevvy. “Are you going to drink that? The sprinkles melt into a giant lump if you let it sit for too long.”

“I’m more of a tea drinker,” Nick admitted. “I’m really enjoying that ginger-lemon I got from you.”

“It would be a shame to let it go to waste,” I said, and helped myself to his abandoned drink.

Nick watched, looking a bit green around the gills. “That’s a lot of whipped cream for one person,” he said.

“I’ll let you know if you need to pull over,” I said. I took a deep sip of Nick’s drink, then asked, “Do you really think he’s the right guy?”

Nick shrugged. “Hard to say without knowing more about him. We would need access to his own internet history to confirm.”

“Is that something you can do?”

“Not legally.”

“Know any hackers?” I joked. Then, seeing the look on Nick’s face, “I’m kidding.”

“Have you hacked those journals yet?”

I groaned.

“Puns are not my strong suit.”

I took my time with Nick’s drink. Nick and I were starting to feel like a true partnership. I trusted him, and I wanted to be open with him. And I was tired of lying. It’s not like I was having any luck making the connection between me and Ginny on my own. I had pored through online articles, newsclips, and podcast mentions, looking for a teacher, a babysitter, anyone at all we had in common. Nothing appeared that could point to why Hannah associated my name with Ginny’s disappearance. I had done as much as I could on my own. Maybe I was too close to the answer. A fresh set of eyes—professional journalistic eyes—could help.

I thought of the Two of Cups, a partnership of opposites but equals. If Nick and I were truly going to work together, I needed to be honest.

“I found something,” I told him, “but I don’t understand how it fits in.”

Nick’s face lit up. “Drew, that’s amazing! Tell me what you found. Maybe I can help.”

“You’re just saying that because you want me to tell you what it is,” I teased.

“And you’re just saying that to stall.”

“Touché.”

Nick took his eyes off the road for a moment to give me his full attention. It felt uncomfortably intimate, as though he could see right through me. “You can trust me, Drew.”

I finished the chocolate slurry in the bottom of Nick’s cup, for courage. “It turns out there was a fourth word in Hannah’s prediction. One she never made public.”

“Okay. Any reason why she would do that?”

I forced myself to look at him. “Because it was my name.”

Nick watched me, as if waiting for a punch line or a deeper explanation. “Your name as in—”

“Drew. The fourth word is ‘Drew.’”

Nick blinked, then broke eye contact and proceeded to drive the car through the stop, staring straight ahead at the road. “I don’t know what I was expecting, but it wasn’t that. What is the prediction exactly?”

“Lake, saint, gardenia, Drew.”

He frowned. “That’s it? No context?”

“I told you, her visions are hard to decode.”

“Are you sure the Drew in question is you?”

“No,” I admitted. “But why else would she keep it from the public?”

Nick nodded. “And there’s no indication that she shared it with the police, either, or I would have seen it in the report. Your aunt was protecting you, but from what? Public scrutiny? Or something else?”

I shivered at the implication and wrapped my hands around the empty hot chocolate cup. “I’ve been trying to think of something that connects me and Ginny, but it could be any little thing. A person we knew, a place we frequented, something we both said.”

Nick spoke quietly, as if to himself. “Lake, saint, gardenia, Drew.”

“Not exactly the scoop you were looking for,” I said. I felt, once again, like the disappointing lab partner who wasn’t pulling her weight.

“No, this is significant,” Nick said. “I don’t know how, but it is. We’re going to figure this out. I know it.”

I was less sure, but I did feel lighter, knowing I wasn’t the only person carrying the weight of my aunt’s vision. Nick and I lapsed into a companionable silence. I let his reporter brain go to work, parsing all this new information. I fiddled with the radio, trying to find something that wasn’t country or obnoxious morning DJs cracking bad puns and laughing maniacally. Eventually Nick pulled off the road into a desolate parking lot, empty except for two other cars. He parked under a hand-painted wooden sign that said Welcome to Stanfield Downs in faded brown lettering. It was encrusted with a summer’s worth of old bird shit that no one had bothered to scrape off.

I made no move to undo my seat belt.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes. Just regretting the second Double Chocolate Bevvy.”






Chapter 32


When I pictured a golf course, conjured only from secondary sources, I imagined wide open greens nestled between thickly treed areas and sparkling ponds. Stanfield Downs had lots of open fields, but the grass was yellowed and the trees young and straggly, their trunks wrapped in plastic netting to keep wildlife from nibbling at their sickly limbs. I could see a central pond in the distance, but it looked gray and swampy.

“Are all golf courses this depressing?” I asked.

“It’s near the end of the season,” Nick said, but he looked doubtful.

We pulled up outside a one-story building in need of a good power wash, the siding yellowed and the windows grimy.

“This must be the clubhouse,” Nick said.

“Bleak and bleaker.”

Across from the most unappealing clubhouse in the world was a line of eight golf carts being washed down by a teenage girl with tight black curls in enormous noise-canceling headphones. She was long and lanky in that coltish way some teenage girls have that made them seem even younger than their sixteen or seventeen years.

As we approached, I cleared my throat and called out, “Excuse me.”

The girl kept frowning at the hose and dancing away from the suds. I raised my voice. “Excuse me!”

The girl jumped, then set the end of the hose in the bucket beside her and nudged her headphones away.

“We’re looking for Richard Bishop,” Nick said.

The girl blinked at him, oozing boredom. She had enormous fake eyelashes that looked too heavy for her lids. “He’s inside.”

Nick gave her a thumbs-up. “Got it, thanks!”

The clubhouse was a single multipurpose room that looked nothing at all like the dining hall with soaring ceilings and exposed timber beams of its showier sister’s clubhouse. There was a registration desk with an old cash register, and a handful of folding tables and chairs set up near a bar along the back. The carpet was gray and smelled like it was still off-gassing toxic fumes. It was more of a pit stop than a clubhouse, a place you stopped in briefly to grab a hot dog or use the washroom. Nick leaned over the desk and knocked on it a few times.

Richard Bishop stepped out from the office tucked behind the bar. He was wearing a pale yellow golf polo tucked tightly into a pair of chinos and malfunctioning transitional lenses. “Hi, folks. What can I do you for?” Richard had the toothy, insincere smile of a game show host and orange skin that suggested the winter months were spent at a timeshare in Florida with no regard to sun exposure or melanoma. He spoke to Nick but looked directly at me, with a not-so-subtle full-body scan. I hated him on sight.

“Are you Mr. Bishop?” Nick asked.

“Mr. Bishop is my dad. Call me Rick.” He slapped a meaty hand against Nick’s palm.

“Good to meet you. I’m Nick Campbell. I’m a reporter, and I’m working on a commemorative piece about the disappearance of Ginny Evans.”

Rick blinked a few times, trying to place the name. “That the girl who went missing from the Saint a couple years back?”

“Twenty, actually,” Nick said.

Rick whistled. “Shit. Has it been that long? They find the guy that did it yet?”

Nick shook his head. “Not yet. We’re talking to anyone who might have known her or seen something that could jog people’s memories.”

“I’d love to help you out, but you’re barking up the wrong tree. I got nothing to do with that.”

“We’re talking to all sorts of townspeople, trying to get a fuller picture of who Ginny was from the people who knew her. You did know her, right?”

“Not really, just from the Saint, which I frequented a lot back then. Only place in town to get oysters and they sure knew how to cook a steak.” Rick patted his stomach. “Bit rich for my blood these days, though.”

Nick laughed obligingly, something I could not bring myself to do.

“Ginny was one of the newer girls,” Rick continued. “Young, pretty, real sweet. The type made for service. I told her she could make a bundle in tips if she came to work for me.”

The phrase made for service did terrible things to my gag reflex. I thought of the sullen, spider-lashed golf cart washer out front and had a greater understanding of what made her scowl.

“Did you ever offer her a ride home?” Nick asked.

Rich shrugged. “I might have, once or twice. Can’t really recall. Is that a crime?”

“No, but it suggests you knew her a little more than just in passing.”

Rick dropped his head and chuckled to himself.

“Is something funny?” I asked through gritted teeth.

Nick gave me a look that said Don’t push it.

Rick held his hands out defensively. “I know what you’re trying to do. You’re trying to make it look like we had a thing going on, but all I did was offer her a ride a few times. It’s dangerous out there for a young, pretty girl like that. But I’m not the kind you gotta look out for. I’m the good guy in all this. Who knows, if I’d have been there that night maybe we wouldn’t be standing here today talking about it.”

It was almost impressive how Rick was able to turn himself into both the victim and the hero.

“Did you talk to the police about your relationship?” Nick asked.

Rick crossed his arms and pouted. “Why would I do that? There wasn’t anything to say. And it wasn’t what you’d call a relationship.”

“No police officer came to talk to you at any point?”

I knew he was thinking of Charlene’s statement, and how she had all but named the Silver Bullet as a person of interest.

Rick shrugged. “Didn’t have a reason to, now, did they?”

Nick nodded and let his gaze drift to the wall, crowded with tournament photos in cheap frames. He strolled over to have a look, and pointed at one about halfway along. “Is this you?”

“Yessir. That one there is from the men’s end-of-season tournament, 2003. Happens in October every year. Some years it’s colder than a witch’s tit but we tough it out.”

“Looks like your team won.”

“Yep, that’s me and my buddies Hamilton, Big Mike, and Cobb.”

“Cobb as in Officer John Cobb?” I asked, exchanging glances with Nick.

“Yep, Cobb and I have known each other a long time. He’s got a terrible swing, but he sure is a good time.”

Of course a creep like the Silver Bullet was thick as thieves with a shady cop like Officer Knob. Maybe his golfing buddy had dismissed the tip or deliberately pointed the case in another direction to save his hide. But did that mean that Knob knew about the Silver Bullet’s activities? Or was he more deeply involved, like an accomplice?

Nick had come back to the desk. “Does MrBirdie69 mean anything to you?”

Rick laughed, a phlegmy sound that betrayed years of smoking. “Sounds like someone’s got a sense of humor.”

“A juvenile one,” I said.

Nick shot me a glance that warned Not now. To Rick he said, “It’s the chat room handle of someone Ginny was talking to before she disappeared.”

Rick paled under his tangerine skin. “Most of those chat rooms are long gone,” he said. He was not laughing now.

“Yes, but with better technology and fresh eyes it could lead us to the culprit.” Nick paused. “If you do know anything about MrBirdie69, it might be better to reveal that on your own terms. Before someone forces you to.”

Rick stepped forward, invading Nick’s personal space. “I don’t have anything to reveal, buddy, and if I did, I know lots of cops and lawyer types.” He jerked his thumb toward the photos. “It wouldn’t be to someone like you.”

The combination of fluorescent lighting, carpet fumes, and machismo was making me nauseous. “I’ll be outside,” I told Nick.






Chapter 33


The girl with the Bambi eyelashes was watching the door, as if she was waiting for someone to come out.

“Are you a cop?” she asked.

I recoiled, glancing down at my outfit—denim jacket over a chunky old sweater and black (unripped) jeans—wondering what about it said Stanfield’s finest.

“Why, do I look like one?”

She narrowed her eyes until they all but disappeared under her heavy lashes. “You could be undercover.”

“Nope, just a lowly citizen.” I smiled. “I’m Drew.”

“Olivia,” she said flatly.

“How long have you been working here, Olivia?”

“This was my second summer.”

That made her at least seventeen. Even with her carefully applied lashes and short-shorts she looked younger. Young and pretty. Like Ginny Evans.

“Do you like working here?”

Olivia surveyed the ragged gray fields and shrugged one shoulder. “It’s okay. I like driving the beer cart.”

“I bet. Good tips?”

“Yeah.” Finally, a smile. She had a beguiling gap between her two front teeth. “You really earn them out here, though.”

“A lot of shitty dudes?”

She nodded fast. “A ton.” Then, “What do you want with Rick?”

Was it typical for teenage girls to refer to their older, creepy male bosses by their first name, or was I jumping to conclusions?

“Just asking him a couple of questions,” I said.

“About Alyssa?” Olivia asked.

Then again, maybe those conclusions were justified. “Among other things. Why, is there something you want to tell me? About Alyssa and Rick?”

Olivia looked down at her white canvas shoes. They were completely soaked. “Are you her lawyer?” she asked.

“No, but I’ve spoken to the firm. If there’s anything you want to add, for Alyssa’s sake, you can tell me.”

Lying was a risky move, but I was pretty sure it wasn’t illegal.

“Like I told him, I didn’t see anything happen with her. I just know how he is.”

“A bit too friendly?” I suggested.

Olivia’s face hardened, and I felt our careful alliance shift. We were no longer on the same side—two women in a man’s world. She was looking at me like I was the enemy—the kind of person who asked what she’d been wearing, how much she’d had to drink, whether she had egged him on. I reversed course.

“Or a total and complete asshole?”

The side of her mouth quirked. “That exactly.”

“Perv.”

“Totally. Always bumping into you ‘by accident.’ Always asking where the party is. As if we would be caught dead walking into a party with Dick Bishop.”

“Dick?”

“It’s what the girls here call him, behind his back.”

“Did he ever show up at any of these parties?”

“God, no. But he’d always offer us a ride or tell us we could call him if we were drunk and needed a ride home. No thanks!” Olivia rolled her eyes like it was nothing but a harmless nuisance that her older boss offered a private late-night car service to teenage girls, but I felt my entire body go cold.

“Did he offer Alyssa a ride?”

“A few times.”

“Did she go with him?”

“No, she’s smarter than that.” Olivia paused. “The thing that happened, happened in the clubhouse.”

My heart was hammering. What horrible thing had happened in the clubhouse? I waited in case Olivia was going to elaborate.

After a few moments, she said, “I thought maybe you guys were here to arrest him, but nothing’s going to happen, is it?”

She sounded so dejected. I wanted so badly to reassure her that shitty men got their due, but it was a promise I couldn’t make.

“Listen, if anything shifty goes down, you need to tell someone. You can tell me, if you want. You can find me at Good Vibrations most days, or leave me a message there.”

“The witch place?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Are you a witch?” Olivia looked delighted at the possibility, and I felt my stock rise a few points.

“I’m witch-adjacent.”

“Is that different?”

I shrugged. “Depends on who you ask.”



Nick was right to focus on the Silver Bullet—it felt like our first significant lead. Olivia had revealed a pattern of behavior with teenage girls. Maybe he had tried to pull the same thing with Ginny, but the situation had spun out of control and she had paid for it with her life. In the nineties, creepy behavior was something girls like Ginny were taught to roll their eyes at. Now, twenty years later, girls like Alyssa were encouraged to speak up about situations that made them uncomfortable.

If Alyssa had contacted a local lawyer about workplace harassment, there was a good chance it would have been Banks & Benson, my father’s firm. Not wanting to alert him to any quasi-illegal behavior, especially with his retirement mere days away, I decided to leave him out of it. Grant Banks was a blowhard and a big gossip who would immediately call my father, so he was out of the question. That left me with one final option, and it wasn’t one I was happy about.


Me: I’m ready to cash in the drink you owe me




Shithead: Casa Banks is at your service




Me: how’s tonight?




Shithead: eager beaver.;) See you at 8.



The driver’s door opened and I jumped in my seat, nearly dropping my phone.

Nick smirked. “Texting your secret boyfriend again?”

I ignored him. “So, what did you think of ‘Call Me Rick’ Bishop?”

Nick’s smirk faded. “He’s definitely the Silver Bullet. Based on his reaction, I think it’s safe to say he’s also MrBirdie69.”

“A creep by any other name.”

“I didn’t take you for a Shakespeare fan,” Nick said.

“I’m more of a Leonardo DiCaprio fan.”

Nick rolled his eyes and pulled the car back onto the highway. “I’m going to confirm his alibi before digging any deeper, but I don’t like his connection with Cobb, especially when you consider that Charlene’s Silver Bullet tip was never investigated.”

We lapsed into silence on the drive back. As the golden fields gave way to the half-built subdivisions outside town, Nick asked, “Where can I drop you?”

“Shear Beauty. I have an appointment with Amanda at four.”

“Can you ask her if Ginny ever mentioned the Silver Bullet or Richard Bishop?”

“Will do. I’ll text you later and let you know how it went,” I said, conveniently forgetting to mention that I was meeting Foster after my hair appointment.






Chapter 34


Stepping into Shear Beauty was like stepping back in time to an era when women had their hair washed and set once a week, gossiping under space-age dryers pulled over their curlers like helmets. The white linoleum floor was clean but yellowing in places, and if you looked closely, you could see nicotine stains on the Creamsicle-orange walls. The chairs, the plants, everything was made of brittle, aging plastic. The acrid scent of perm solution was strong enough to bring tears to my eyes.

A stylist looked up from rolling an elderly woman’s hair in curlers. She was humming along with a Patsy Cline song crackling through a transistor radio as old as the salon. I was struck by her impressive mane of silvering blond ringlets—a Jessie Spano Saved by the Bell textbook super-perm. Through a mouthful of bobby pins, she asked, “Got an appointment, honey?”

“Yes, four o’clock with Amanda.”

Super-Perm yelled toward the back room, “Mandy! Your four o’clock is here.” Then she nodded toward the first station. “Take a seat. She’ll just be a minute.”

I sank into the cracked pleather of the styling chair and leafed through a giant binder of hairstyles. The laminated pages were slightly tacky to the touch and arranged by hair length. Most contemporary salons expected you to come in with a few screenshots of a celebrity for reference. Here you could point at a photograph and order a hairstyle like ordering from a menu. I considered a few looks from the medium-length section.

“You must be Drew.”

Amanda MacKinnon looked nothing like the preppy teenage girl in the photos online. Her long blond hair was gone, chopped off at the shoulders and slicked back into a low ponytail dyed a shade of purplish red I hadn’t seen since 2003. She still had a heavy hand with black eyeliner, but had given up on the pancake makeup of her youth, her skin bare and pale. Black jeans were belted low on her hips, and she wore a rust-color sweater. Left to her own devices, without Ginny’s style to emulate, Amanda’s look was dated and just off the mark. The Wannabe.

“That’s me!” I said brightly.

Amanda didn’t return my smile, ask me how I was, or offer me coffee or water. Instead, she stood behind me and hovered her hands above my head. Her nails were painted a deep eggplant purple, and she wore a silver claddagh ring on her middle finger. “May I?” she asked.

“Go ahead.”

She ran her fingers through the length of my hair. My scalp tingled and I tried not to think about how the last person who had their hands in my hair was Foster.

“Nice natural wave,” she said. “Do you ever wear it curly?”

“Not really. Mostly I wear it up.”

“Thinking about something new?” She hoisted my hair so the ends dangled an inch above my shoulders. I noticed a many-petalled rose tattoo on the pale underside of her wrist. “Maybe a little shorter? A bob would look nice, bring out the curl.”

Across the salon, over Patsy Cline’s wistful crooning, Super-Perm hollered, “I would’ve saved a boatload of money if I had even half of your curl, honey.”

“That’s funny,” I replied, “because I’ve spent a small fortune straightening it.”

Super-Perm made finger guns and pointed them in my direction, laughing as if she’d never heard anything funnier. I laughed along with her, but Amanda did not acknowledge the conversation at all. She was the very picture of concentration, pulling lightly at the pieces around my face, testing for bounce. “If you’d rather have a sort of messy, tousled look we could try longer layers and some mousse.”

“I like the idea of a bob. I was also thinking bangs. Not too short—just about here.” I held my finger across the top of my eyebrows.

Amanda tilted her head and considered this, staring at me in the mirror. Her eyes were a pale light green, like a cat’s. I felt momentarily pinioned, like a butterfly fixed in place by a collector, even though I knew she couldn’t see inside my head or intuit my reason for being there.

Amanda combed hair over my forehead with her fingers. “Your hair is thick, so bangs should lie nicely. You might get a cowlick or two, but that’s easy enough to tame with the right styling cream.”

“Let’s do it!” I said.

“Come on back to the sink and I’ll give you a shampoo.”

I hopped out of the chair and followed Amanda to the sink in an uncomfortable silence. In my experience, hairstylists were a chatty bunch, keeping up an effortless, constant conversation. But Amanda was noticeably quiet for a stylist, only speaking if she had a question—Was the temperature of the water okay? Could I scoot back a bit? Would I like a scalp massage?

By the time we returned to her station, the other customer was seated under one of the Jetsons-era hair dryers with a magazine open on her lap. Super-Perm was out front having a smoke.

Amanda draped a heavy black cape around my front and Velcroed it tightly behind my neck.

“Are we doing one inch or two?” she asked.

“Let’s do two,” I said, thinking a bigger change might win me some points, or at least some time.

I started with some lowball questions.

“How long have you been working here?” I asked.

Amanda slid open a drawer on a black storage trolley to reveal a collection of scissors, brushes, and combs. “Pretty much right out of school.” She chose a small white comb and divided my hair evenly down the middle. “Is this your natural part?” she asked.

“Yes.”

Even with her dated emo-kid aesthetic, Amanda was too young, her style too alternative, to work at a place that catered to women who hadn’t changed their hairstyle since 1968. Surely there were other salons with a younger or edgier clientele that would be more appealing to her. Why hide away in a time capsule?

“Did you always want to do hair?” I asked.

“In high school I spent more time on my hair than I did on my homework. It made sense to get paid for it.” Amanda paused. “The only class I really liked was art, but you can’t make a living drawing.”

On a hunch I asked, “Did you design the rose tattoo on your wrist?”

Amanda looked surprised. “I did.”

“It’s good. Have you ever thought about becoming a tattoo artist?”

Amanda frowned. “Metal & Ink is a real boys’ club. They’d never hire a woman.”

Metal & Ink was owned by an ex-biker who had gone legit when he opened the tattoo parlor on the edge of town. There was always at least one motorcycle parked out front, deterring non-biker customers.

“There are tattoo parlors everywhere,” I pointed out. “Who says you’d have to stay in Stanfield?”

“The equipment’s really expensive.”

It wasn’t an answer to my question, but her tone told me to drop it. Amanda continued to make angled cuts in my damp hair. In the mirror, across the room, I could see the older woman under the dryer with her eyes closed, nodding forward, dozing.

“You know, I grew up here. I just moved back in the spring.”

Amanda made an unimpressed noise in the back of her throat. “You’re a little young for retirement,” she said.

“I inherited my aunt’s store, Good Vibrations. Do you know it?”

Stanfield was too small for a local like Amanda not to recognize the name of the town’s infamous metaphysical shop. She shrugged. “I’ve heard of it.”

“It’s not going well. Someone took a can of red spray paint to my window. ‘Justice for Ginny.’” I watched for a reaction to Ginny’s name, but Amanda’s face was smooth and impassive as marble. I would have to turn up the heat. “Did you know Ginny Evans?”

Amanda’s entire body tensed. “Everyone knew Ginny.”

I was so close to cracking her. I reached for another button to push, something that would elicit a reaction. “Some people blame my aunt, Hannah Mystic, for messing up the investigation.”

“She was wrong about a body being in the lake.” Her tone was neutral, but I noticed she was trimming my hair a little more briskly than before.

“My aunt never said that specifically, but that’s how the police interpreted it.”

Amanda combed the front section of my hair over my eyes. “Keep your head straight, I’m going to cut your bangs now.”

I closed my eyes and felt the cold metal of the scissors millimeters from my eyelashes. I heard the swish of the blades, and in a single snip, wet curls of my hair were sliding down the front of my cape.

“Hannah’s visions were abstract and could be tricky to interpret. Almost like poetry.” I paused. “Not like mine.”

Eyes still closed, I felt a light tug at the roots of my hair as Amanda pulled my new bangs taut and adjusted their length. When she spoke again, I felt her cool breath on my cheek. “Is that your way of telling me that you’re some kind of mystic, too?”

“It runs in families,” I said.

“I hope you’re better at it than she was.”

I ignored the dig and pressed on. “Actually, I had a vision about you.”

Amanda’s fingers tightened around my shoulders. I had to be careful. It occurred to me that my arms were trapped under a heavy plastic cape, and she had a variety of sharp scissors at her disposal. I opened my eyes so I could see her reaction to what I had to say next.

Instead of telling me to mind my own business or get the hell out, Amanda switched out her scissors for a comb.

“Don’t you want to know what I saw?”

Amanda scrutinized me. “Even if I did believe in visions, you’re a total stranger. Why would I care what you think you saw?”

“What if I can prove it to you?”

Her green cat’s eyes narrowed. “How?”

I had to convince her. Like Nick, Amanda needed to believe in my visions before she would divulge her secrets. I made a visual sweep of the salon for any objects that were likely to produce a glimmer. Dusty plastic plants, a stained white mug that read Don’t Talk to Me Until I’ve Had My Coffee, copies of old hairstyling magazines stacked on an empty chair. Nothing that would offer me anything to convince Amanda that I was the real deal—until the late-autumn sunlight reflected off her ring.

“Give me your ring and I’ll show you.”






Chapter 35


Amanda looked down at her claddagh ring as if it had just betrayed her, then shoved her hand in her back pocket.

“You come here pretending to want a haircut, tell me you had a vision of me, and you expect me to hand over my jewelry?”

“I needed a haircut and I wanted to talk to you. Both things can be true.”

I wondered if she was going to kick me out, hair sopping and the left side two inches shorter than the right.

“Maybe I should call the police,” Amanda said. “They don’t seem to like mystics very much, from what I recall.”

“Go ahead. While you’re at it, why don’t you tell them the truth about why you had Ginny’s locket.”

The scissors fell from her hand and clattered on the floor.

“I don’t have any locket!” she insisted.

“You were a teenager in the vision. I saw you try it on. Around the time Ginny disappeared.”

“Sounds like a pretty useless vision to me,” she said, her hands shaking as she retrieved the scissors.

“It wasn’t just any locket. It was the one Kash gave her. The one the police found in his car after she disappeared. Why would I see a vision of you wearing the locket and not Ginny?”

“Maybe you’re not the mystic you think you are.” Amanda meant for the words to hurt, but they lacked any bite or conviction. She was wavering.

It occurred to me that maybe she did know the truth, but she didn’t want anyone else to know. Amanda looked out the front window at Super-Perm, who was pacing in front of the store, talking animatedly on her phone, a cigarette dangling from her other hand. I wondered if they were close, if Amanda had any friends she confided in, or if she was still the Wannabe, modeling herself in someone else’s image, never revealing too much of herself.

“Ginny was your best friend. If my best friend went missing, I would do anything if I thought it would help bring her back. After twenty years, don’t you want to know the truth?”

Amanda paused, twisting the ring round her middle finger. “I don’t see what my ring has to do with anything.”

“Think of it as a demonstration.”

She frowned, but she pulled the ring over her knuckle and set it on the station counter. “This is really fucking weird.”

“I never said it wasn’t weird.”

I took the ring, still warm from her finger. I closed my fist around it, then shut my eyes. I inhaled deeply, then exhaled out the scents of ammonia, shampoo, and hairspray. With my thumb I traced the parts of the ring—hands, crown, heart, hands, crown, heart—over and over until Patsy Cline faded away and I found myself in that soft, liminal space between the present and the glimmer. When I heard the deep rumble of a man’s laugh, I opened my eyes.

I found myself in a homey kitchen, at a table, dishes scraped and pushed to the side. A single candle melting in waxy rivers down the neck of an old wine bottle cast a warm glow. Sitting across from me was a tree of a man with bulging shoulders, a ruddy complexion, and a nose that had been broken at least once. He was cradling an open ring box in gigantic hands and smiling at me—Amanda—with hopeful eyes.

“What do you think?” he asked.

I recognized Amanda’s claddagh ring nestled in the soft velvet.

“I love it,” she said, reaching her hand across the table to squeeze his fingers.

The man’s smile grew even bigger. “I saw it and I thought of you. My nan had one just like it.”

The man slid the ring down the middle finger of Amanda’s right hand. It felt smooth and cool on her finger. Amanda kept looking between the man and the ring, like she couldn’t decide which view was more wonderful.

“Next time I’ll bring you one for this finger.” The man gently tapped my—Amanda’s—ring finger on her left hand.

“Seamus,” she said. Seamus closed his giant hands over hers and squeezed.

I exhaled deeply, breathing out the vision. When I opened my eyes, I was back in the faded Creamsicle time capsule of Shear Beauty. Amanda looked pale in the mirror, her eyes hard and bright, like gemstones.

“Seamus gave you this ring,” I said, handing it back. “Did he replace it for an engagement ring like he said he would?”

“Shit,” Amanda whispered. She hesitated before accepting the ring, as if it was now radioactive, then rubbed it against her jeans before twisting it back on her finger. She exhaled deeply through her nose and muttered, “I would kill for a cigarette right now.”

I nodded toward Super-Perm, who was no longer on the phone, but leaning against the window, head back. “You could probably bum one off your friend out there.”

“She’s not my friend, and I quit five years ago.” Amanda slipped a pack of gum out of her back pocket and popped a white tablet out of the foil. She chewed furiously. After a few moments of meditative chewing, she asked, “I take it you’re not married?”

I raised my hand and wiggled my bare fingers. “Nope.”

“Have you ever been married?”

“Not even close.”

“Seamus and I were together for most of my twenties. He got a job working the oil sands in Fort Mac, told me he was going to put in a few years, make a ton of money, then come back rich. But three years turned into five and he started talking about how I should go there to join him. I never did.”

“Why not?” I asked, wondering if it was the memory of Ginny that kept her tied here.

Amanda dunked the scissors in a canister of neon-blue disinfectant and wiped them down with a cloth. “I didn’t want to live all the way out there. It’s even worse than this shithole.”

I didn’t buy it. It was a flimsy excuse, like how the cost of the equipment stopped her from pursuing her tattoo dreams outside of Stanfield. Something else was holding Amanda here.

“Why stay here if you hate it so much?” I asked.

Amanda resumed trimming the hair at the nape of my neck. “You’re the one who came back.”

“I’m not the one whose best friend went missing,” I pointed out. “It must be hard for you, having reminders of Ginny everywhere.”

“Life is hard.”

“There’s talk of putting up a memorial downtown. I was surprised to see you weren’t at the committee meeting.”

Amanda raised her thin eyebrows. “A psychic and a stalker? Hard to believe you’re not married. Tilt your head forward.”

I looked down as more tufts of hair fell to the ground and gathered around my feet. “I’m not the only one who noted your absence.”

“That committee is nothing but a bunch of rubbernecking do-gooders who get off on being close to a tragedy.” A deep wrinkle formed in the space between Amanda’s eyebrows, plucked thin and pencilled in with the same purplish-red shade as her hair. “Most of them didn’t even know Ginny. Not like I did.”

“Then why not advocate for her? Go to the meeting to ensure the memorial is something that truly honors her memory?”

“Arguing about a bench is not going to bring her back.” Amanda’s fingers were cold where they brushed my neck. “You can sit up now.”

Amanda might not care about a memorial bench, but where Ginny was concerned, I could see that the wound was still tender. “I’m getting closer to finding out what happened to Ginny. I’m just missing a few pieces of the puzzle. I think you have one of those pieces, and it has to do with why you had her locket.”

“The locket has nothing to do with anything,” she said, exchanging her scissors for a fluffy bristle brush.

“If it’s not important, then why won’t you tell me?”

She brushed the stray hairs off my shoulders. We were almost done. Anxiety prickled in my toes and fingers. Maybe I was pushing the wrong buttons. Maybe the trigger wasn’t Ginny.

“You know, a lot of people still think Kash is responsible.”

Amanda’s jaw tightened. “That was just a bunch of racist assholes who knew nothing about him. He would never hurt anyone.”

“His alibi is pretty shaky, and when a girl goes missing, people naturally point to the ex-boyfriend. How can you be so sure Kash isn’t involved?”

Amanda stared at the ring on her finger. I noticed she had put it on with the point of the heart facing her wrist—signaling that her heart was taken.

“Because I was with him that night.”






Chapter 36


I hoped Amanda couldn’t hear my heart thundering under the heavy cape. “You were with Kash the night Ginny went missing?”

Amanda looked out the window to check on Super-Perm, who was seated on the curb, staring intently at her phone.

“I haven’t told anyone this before,” she admitted. “I’m probably going to regret it.”

She set the brush on the counter, exhaling as if she had just taken a long draw on a cigarette. “I saw Kash at the bush party. I could tell he was upset. He told me he’d gone to see Ginny at work—he wanted her to come to his sister’s birthday, but she blew him off. I got him a beer and told him that he was too good for her.”

“Then what?”

“Later, much later, I asked him for a ride home.” Amanda looked over at the woman under the dryer, still dead to the world. Quietly, she said, “That’s where it happened.”

“What happened?” I asked, lowering my voice to match.

“I kissed him.”

Amanda looked down at her ring again. I wondered if she was thinking about a different piece of jewelry, from a different man. “At first, Kash was really into it. But then he saw the locket.”

“Ginny’s locket?”

“I forgot I was wearing it. After they broke up, Ginny wanted to give it back to him, but I told her that was a bitchy thing to do. Instead, she dumped it in the hamper her mom used to collect old things for the Salvation Army. So, when she wasn’t looking, I took it. I got rid of the photo of Ginny and Kash that was inside.”

Amanda absently rubbed the spot on her neck where the locket would have rested. “I used to wear it sometimes and pretend that Kash had given it to me.”

“What did he do when he realized it was his locket?” I asked.

“He was upset, obviously. He didn’t understand why I had it, and I was too drunk to explain it properly. Then it got awkward, so I asked him to drive me home.”

“What time was this?”

Amanda shrugged. “I don’t know for sure, maybe eleven thirty?”

“What happened then?”

“When I got out of the car, I told him if he wanted Ginny so badly, he could have it. I tore it off and threw it at him. Dramatic, I know.”

“The last reported sighting of Ginny was in Kash’s car, around eleven thirty. But it wasn’t Ginny in the car, it was you.”

Amanda pulled on the ends of her ponytail, tightening it. “I looked different back then. I used to dye my hair blond, like Ginny’s. People used to confuse us.” She scrutinized her reflection in the mirror, as if looking for traces of Ginny in her adult face. “From a distance, anyway.”

“Why didn’t you tell the police?” I asked. “It was all over the news, you must have known it was you the witness saw in Kash’s car, not Ginny.”

Amanda glanced over at the woman under the hair dryer. She was still dozing away, oblivious. “Because I knew how it looked. If people found out, I would be the backstabbing slut who made out with her best friend’s ex. Small towns have long memories. That’s not something people ever let you forget.”

I nodded. I had kept my distance from Hannah to save my own reputation in high school, an act of self-preservation that wasn’t much different from Amanda’s decision.

“Is it possible Kash went looking for Ginny after he dropped you off?” I asked.

“No. He was too hurt. And too drunk. He wouldn’t want her to see him like that—she wasn’t a drinker.”

“If you had gone to the police, you could have given Kash an alibi or removed some of the suspicion.”

Amanda looked down, squirted a dollop of white cream on her hands, rubbed her palms together, and then started distributing it through my hair, roots to tip. “I was seventeen and scared shitless. What would you have done?”

At seventeen I spent half my time thinking about my latest crush and the other half strategizing on how to score alcohol. Despite my outward insistence to the world that I was edgy, inside I was just as anxious and insecure as any teenager.

“What do you think happened to Ginny?” I asked.

Amanda looked out the window. I wondered what horrible things she was picturing, and how often she had imagined these scenarios.

“At first I thought she had skipped town. Her dad was a piece of work. Really hot and cold.”

I thought of the witness statement that mentioned Susan Evans’s black eye. “Do you think he was violent?”

“I never saw anything, but Ginny never wanted to hang out at home, especially if her dad was there. We’d always go to my place or hang out in the square downtown.” Amanda smiled sadly. “She used to feel guilty about praying that her mother would get a divorce. I told her it was exactly the kind of thing she should pray for. But what did I know? I wasn’t one of her youth group friends.”

She paused to wipe her hands on a towel. “I thought she had finally run away and eventually she’d call to explain. I was hurt that she hadn’t confided in me, but we weren’t hanging out as much at the time. But then weeks went by and there was nothing. That’s when I knew that something bad had happened. I stopped being angry with her and started to feel sick. What if I never saw her again? I still can’t remember the last thing I said to her. It was probably a nothing conversation, like hundreds we had before. I wish I could remember it.”

I tried to recall my last interaction with Gigi but was stumped. I had probably texted her something inane, like a cat picture. So much of our conversation was about nothing—yet it added up to something precious.

“I’m sorry,” I said, knowing it wasn’t enough.

“You wanted to know why I stay here. It is hard, to be reminded of Ginny everywhere. But I think it would be worse to go someplace where she never existed at all.”

I was sobered by Amanda’s words. There was a whole world out there, but she chose to stay tethered to the one place that had been touched by Ginny. No wonder she wasn’t a part of the memorial committee. What difference would a plaque make? To Amanda, the whole town was a living, breathing memorial to her best friend. To leave would be to abandon Ginny.

I was confident that she had nothing to do with Ginny’s disappearance, and neither did Kash. The guilt Amanda felt was self-imposed survivor’s guilt, a penance for living while all indications suggested that Ginny was not.

“Can you think of anyone who might have had a reason to hurt Ginny?” I asked. “Did Ginny ever mention Richard Bishop? Or a guy called the Silver Bullet?”

“No, but like I said, we weren’t hanging out as much that spring.” A bitter edge returned to her voice. “She was always at volleyball or work or with her new youth group friends.”

In my online search for anything Ginny-related, I had come across a video montage. In it, there was a clip of thirteen-year-old Ginny and Amanda and a few other girls in pajamas and full makeup, lip-synching and dancing to Ace of Base in someone’s basement. At one point Amanda makes a wrong turn and smacks into Ginny and they explode into laughter, shrieking and holding on to each other for dear life. In moments like those it’s hard to imagine that you’ll ever love anyone more, or that those friendships can eventually fade away. There is no loss that cuts deeper than that of a best friend.

Amanda opened a drawer and pulled out a dryer with a diffuser attachment and began to blow-dry my hair, tousling it as she went. I kept quiet. The dryer was too loud to talk over anyway. When she was finished, she removed the cape from around my neck and we both admired her work in the mirror.

“You look cute,” she said. “French.”

My hair was artfully messed and the bangs framed my eyes in a way that made them look bigger and brought out the green flecks mixed in with the hazel.

“I love it,” I said. “Thank you. For the cut and for telling me the truth.”

She was suddenly prickly again, the intimacy of the moment over. She scrutinized my hair, wrapping errant flyaways around her pointer finger to define the curl. “I don’t see how it matters, all these years later.”

“It’s different this time,” I insisted.

“Why, because you’re on the case?” she said, making no effort to hide her sarcasm. “After everything that happened with your aunt, you think people are going to believe another mystic?”

“I’m more of a psychic,” I said.

Amanda scoffed. “Is there a difference?”

“A mystic believes their insight comes from God, while a psychic is more … agnostic,” I said.

In the mirror she gave me a withering look. “And you think being agnostic will make the police more likely to believe you?”

“Maybe not, but they’ll believe you. If people knew it wasn’t Ginny in the car with Kash that night, it might lead to new information. It could change the whole course of the investigation, maybe even break the case.”

Amanda balled up the used cape and tossed it in a laundry bin. “Or it could lead to people egging my door and calling me slut in the papers.”

“I know someone you could talk to. He’s not a cop. He’s a reporter doing a story on the case.”

Amanda raised a single purple eyebrow. “How is that better?”

“He’s a friend of mine and he grew up here. Ginny means something to him, too.” I left out the part about Nick’s connection to Kash, not wanting to rub more salt in a tender wound. “You can trust him. Will you at least think about it?”

Amanda stared at me in the mirror. “I’m thinking about how much I’d like to give you micro bangs so it takes ages to grow out.”

I laughed uneasily, aware that the scissors were still within Amanda’s reach. But before any further cuts could be made, Super-Perm walked in on a cloud of cigarette smoke. She stopped behind Amanda’s station to appraise her work, checking out my cut from all angles.

“I can take or leave those bangs, but this curl?” Super-Perm reached out and scrunched a handful of curls in her fingers. “To die for.”









PART IV
The Devil




The Devil only appears to those who refuse to see or hear the truth.

—from the journals of Hannah Mystic











Chapter 37


Three hours and six outfit changes later, I found myself in the company of a man I had repeatedly told myself I would never see again. But if there was a chance Foster knew something about what happened between the Silver Bullet and a young staff member at the Downs, then I was willing to volunteer as tribute. Foster was currently living in the basement suite of his parents’ palatial house overlooking Pebble Lake just outside of town. I had been there before, first as a kid and then a teenager, hiding out from the adults at one of the family’s many gatherings. Once upon a time I had been impressed by the built-in bar, leather furniture that felt so smooth and cool against my legs, and complicated surround-sound system. Now I saw it for what it was, a glorified man cave.

Foster was wearing the hell out of a pair of dark jeans and a slim-fitting gray V-neck sweater flecked with cream that made him look appealingly respectful, if not for the rumpled hair and bedroom eyes. While he fixed drinks behind the bar, I asked him questions about his divorce, to remind myself what a bad idea he was.

“She’ll get the house, obviously.”

“You don’t want it?” I asked.

“A two-garage, three-story semi-detached in a neighborhood full of children and designer dogs?” Foster grimaced. “I never wanted it.”

“What about the money?”

Foster was unbothered. “I don’t need money. She can keep the house and fill it with the children of some other man.”

And here I was slashing streaming services, reusing tea bags, and considering drastic measures like renting out the store in the evenings to make ends meet. “God, I hate rich people.”

Foster grinned wickedly, offering me a cut-glass tumbler of dark golden liquor with black whiskey stones. “But you love our booze.”

I wondered, if I put my mind to it, what sordid glimmers the whiskey glass would conjure, but I hadn’t come to the Banks manse to plumb the depths of Foster’s personal history. Given our own recent history, drinking alone with Foster in a cozy room wasn’t a great idea, but getting through the evening without a drink was even less appealing, so I relented.

I took my glass without psychic incident and settled into the black leather recliner meant for one. Foster followed and sat on the matching couch. He clapped his hands once and the lights dimmed.

I rolled my eyes. “Classy.”

“Nothing but the best of early aughts amenities for the Bankses, as you remember.”

I refused to take the bait about the times we had spent together in this den, lights off, more than fifteen years ago. “Why did you get married if you wanted such different things?”

“I thought I might want it someday—the big house, the kids, the Christmas photo shoots—and Madeline seemed like the right person to do all those things with.” He frowned, then leaned forward in a moment of (feigned?) vulnerability. “I know you think I’m a heartless cad, but I did love her.”

“You’re more of a rake than a cad.”

“Which one is more handsome?”

“A rake is sleazier.”

“Excellent. Cheers.”

Foster raised his glass. I lifted mine in return. They were the heaviest cocktail glasses I’d ever held. Definitely not from Dollarama. Gigi would be impressed, if she ever got over her fury at me being in Foster’s company at all.

“Maddie is going to be fine. Some nice man will swoop in and feel like he’s won the lottery. He’ll treat her like the suburban queen she’s always wanted to be and I will be the one drowning in my sorrows.”

“You seem to be doing just fine.”

“It’s a facade. I’m dying on the inside. Besides, you never struck me as someone who was attracted to wounded birds.”

“I am unfortunately attracted to all sorts of terrible men.”

“Like rakes?”

“Especially rakes.” Uh-oh. Three sips in and I could feel my resolve weakening.

Foster leaned forward again. “I like your haircut. It’s very gamine, gives you a sort of schoolgirl charm.”

“You’re too old for schoolgirls.”

“I know that. I’m a rake, not a felon.”

“But there is something schoolgirl-related I wanted to talk to you about.”

Foster looked at me with an expression that was half triumphant, half salacious. “And here it is, your ulterior motive.”

I didn’t deny it. After years of withholding and half-truths about his relationship status, Foster owed me and I was cashing in.

“Do you, or did you ever, represent a teenager named Alyssa? I don’t know her last name.”

“Why, Judge Benson, are you asking me to break the sacred bond of lawyer-client privilege?”

I’d originally been surprised that Foster had towed the Banks family line all the way to law school, given his teenage disdain for the law and love of anarchist bands. But he liked being a big fish in a small pond, and I underestimated how some people got into professions for the money and the lifestyle they provided.

“Admitting that you represent someone isn’t a confidentiality issue,” I pointed out.

“You can’t sneak anything by a lawyer’s kid.” Foster winked. Despite everything I knew about him, it was still disarming. “Jog my memory,” he said.

“Teenage girl, worked at the Stanfield Downs, probably filed some sort of sexual harassment complaint against Richard Bishop in the last year.”

“Bells are ringing, but as I said, client privilege. Why are you so interested in this? You’re a little too old to be a beer cart girl, even with those bangs.”

“Maybe I’m starting a vigilante service where I track down creeps and relieve them of their balls.”

“And you would have my full support. Let me know if you need a silent backer.”

“So you do know what I’m talking about. Do you know Richard Bishop, manager at the Downs?”

“I prefer Pebble Lake to the Downs, but I’m familiar with both courses.”

“Of course. Rich people love golf.”

“It’s how we get richer.”

Foster got up to retrieve the whiskey bottle, refilled his glass and added a splash to mine, then put it on the coffee table between us. It felt like a dare—one I was working hard to resist.

“I can’t tell you the specifics, but let’s say I had a client named Minnie Mouse.”

“Okay.”

“Smart, bright future ahead of her, but college is expensive. Minnie Mouse is going to need money, so she takes a job working for Prince John.”

It took me a minute to place the reference. “Prince John from Disney’s Robin Hood? The animated one?”

“The lion that sucks his thumb, yes.”

“Okay.”

“So Minnie Mouse gets a job working for Prince John, who only hires a particular kind of girl.”

“Young and pretty.”

“Exactly. Most of these girls see Prince John for what he is, a big baby, but Minnie Mouse is sassier than the rest. She doesn’t appreciate the way he treats them.”

“Which is how?”

“Comments about how they look, asking about boyfriends and parties, standing a little too close. None of which is illegal. But then Prince John goes too far. One night Prince John stays late to keep Minnie company while she cleans up the clubhouse. For her safety.”

“Ugh.”

“Agreed. But then he follows her into the men’s washroom and proceeds to watch her clean the toilet. Minnie feels uncomfortable and tells him he’s in the way, and she needs to clean the floors. Prince John says she’s cute when she’s flushed like that.”

“I feel sick.”

“Drink the whiskey, it helps. Then Minnie notices that little Prince John is also watching her, so to speak.”

“I know you think you’re being clever but you’re making it one hundred times worse by using Disney characters.”

“You’re the one who wanted to hear this story, Benson. Poor Minnie wants to leave, but Prince John is in the doorway—he’s a big lion and she’s just a little mouse. So she continues to clean, meets her dad King Triton in the parking lot after her shift, and the two of them come to me the next day.”

“Shit. What did you do?”

“I did some background work and then I advised my client. Pro bono, I might add.”

“This isn’t about you and what a decent guy you are, Foster. What ended up happening?”

“You’re not going to like this, Benson. I spoke to Prince John on behalf of my client, and in the end, Jafar comes to the rescue.”

“And who’s Jafar?”

“Local golf impresario and father of Prince John.”

“Frank Bishop Sr. Got it.”

“He apologizes profusely, offers Minnie Mouse an entire summer’s worth of wages and her father a lifetime membership at Pebble Lake Golf and Country Club if they drop the complaint and never mention it again.”

“Please tell me they didn’t take it.”

“They did.”

I groaned at the injustice of it all but knew that, in her situation, I’d likely do the same.

Foster tried to soften the cold, hard reality of workplace sexual harassment for me. “Not a bad deal, considering. Prince John never touched or threatened her, he didn’t make any advances, and it isn’t against the law to get an erection, even at inopportune times.”

“But what about the comments he made? Or the fact that he made an underage employee uncomfortable? Isn’t that harassment?”

“I know this, and you know this, but the law is very gray in this area. These kinds of transgressions are hard to prove, and the process is hard on the victim. In the eyes of a lot of people, nothing happened.”

My ears were ringing, whether from the rage I felt toward Dick Bishop or the whiskey I couldn’t tell. “I get it, but what if something happens to the next girl?”

“For what it’s worth, I think Prince John got the message. He knows he’s got a good thing there at the Downs, and of course he’d never want to upset Jafar.” Foster swirled what was left of his drink before downing it. “Now there’s a man with daddy issues.”

“That is the worst Disney movie of all time.”

“I’m sorry, Benson. But you brought it up.”

If the Silver Bullet’s father made his problems disappear once, he could have done so many times, maybe even back in 1998. The Silver Bullet had given Ginny rides home from work. What if he had seen her run out of the Saint that night, upset, and offered her a ride? What if he propositioned her, she refused, and he snapped, and then he found himself with a body he needed to get rid of? It was a dark train of thought, but the fact was Richard “Silver Bullet” Bishop had two men with the power to make problems go away—his father, and Knob, his golfing buddy. Must be nice to have Daddy and your cop friend looking out for you.

“Has anyone else ever made allegations against Prince John?” I asked.

Foster shook his head. “Not on the record.”

“But he’s always been like this.”

“A leopard never changes his spots.”

“Don’t mix metaphors. I’m having trouble keeping everyone straight as it is.”

Foster topped up his drink and took the opportunity to slide down the couch, closer to the recliner I was sitting in. “You used to be much better at handling your alcohol, Benson.”

“Do you think Prince John is capable of anything more serious?”

“How serious are we talking?”

“Kidnapping, maybe murder.”

Foster looked down into his drink and swirled the whiskey stone. I hated when he looked smart and thoughtful. It made him more attractive.

“Honestly, no. I wouldn’t be surprised if there was an indecent exposure charge in this man’s future, but I think he’s ultimately a cowardly lion.”

“Don’t ruin The Wizard of Oz for me.”

“No Warner Brothers properties. Got it. You never answered my question. Why the interest in Bishop?”

I sat back into the cool leather of the recliner, trying to digest what I had learned. “He was a suspect in the Ginny Evans case.”

“Really?”

“Or he should have been. There’s no evidence that the police followed up on it, but he used to hang around at the Saint and was seen giving her rides home a few times. Nobody saw her leave that night, but she didn’t have her car. And now this, with Alyssa? It’s a very suspicious pattern of behavior.”

“And what are you doing digging around in the case? Are you one of those online citizen detectives? I bet it makes a nice change from all that woo-woo stuff. What’s the profit margin on crystals, anyway?”

Foster’s words needled and I felt the evening start to sour. Too much whiskey and talk of shitty men. “Don’t be an ass.”

He pretended to pout and I tried very hard not to focus on his lips.

“You said you liked rakes,” he said. “If you think I’m such an ass, you wouldn’t keep turning up here.”

“Turning up? I was invited, both times, if I recall. The first time after you got me drunk at my own aunt’s wake, for Christ’s sake, and the second because I needed something from you.”

Foster grinned. “So we’re both shitty people.”

I stood, fueled by righteous rage. “No. You’re a shitty person, I am someone who makes shitty decisions.”

Foster patted the couch beside him. “Benson, come on. Sit down. I didn’t mean it. I’m being rakish.”

“You’re being an asshole.”

Gigi was at work, so I retrieved my purse and started scrolling through the meager list of local contacts I had since moving back. I really must make an effort to get out more.

“Benson, don’t leave.”

“Good luck with your divorce, Foster.”

I stomped upstairs to the door. Foster followed.

“Drew, I’m sorry, I was a shithead. You don’t have to wait outside.”

“I could use the fresh air. This place smells like expensive regret.”






Chapter 38


Sitting in Nick’s immaculate, fresh-off-the-lot-smelling car made me feel ten times more drunk. One sharp movement could dislodge the contents of my stomach all over the pristine interior.

“Everything okay?” he asked, looking back at the imposing Casa Banks in the rearview mirror. “When I last saw you, you were about to embark on a fact-finding mission disguised as a haircut. Your hair looks nice, by the way.”

“This is super nice of you to come get me,” I mumbled.

“You said it was urgent.”

“Still! To come all the way here.” I leaned against the cool leather of the headrest with my eyes closed, trying to prevent the onset of the spins.

“You can drive anywhere in town in less than ten minutes,” Nick pointed out. “It’s one of Stanfield’s best features.”

“They should paint that on the town sign.”

“Or work it into the tourism ads.” Nick paused. “So, was that—?”

“The sexual mistake? Yes. Only this time there was no sex, thank God.”

Beside me, Nick radiated discomfort. I tried to explain myself. “You know those magnetic people who you can never seem to shake even though they’re bad news and you’re not sure you even like them that much?”

“Can’t say that I do.”

I sighed. “This time it wasn’t about that, it was mostly about Ginny. How do I put this window down?” I fumbled around the inside of the door looking for the button.

“Are you going to be sick?”

I wasn’t sure if the concern in his voice was for me or his car. “Probably not. Maybe don’t take Parson’s Road, just in case.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

Parson’s was one of those hilly roads with a sudden drop that made your stomach flip like the first drop of a roller coaster, the kind of bump we used to take at full speed (on purpose) as teenagers. Not recommended for those with weak constitutions or under the influence of expensive whiskey.

Window open, I leaned into the cold air and let it scrub my face and toss my hair around. Beside us, Pebble Lake was dimpled and silver, like an ancient coin. I could smell a hint of smoke, as if someone had been burning leaves nearby. I sighed, taking it all in. The nausea, spins, and after-effects of the whiskey subsided. Nature had a remarkably stabling influence.

“Shithead is a lawyer.”

“Shithead being the—”

“Sexual mistake, yes, you can say it.”

“I wasn’t sure if it was only appropriate if you said it.”

“If it makes you uncomfortable, Shithead will do.” A passing streetlight glinted off the silver lid of a slim steel water bottle—the fancy kind that kept things cold for days. “Is that water?”

“Help yourself,” Nick said.

The water was cool and silky in my throat. I felt myself perk up like a neglected houseplant.

“Why do you need a lawyer?” Nick prompted.

“It was something the girl at the golf course said about Richard Bishop.”

I explained as best I could, without the Disney metaphors, my chat with Olivia and what had gone down between the Silver Bullet and Alyssa, then counted all the reasons why the Silver Bullet was now my number one suspect. “One—shitty pattern of behavior with young women. Two—creepy enough that Charlene mentioned him to the police, which they ignored, likely because three—he’s golfing buddies with Officer Knob.” Begrudgingly I admitted, “Although my source doesn’t think he’s capable of it.”

“That’s great work, Drew. But why didn’t you tell me before what Olivia said?”

“I wanted to confirm my suspicions first.”

Nick turned to look at me directly. “Not because you wanted a reason to visit Foster Banks?”

I groaned, feeling caught. “You knew?”

“Not for sure, but I figured,” he said, which didn’t make me feel any better. “I’m a reporter. Also, I have eyes. Drink more water.”

I tried to wash the sense of shame down in steady gulps. After giving me sufficient time to rehydrate, Nick continued.

“Do you want to tell me what happened with Amanda, or is that something else you’re keeping from me?”

“I wasn’t keeping it from you, I was getting to it!” I insisted. “Plus, it’s intel worth waiting for.” I paused for dramatic effect. “Turns out the witness saw Amanda in the car with Kash, not Ginny.”

“Shit.”

Nick’s response was deeply satisfying.

“Did you just swear?”

“I swear when it’s warranted. This is huge. It changes the timeline of when Ginny was last seen. If Amanda was in the car with Kash, then Char was the last one to see her, when she left the Saint around ten to seven. Will Amanda go on the record?”

“She told me she’d think about it.”

I could practically hear the typewriter keys clacking in Nick’s head, as if he was writing the story already. “That makes it more difficult, but I can work with it. Why didn’t Amanda tell the police before?”

“She was worried about how it would make her look. Loose-lips Kylie of the memorial committee was right—Amanda was in love with Kash. They kissed that night in the car, until Kash discovered she was wearing the locket he gave Ginny. It soured from there.”

“So that’s how the necklace ended up in the car,” Nick said.

“And why there were no photos inside,” I added.

Nick shook his head. “I still don’t understand why she wouldn’t go to the police. Lives were at stake. Her best friend was missing and her so-called crush was the number one suspect. You would think that would be more important than a little gossip about why she was in the car.”

“You’re being awfully judgy. Surely someone who pretended to love Star Wars can understand how just ‘a little gossip’ can change everything.”

Nick flinched, and I immediately regretted it. “Sorry. That was too far.”

He cleared his throat. “A bit harsh, perhaps, but I take your point.”

“Seventeen-year-olds famously make bad decisions,” I said. “Hell, thirty-three-year-olds make bad decisions.”

Nick raised an eyebrow. “I thought you avoided making a bad decision tonight.”

“Narrowly,” I muttered, relieved that we were back on lighter terms.

“Do you think Amanda may be hiding anything else?” Nick asked. “Did you get any glimmers while you were there?”

“No. She had complicated feelings about Ginny, but I don’t think she or Kash had anything to do with it.” I left out the vision of Seamus giving Amanda the ring. It felt private, and it didn’t have anything to do with the case.

I directed Nick to pull into the parking spot behind Good Vibrations. It was incredibly dark. After fifteen years in the city, I had forgotten how dark it got here at night. The lightbulb above the back door had burned out sometime in August and I’d never gotten around to changing it.

“Thanks again for the rescue,” I said, getting out of the car on unsteady legs.

Nick leaned across the passenger seat. “Are you going to be okay on the stairs?”

I stretched tall, readying my shaky limbs for a dark climb up to the apartment. “I’m feeling much better now.”

“Wait—”

I paused, bracing for a lecture, or advice, something that would once again underscore how bad I was at adulting.

“There was this guy, we used to run into each other at the club on Saturday nights when I was in J-school and, well, you know.”

Even though I couldn’t see his face well in the darkness, I knew Nick was blushing. I leaned down and looked through the passenger window to confirm.

“You go to clubs?”

Nick rolled his eyes. “I went to clubs, once upon a time. I used to look for him every weekend. Giovanni. I never knew his last name.” Nick paused, then grinned. “He was Italian.”

“Nice accent?”

“And great arms.”

I clapped. “Did hooking up with him fill you with regret afterward?”

“No.”

“Did the thought of him haunt your days and nights?”

“Not really.”

“Did you consider yourself the one person who could reform him?”

“Definitely not.”

I pushed myself off the car and walked backward toward the door. “Then I’m sorry, Nick. That does not a sexual mistake make.”


Shithead: sorry things ended badly.

Shithead: drink lots of water

Shithead: night Baby B x








Chapter 39


The next morning I was in no shape to deal with any potential customers. I let George handle the front of the store while I sorted old stock in the back room and nursed my hangover with silence and lots of water. Hannah might have had a knack with customers, but she wasn’t great with inventory. There were unopened boxes of merchandise that had never made the shelves and were now hopelessly dated—oracle decks featuring psychedelic graphics in acid greens and pinks and books that were borderline appropriative. I was sorting them into “discount” and “discard” piles when Nick appeared in the doorway, rosy-cheeked and hair ruffled by the breeze, looking like he had just come from something wholesome, like apple picking.

“Is this where the magic happens?”

I tried to see the room through Nick’s eyes: Hannah’s chaotic filing system of boxes stacked behind a deep red curtain that looked like it had a past life in a high school auditorium; a lacquered wooden card table where she did her readings; a pair of matching chairs with scalloped seatbacks upholstered in red velvet; a low particleboard shelf draped in a black lace runner.

“These days, it’s mostly where I come to have silent panic attacks.”

Nick looked sympathetic. “Things are that bad?”

“They aren’t great,” I admitted.

The kitten wound herself between Nick’s ankles and then leaped onto the table, scattering invoices and narrowly missing my laptop.

“And who is this?” Nick asked.

“This is Willow. George is convinced they can turn her into a famous internet star that will save the store.”

Willow allowed me to scratch her chin for all of five seconds before clawing her way up and over the curtain to explore the boxes.

Nick stepped farther into the room. “I come bearing good news and bad news,” he said.

I sank into one of the deep red chairs. “Bad news first.”

“The Silver Bullet’s alibi checks out. I found photos of him at a golf tournament near Baysbridge the night Ginny disappeared.”

I sighed. “Okay, what’s the good news?”

Nick held up a tote bag. “I brought pie.”

I managed to find plastic forks in a box with the words party things written across it in marker and held one out for Nick.

“None for me, thanks.”

“Suit yourself.”

I opened the white bakery box stamped in Gruen’s bubbly red letters to find half of a still-warm pumpkin pie. I started to eat straight out of the crimped aluminum plate.

“Don’t just stand there and watch me eat. Make yourself useful!” I armed Nick with a price gun and asked him to sticker the oracle decks with 50% Off labels.

I chewed my pie slowly, savoring every creamy, perfectly spiced bite. The combination of sugar and carbs was doing wonders for my hangover.

“So the Silver Bullet is a creep, but not our creep,” I said.

“Seems that way.”

“I guess that means Officer Knob is out, too?”

Nick nodded. “The only thing that made him suspicious was his relationship with the Silver Bullet, so yes, I’d say so.”

Punch, punch, punch went the price gun.

“Statistically, the Silver Bullet was a long shot.” Nick stacked the stickered decks in neat, even piles on the bookshelf. “When a teenager goes missing, it’s more likely to be at the hands of someone they know well.”

“Like a family member. Interesting. When I asked Amanda what she thought happened to Ginny, she said at first she thought Ginny had run away because of her dad.”

Nick perked up. “Did she give you any specifics?”

“Not really. She described him as hot and cold, and she thought Ginny didn’t like to bring friends home because of him. She also told me that Ginny used to pray for her parents to get divorced.”

Nick’s stickering slowed to a methodical pace. “Combined with the youth pastor’s statement about Ginny’s mother’s black eye, that paints a volatile picture of Ginny’s home life. She may also have been a victim of her father’s abuse.”

I attempted to put it all together. “Maybe Shady Dad got drunk, he and Ginny argue, he gets physical, and he kills her accidentally? A shove that turns into a deadly tumble down the stairs?” It was ghoulish to think about, but not impossible.

“But he wasn’t home that night.” He abandoned the price gun in favor of his Mystery Solving Kit. He pulled out two files and laid them on top of the oracle decks to compare. “David left home at nine after receiving a message on his pager about an emergency job. Susan’s statement corroborates that.”

I pointed out that Ginny left the Saint at seven, and David didn’t leave home until nine. “That leaves two hours for something to happen between Ginny and her father.”

Nick frowned. “Susan said she was home all night. In your scenario, she likely would have seen any altercation. Nothing about Susan suggests to me that she was complicit in her daughter’s death, accidental or otherwise.”

“Even if David threatened to kill her, too?”

“It might have worked at the time, but they’ve been divorced for years.” Nick shook his head. “If she knew David was responsible, she would’ve come forward by now.”

“Where exactly did David go at nine?” I asked.

Nick flipped to another page. “A man named Shane Anderson said David arrived at his house at nine fifteen to look at his air-conditioning system. They got talking, David stayed for a few beers, then slept it off on Shane’s couch. Shane heard him leave, and I quote, ‘at the butt crack of dawn.’”

“Shane sounds like a poet.” I had made my way through a quarter of the pie. Feeling generous, and slightly ill, I pushed the plate toward Nick. “If you don’t eat this, I will.”

“You have it,” Nick said graciously.

I took one more bite and let the buttery pastry melt on my tongue. “Is it normal for HVAC technicians to respond to calls at nine o’clock on a Friday night?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t think so,” Nick said. “Not unless it was an emergency, and there’s no indication that this job was urgent. All Shane says was ‘David got the A/C up and running.’ As alibis go, it’s a bit fishy.”

“Does it say anything in your mystery solving kit about where David is now?”

“No. I did a quick search when I was prepping. David was released in September 2010 after serving two years in jail for selling stolen goods up north, but he drops off the map after that.”

“Maybe we should start with the youth pastor. Ask him to elaborate on his suspicions about David being abusive.”

Nick ran his hand through his carefully sculpted waves. “He’s also proven difficult to find.”

Nick may have exhausted his official channels, but I was thinking of more local grassroots sources. “Do you know what this pie needs?”

He looked at me warily. “Don’t say whipped cream. You have a problem with whipped cream.”

“Coffee.”



Hot Bevvies was packed, people lined up at the counter waiting for pumpkin-spiced drinks and crowded around every table laughing over cinnamon buns large enough to feed a small family. I wondered, briefly, how different my life would be if Hannah had had a talent for baking instead of the supernatural. Bev presided over it all from behind the cash register in a boxy embroidered cardigan that looked like it had been cut from a medieval tapestry. Her eyes lit up when I walked up to the counter with Nick.

“Drew! I see you’ve brought a friend,” she said with great relish.

“This is Nick Campbell. Nick, this is the original Hot Bevvy, Beverly Leach.”

Bev tittered and offered her hand like a visiting dignitary for Nick to shake. “I knew your mother years ago through our birding group.”

I looped my arm through Nick’s and said, in a voice slightly hushed to convey confidentiality, “Nick is working on a big story about the disturbing decline of faith among today’s youth.”

I felt Nick’s arm stiffen at the lie. Bev pressed one hand to her ample chest. “What a necessary and relevant topic,” she said, eyes glowing.

“He wants to interview youth ministers to see how things have changed over the years,” I continued. “I wondered if you could introduce him to Hugh Collins. I told Nick if anyone could put him in touch with Hugh, it would be you.”

Bev frowned. “Hugh Collins left town years ago. But his mother Pat is still here. She lives in the yellow house on the corner of Maple and Sussex.”

I gave Bev the benefit of my full smile. “That’s incredibly helpful, Bev. Thank you.”

“Whatever I can do to help! I’m personally very invested in this topic and could gladly suggest a few other people for your article. You know, I’ve done some work with the Sunday school and the youth ministry myself.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Nick said, smiling tightly.

“Thanks, Bev, you’re a lifesaver. Since we’re here, we’ll take two Bevaccinos to go, extra whipped cream.”

“No whipped cream for me, thanks,” Nick said.

Beverly looked shocked. “I simply must insist! A Bevaccino without whipped cream is like Christmas without carols!”



I walked Nick to his car, keeping my arm looped in his, knowing the effect it would have on Bev.

“Feeling better?” I asked, licking a chocolate curl off the top of my mocha.

“This is an entire meal’s worth of calories. How you can stomach this after eating a quarter of a pie is beyond me.” Nick looked into the cloud of whipped cream in his own cup. “But strangely, yes.”

“Should we pay the youth pastor’s mother a visit?” I asked. “If we track her son down, maybe he can tell us exactly what he thought was going on in the Evans home.”

“Do you mind flying solo on this one? I’m going to the city to see if any of my channels there can help me find David or even Shane Anderson.”

“No problem. I’ll head over before my father’s retirement party.”

“Ah yes, tonight’s the big night.” Nick stopped to look at me, mischief sparkling in his eyes. “Has your mom said anything yet about you breaking into Ginny’s showcase?”

I swatted his arm. “You make me sound like a common criminal. I was doing it for the greater good of the investigation.”

“That particular act of vandalism aside, are you any closer to figuring out the connection between you and Ginny?”

I sighed. “Let me put it this way, I’m closer to my mother brushing off the showcase incident and welcoming another mystic into the family than I am to understanding why Hannah put my name in her damn journal.”

Nick laughed, letting himself into his car. “Good luck today. Let me know how it goes.”

“With the youth pastor’s mother or mine?”

Nick grinned. “Both.”






Chapter 40


The Collins house had been pretty once, but now it had a slightly disheveled look about it. The yellow siding was faded, weeds had grown up between the pavers in the walkway, and golden leaves blanketed the front lawn, unraked. The doorbell sent a loud series of chimes ringing throughout the house. A thin voice called, “Coming, I’m coming!” before a series of locks opened and an elderly woman appeared.

I was taken aback by her frail appearance. Her hair was snow white and puffed up around her head, in need of a good wash and set. She was bent over a cane, gripped in a shaking hand. Behind Coke-bottle glasses her eyes were rheumy. She smiled at me, looking slightly bewildered.

“Yes, dear?”

“Are you Pat Collins?” I asked.

She nodded and smiled. “I am.”

“My name is Drew—” Best not to mention the last name just yet. “I’m working with the Ginny Evans Memorial Committee and we’re trying to get ahold of your son, Hugh. We’re hoping to invite the people who knew and loved Ginny to the unveiling,” I improvised. “Do you have a number or email I can reach him at?”

“Oh, I don’t bother with all that computer stuff, but I have his number. I’ll need to look it up in my book. He programmed it into my telephone so I don’t actually know it offhand. Come in!”

I hesitated. Showing up on an elderly lady’s doorstep asking for a number was one thing, imposing on her hospitality was another. “Are you sure?” I asked.

Her smile was warm and welcoming. “I’d be delighted. And maybe I can interest you in a cup of tea?”

“I don’t want to put you out, Mrs. Collins.” I couldn’t bring myself to call her Pat—it felt too informal for a woman of her age. She had to be over eighty.

Mrs. Collins reached out and gripped my arm with the hand that was not curled around the cane. “No bother at all. I so rarely get visitors these days. It’ll be lovely to sit and chat.”

I stepped over the threshold into a cramped, stale house and immediately my eyes began to water. A distinctive scent tickled my nose and felt thick on my tongue, both musty and sweet, like a bowl of potpourri left out too long. There were objects on every surface, books flapped open on the arms of overstuffed chairs, mugs and tissue boxes and magazines on side tables, porcelain figurines and framed photos on doilies on the mantel. All these objects were lightly furred with dust, with more dust motes floating lazily in the air. I wondered if Mrs. Collins was too old to manage, or perhaps her eyesight was too poor for her to notice.

I followed her down a short hallway to the kitchen in the back of the house. Through the window over the sink I could see a deep backyard with bare vegetable plots, bushes wrapped in burlap, and pots covered in tarps. Someone had taken more care in prepping the garden for winter than they had the indoors. I resisted the urge to pry open the window to air out the house.

“I bet your garden is beautiful in the summer, Mrs. Collins,” I said.

With visible effort, she reached over the counter with a shaking arm and opened a cupboard that was almost out of reach. My instincts were screaming Help her, you asshole, but I wasn’t sure what was the right move. She hooked a finger into the handle of a mug and dragged it toward her.

“Oh, it is, dear. You should see it. I’ve always loved to tinker in the garden, but when my son left home to start his own family, it became my whole life. Do you garden, dear?”

“No. I have a severe allergy to bee stings, so I do my best to avoid actively tempting fate.”

The mugs slipped from her finger and landed in a sink piled with dishes. It made an awful clatter, but nothing broke.

“Oh dear,” she fretted.

“Please, let me help you,” I offered.

Mrs. Collins inched to the side to make room for me. “How embarrassing.”

“Not at all!”

I was the one who should be embarrassed, waltzing into an old woman’s house and letting her wait on me. I reached up and grabbed two clean mugs from the open cupboard.

Mrs. Collins nodded toward a doorway. “Take those into the dining room. I’ll bring the milk. It’s lactose-free. My stomach isn’t what it used to be.”

“Neither is mine,” I admitted. “But I don’t let that stop me.”

Mrs. Collins laughed—a melodic, jingling sound that made me feel better about intruding. I set the mugs on a solid blond-wood table that looked like it weighed seven tons and sat in a matching wooden chair. Mrs. Collins lingered in the doorway, leaning on her cane, waiting for the kettle to boil. I imagine it wasn’t easy for her to get in and out of chairs anymore.

“Is Hugh your only son?” I asked.

She nodded. “That’s right. My husband and I wanted more, but the Lord had other plans. We tried for years. I was forty-three when Hugh was born, practically an old lady.” Mrs. Collins smiled. “That was very unusual at the time. Not like today. Back then it was considered a miracle. When he arrived, he was perfect. As good as five sons, Hugh was.”

“And your husband?”

“My John passed on many years ago of heart failure. He was only fifty-two. Hugh was twelve. A terrible age for a boy to lose his father.”

“I’m so sorry. That’s awful.”

Mrs. Collins nodded. “I thought the shock of it all would send me to an early grave, but eighty-seven years young and I’m still ticking.” She knocked a knuckle against her chest. “There must have been a reason he was called home so soon. I’d like to think he’s up there right now showing people the right way to roll cast.”

“He was a fisherman?”

“Oh, it was his life’s passion, dear. After family and faith, of course.”

In the kitchen the kettle began to whine. Mrs. Collins pointed to an upright piano covered in a yellowed-lace runner and a jumble of framed photos. “There’s a good one of John there with Hugh when he was just small. Go on, take a look. I’ll get the tea ready.”

“Let me help you.”

She shook a knobby finger at me, a twinkle in her eye. “Now, now, I can manage putting a tea bag in a pot. I’ll call you if I need you.”

Mrs. Collins shuffled into the kitchen and I perused the photos on the piano. There were a few posed studio shots—the late Mr. Collins in a brown suit, Mrs. Collins in pearls, Hugh between them with freshly slicked hair and a gap where his bottom two teeth had been, new ones still somewhere beneath the gums. Hugh and his father shared the same open smile and brown Luke Perry eyes that crinkled when they smiled. They were a handsome, happy, outdoorsy family: Mr. Collins and Hugh standing on a dock, holding up fish, identical proud smiles. Mrs. Collins squinting into the camera from where she lay half buried in the sand, a fishtail made of sand sculpted over her legs, a grinning Hugh gesturing at her as if to say, Look at what I did! Hugh squatting on a picnic table, hair lightened and skin browned by the sun, leaning over a birthday cake dotted with candles, mid-blow, his parents beaming in the background.

“Where were these taken?” I asked.

“Most of them were taken at the family cottage, about an hour north of here. It’s been in John’s family for years. Such a happy place.”

“Do you still visit?”

“Hugh takes his family up every year. It’s not so easy for me to navigate these days.”

Mrs. Collins returned from the kitchen with a pot of tea in a chunky handknit tea cozy and a plate of chocolate digestives. I relieved her of the weight of the pot and poured us each a cup, and she set the plate of biscuits in front of me. I took a bite and, finding it stale, dunked it in my tea to make it more palatable.

“Hugh has kids?” I asked.

“Yes, two girls and one boy. My wonderful grandchildren.” She shuffled over to the piano and pointed out her grandkids one by one—their names, ages, favorite foods, silly quirks, how they were like their father or mother in certain ways. She was an encyclopedia of knowledge dedicated solely to these three people. I had fuzzy memories of my own grandparents. My maternal grandparents had died before I was born and my father’s parents died one year apart around the time I was seven. I remembered visiting their house on weekends, itching in my fancy clothes, suffering through the unbearably dull adult conversations, punctuated by moments of horrified glee when Granddad would pop his false teeth out to make us laugh. I told her how lucky her grandkids were to have her, and Mrs. Collins bowed her head.

“I’m the lucky one. I’ve been very blessed.”

We took our mugs of tea and sat in the front room. It was the brightest room in the house, afternoon sunlight filtering in through gauzy curtains, gray and fraying around the edges. The cloying floral scent was still present, but I kept my mug close and breathed in the smell of orange pekoe. The pungent aroma of coffee would have been more effective, but it managed to clear my senses a little.

“Do you remember Ginny Evans?”

The name sobered Pat’s cheerful demeanor. “Why of course I do. I was the church organist for many years. Ginny was never in the choir, but she helped out with the children during the nativity play—ushering them on and off stage, ready with the script if they forgot a line, that sort of thing. Such a sweet girl. Very polite, very helpful. It was terribly sad when she went missing. We were all devastated.”

“What do you think happened to her?”

She shook her head sadly. “I couldn’t begin to speculate, dear. I knew so little about her.”

“Hugh must have known her well from youth group. Did he ever tell you what he thought happened?”

Pat took a delicate sip of her tea. “Not in so many words, but I recall he was worried about some family troubles. Ginny and her mother, Susan, were lovely people, but that father of hers had a lot of demons.”

“I understand that Hugh made a statement to the police about seeing Ginny’s mother with a black eye.” I hurried to explain. “I’m helping a reporter friend of mine who’s working on a story about the case.”

“A reporter?” Pat repeated.

“His name is Nick Campbell. He grew up here, too. He’s at The Star now, hoping a fresh perspective might bring new information out of the woodwork.”

She smiled. “A local boy, isn’t that wonderful. And he’s looking into David Evans?”

“He’s considering all angles. It sounds like your son was concerned about David.”

“Yes, Hugh did have concerns about what was going on at the Evans home. When Ginny went missing he shared those concerns with the police. As far as I know, nothing came of it.” She set her mug down on a side table. “I hope your friend has better luck. Terrible, terrible business. I keep both Ginny and Susan in my prayers to this day.”

“Was Hugh worried about Ginny before she went missing?”

Mrs. Collins nodded. “He was. It was obvious she didn’t like spending time at home, so he gave her little jobs to do around the church. He saw that she had so much potential and he didn’t want anything to quash her spirit. He’s always been so good with children.”

“Does he still work as a pastor?”

“No, he went into education. He’s a vice-principal now, at a boys school in Toronto.” She beamed, a proud parent. The smile took fifteen years off her age. “Quite a prestigious one. You should see the things those boys go on to accomplish.”

That explained why he was hard to find online. Teachers often posted under fake names or used the highest privacy settings to keep their personal lives separate from a career in which every move and opinion was highly scrutinized.

Mrs. Collins steadied herself with both hands on the arms of her chair and pushed herself up. “Let me get you that number, dear.”

I gathered our mugs and followed her into the kitchen. There, she pointed at a paper with the words Important Numbers written across the top affixed to the fridge with a magnet that featured a photo of her three grandkids mugging for the camera with damp hair and popsicle-stained lips.

“There it is.”

I snapped a photo of it with my cell phone.

“Thank you so much, Mrs. Collins, for the number and the company.”

“Oh, no, dear. Thank you. It’s so nice to sit and chat, isn’t it?”

“It is,” I agreed.

Just in time, I remembered that I had Nick’s card. “If you talk to Hugh before I do, feel free to give him my friend Nick’s information. He’s the one doing most of the work. I’m just a pretty face.”

“I doubt that very much, dear,” Mrs. Collins said. “You seem like a sharp one to me.” Her smile was conspiratorial, one sharp tack to another.

“All of his information is right there on the card.”

“I’ll put it on the fridge to remind myself.”

“Thanks again, Mrs. Collins.”

I blinked in the dusky twilight, the sun melting into a blaze of orange on the horizon, and breathed in deeply, filling my nostrils and lungs with fresh air that smelled of crisp leaves and damp grass.






Chapter 41


I had time for a quick nap and a long shower before my father’s party. My mother’s sartorial orders in mind, I managed to find a little black dress at the back of my closet that I could still zip up and didn’t hate. Gigi was unable to take a night off from the bar, but had lent me a lethal pair of pointy-toed black heels that I could use as a weapon should Foster get too presumptuous. They made a satisfying crunch as I walked among copper urns bursting with purple, orange, and golden mums up the gravel path to the front door of Casa Banks. The likelihood of anything untoward happening within twenty feet of my parents was small, but when Foster opened the door, in a slim-fit maroon suit and tailored shirt with a black skinny tie, his hair sculpted in prep-school waves, that likelihood jumped up a few percentage points. I had never seen Foster in semiformal mode. It was even more appealing than his sexy dirtbag look.

“Don’t we clean up nice?” he said, giving me a hug that was brief but felt sexually charged. When he pulled away, he was grinning like he knew the effect his look had on me. Shithead, indeed. I would have to stay far away from Foster and his whiskey tonight.

Before any barbs could be exchanged, my mother appeared, as if it were she, not Evelyn Banks, who was lady of the house. She looked exactly like the professional photo that grinned out at people from For Sale signs all around town, a bright red pencil skirt and matching jacket, round-toed pumps, and a smooth helmet of lustrous chestnut hair that she had highlighted and blown out on a regular schedule. She sighed dramatically, as if a major crisis had been averted.

“Finally. Here you are!”

“It’s three minutes past the hour, Mom.”

As I leaned in to give her a hug, Foster winked and then melted back into the crowd of guests.

“People have been asking after you,” she replied primly.

I peered into the room. There were a dozen people or so, most of them over fifty, engaged in comfortable conversation, none of whom could likely pick me out of a lineup as Edward Benson’s daughter, let alone wonder why I hadn’t arrived punctually. “Which people?”

“People,” my mom insisted. “Come say hello to your father. And then we need to talk.” She gave me a pointed look that suggested I would not enjoy said talk.

My dad was standing near a catering spread laid out on the marbled island that divided the kitchen from the dining area. He was gazing at the snacks but not eating them. Hannah’s death had been a startling reminder that life was fragile and finite, inspiring a healthier lifestyle. Now he followed a balanced fitness regimen set out by my mother, monitored his blood pressure, and avoided heavy foods.

Dad eyed us and raised one of the Bankses’ fancy cut-glass whiskey glasses. He did make dietary exceptions for liquor. “Hello, Bensons.”

“Sorry I’m late, Dad.” I leaned in and planted a kiss in the air next to his cheek.

My father consulted his watch, a chunky relic from another era. “Under five minutes isn’t late.”

I resisted the urge to look at my mother with I told you so eyebrows.

Some of the guests looked familiar, but not by name or occupation—they were bit players in the lives of my parents, people I had barely registered in my youth, now older, grayer, and more jocular. A mix of lawyers, golfing buddies, preferred clients, and neighbors, every single one approaching or firmly ensconced in their retirement years. I appeared to be the youngest present, except for Foster, who I was assiduously avoiding, never letting my gaze land anywhere for too long in case we made accidental eye contact. But in remaining aloof, I left myself open to an attack of another kind.

My mother ambushed me in the semi-privacy of a corner partly obscured by a very healthy sprawling ficus. “Drew, I’m concerned about your behavior. First I hear you’re skulking around the police station, and the next thing I know you’re crawling into display cases at the high school.”

I opened my mouth to explain that the two incidents were not related, but of course they were. Mom stepped close enough that I could smell the Jo Malone perfume she ordered online.

“Well? What do you have to say for yourself?”

Perhaps it was best to clear the air in a room full of witnesses. They would mitigate the inevitable fallout.

“A reporter friend of mine is doing an anniversary piece on the Ginny Evans case. That’s why we were at the police station, and that’s why I went to the school. I thought we should check out the memorial meeting.”

My mother leaned closer. I stood my ground, resisting every urge I had to back up. “What does any of this have to do with you?”

“He wants my help.”

Her eyes narrowed like weapons. “Is that what you were doing in that trophy case? Helping?”

I felt heat, like the truth, rising in my cheeks. “I was hoping to get a psychic reading from one of Ginny’s belongings. Are you happy? Is that what you wanted to hear?”

At the word psychic, my mother stepped back, eyes darting around the room. Satisfied that no one was listening, she continued, her voice low. “I don’t approve of masquerading as a psychic and taking advantage of innocent, grieving people.”

My cheeks were now flaming hot. “Hannah wasn’t masquerading. She had a gift. She helped people make sense of their lives and offered them clarity.”

“She did not help anyone,” my mother hissed, “including herself. I can’t believe you would put our family through all this again. Will you be publicly named in this article?”

“Don’t worry, the Benson name will remain untarnished.”

Mom’s eyes flashed. “I’m thinking of our family. Lord knows Hannah never stopped to think before she got mixed up in that poor girl’s disappearance. Talking nonsense to anyone with a microphone, taking up with that officer—never once did she consider how her actions would affect us. She just did what she pleased, as always. And you’re—”

“Just like her. I’m just like Hannah. That’s what you were going to say, right?”

My mother closed her eyes and took a deep breath. When she opened them again, she straightened her shoulders, full powers restored. “Please tell me that after this article is done, you’ll sell the building, get a regular job, and forget all about this.”

“And what if I don’t? What if I stay? Will you slowly cut me out of your life the way you cut Hannah out of yours?”

My mother’s jaw dropped, but before she could argue, I raged on. “You abandoned her when she needed you the most.” Hot tears sprung to my eyes, thinking of how I, too, had distanced myself from Hannah when Ginny’s case soured. “We all did. You want me to sell and move on because it makes it easier for you to pretend that Hannah never existed. But I’m not going to do that.”

The color drained from her face. “You can’t seriously be thinking of becoming a psychic.”

I thought of what Donna had said about how Hannah’s readings had helped her reverse the negative patterns in her life. I thought of how good it felt to read George’s tarot cards, giving them the extra push they needed to move on from their shitty ex. I thought of the power I felt holding Ginny’s necklace, Amanda’s ring, and Nick’s keychain, and how the glimmers I got from them had shed new light on a decades-old case. In the past six months, the moments in which I felt the most excitement, the most possibility, the most like myself, were the ones I was using my gifts, not hiding them.

“I already am psychic,” I said.

It felt good to admit it, like I was inching toward the person I wanted to be, even if I didn’t know exactly what that looked like.

My mother pressed one hand to her forehead, her expression pained. But before she could protest, a woman in a loud blouse printed with interlocking geometric shapes peered around the ficus. She had a martini with three olives in one hand and a spring roll in the other, dripping sweet-and-sour sauce all over the floor.

“Caroline Benson, is that you hiding behind that plant? Steve is thinking of buying a real fixer-upper on Falcon Lake and I need you to come talk him out of it.”

My mother snapped into Real Estate Mode, all toothy smile and enthusiasm. “Falcon Lake! There’s way too much water traffic. You’ll never have a moment’s peace!”

“That’s what I keep telling him!”

My mother hurried away, turning her back on me the way she had turned her back on Hannah.






Chapter 42


When it was time for speeches, everyone was a solid two drinks in, me included. My father, who hated being the center of attention, suffered through them just as much as the rest of us, grimacing at every compliment, waving off every heartfelt anecdote. Foster’s father, Grant Banks, deeply tanned from a summer spent on his boat and dressed in an expensive black suit, told jokes that no one understood but everyone laughed at. Even though the tone of the evening was celebratory, there was a sober, funereal note to it all. All the reminiscing, all that past tense, felt foreboding. Surely it was bad luck to talk about a person’s life as if it were over?

Hannah’s service had been private. Curated by my mother, the mourners included a few family friends, acquaintances from my father and Hannah’s childhood that hadn’t seen Hannah in years, and fatefully, the Bankses. I had advocated for inviting some of her long-standing clients, but my mother quashed that, visions of witchy women renting their clothes and whispering in tongues ruining her idea of a tasteful service.

I had wanted to hear my aunt remembered by all those she had touched, to have a new side or perspective revealed, to hear how she had put others at ease or brought them comfort. If a career in law deserved a catered meal and never-ending speeches, surely Hannah’s life had. They say funerals are for the living, which provided cold comfort—I doubted the anemic celebration was how Hannah would have chosen to be remembered. It was nothing like her joyful Witches’ New Year party—a night of reverence and remembrance but also of laughter and food and community. George was right, it would be a shame to cancel the party, but given the graffiti and the hate mail, was it safe to welcome the world into Good Vibrations on Halloween, when not only the veil between worlds, but the one between our higher and shadow shelves, was thin?



After a few aimless circuits, avoiding any meaningful eye contact that would lead to unbearable small talk (What are you up to these days? Are you married? Do you have kids?), I spotted my father in the crowd and found myself craving the refuge of his benign company. We weren’t close, but I knew he loved me in his way. Intimacy and passion were not in his repertoire. It was hard for me to understand how he and Hannah had come from the same genes and upbringing. She had all the zest, intensity, deep feelings, and the pursuit of soul-shaking experiences of the Queen of Wands, whereas he had the staid confidence of the King of Pentacles—considered, moderate, and traditional. I had never seen my father angry or heard him raise his voice. He never danced in the kitchen, sang along to the radio, or broke a sweat. When I was inconsolable or furious it was enough to sit with him as he watched TV, letting his calm presence settle over me until I could breathe regularly again. He never said a word; just being in his presence was steadying, the equivalent of sitting and meditating under a massive oak tree. I needed some of that grounding energy now.

By the time I wound my way through the crowd to his side, he was chatting with a short, white man in chinos and a golf polo.

My father smiled warmly. “Daughter. How are you holding up?”

“Not really my scene, but I’m proud of you,” I admitted.

My father gestured to the man beside him. “Drew, this is Frank Bishop. He owns the golf courses.”

I inhaled sharply. Frank Bishop Sr., local golf magnate, father of the Silver Bullet. He had ice-chip blue eyes and a thick pelt of salt-and-pepper hair, bearing little resemblance to his bloated, leathery son.

“I was telling your father I expect to see him a lot more now that he’s retired,” Frank said, a youthful twinkle in his eyes.

The wine made my brain slow but unfortunately it did not have a similar effect on my mouth. “Jafar!” I blurted.

Both men looked mildly puzzled, as though I had said something funny but not particularly alarming.

“Sorry, Mr. Bishop. I had the pleasure of meeting your son the other day.”

Bishop completely missed the derision in my voice. “Frank?” he asked.

“No, the Silver Bullet.”

His smile faltered but didn’t disappear. “Is that a nickname for Rick? Some kind of inside joke?”

“Not the funny kind.”

There were questions in my father’s eyes, but Bishop didn’t seem to think anything was amiss. “Ricky’s always been a jokester. He’s not so buttoned up as me and Frank Jr.,” he said. “He’s a big kid, really.”

“I don’t think Alyssa would describe him that way,” I said, my voice dripping with acid.

Bishop shook his head. “Can’t say I know anyone by that name.”

I wondered if he had forgotten it because he truly didn’t care about the girl’s well-being, or if there were too many girls with complaints against his son for one name to stand out. Fueled by rage and white wine, I was ready to avenge them and all girls who suffered from workplace harassment, but suddenly Foster was at my side, his hand on my elbow.

“Apologies for the interruption, but I need to steal this one away.”

If only to get away from the confusion on my father’s face, I let him steer me into a den that had bookshelves for walls. The only light source was a banker’s lamp on a leather-topped wooden desk. It was entirely too intimate and cozy for my liking.

“Let go of me!”

“I’m saving you from making an ass of yourself.”

I yanked my arm from his grip. “I don’t need saving, Foster.”

“Fine, then I was saving my own ass. I told you those things about Bishop in confidence and you were about to blow my cover.”

“Men like him think they can get away with anything. I want him to know that I’m onto him.”

Foster lowered his voice, and it occurred to me that he was pulling the same trick I did with my mother when I wanted to calm her down. The realization made my cheeks burn.

“I love righteous Drew, she’s my favorite person to get a drink with. Why don’t we duck out and continue this conversation someplace where everyone can’t hear.”

I didn’t relish the idea of being alone with Foster, but it was better than losing my cool at my father’s party and getting drunk on warm white wine. I would be doing everyone a kindness by absenting myself. “Fine.”

“Really?” The delight on Foster’s face was so genuine I wondered if there was a human deep down in there.

“Yes. But I want to go to the Saint.”

Foster gave a little bow. “Mais oui, mademoiselle. Your wish is my command.”






Chapter 43


Stanfield’s most expensive restaurant was in a small detached house on a quiet street a few blocks from the waterfront. The ground floor had been converted into two dining areas. The front room, the one with the most windows, was meant to replicate an outdoor dining experience, with wrought iron furniture, round tables, and plastic greenery hanging from the ceiling, while the back room, with its red walls and framed prints of fin de siècle Parisian dancers was a seedy approximation of Moulin Rouge glamor. I asked for a table in the front room, no pictures of wanton cancan dancers or dim lighting to give Foster the wrong idea.

“I want you to know this isn’t a date,” I said, placing the breadbasket between us like a barrier.

Foster smiled obligingly. “Of course not. We can call it whatever you like.”

“How about an apology dinner?”

“Which I am happy to pay for.”

“Good.”

The waitress appeared, an apple-cheeked white high school student with a curly ponytail and light, fluttery voice. She rhymed off the specials effortlessly, with impeccable French pronunciation. I couldn’t help but think of Ginny. She too had been young and smart with big plans shining in her eyes.

“What is the most expensive thing on the menu?” I asked.

Her eyes lit up. Big spenders meant big tips. “Appetizer or entree?”

“Let’s hear both.”

“That would be the tartare de boeuf and the steak frites.”

“I’ll take both. And a glass of the Côtes du Rhône, please.”

“Make it two,” Foster said.

The waitress fluttered off to the kitchen, located at the back of the house.

“Not hungry?” I asked.

“I’ll eat whatever you don’t finish.”

I sniffed. “Presumptuous.”

I looked around, wondering what it had been like for Ginny to work here. Did she feel she had won the jackpot, working in a nice place with decent tips? Did this ersatz version of Paris inspire her to visit the real thing one day, or did people’s bad manners and poor treatment of waitstaff tarnish her view of humanity? I had never been a waitress—in high school, my father had found menial tasks for me in his office that required minimal interaction with the public. Whatever tied me and Ginny together in Hannah’s prediction wasn’t our part-time jobs.

Foster leaned across the breadbasket and whispered, “Are you looking for the ghosts of waitresses past?”

“Maybe.”

That put an end to his snarky comments.

The wine arrived and I held my glass up for a toast. “In the spirit of an apology dinner, I’m sorry I almost gave you away to Jafar.”

“I forgive you,” Foster said magnanimously.

“It pissed me off, seeing him there, hobnobbing with the local glitterati—”

Foster smirked. “Glitterati is generous of you.”

“—all the while knowing his son is a massive perv.”

Foster tilted his glass toward mine. “The world is cruel and unfair, but at least we have Côtes du Rhône.”

We clinked glasses and I took a deep drink. It really was nice wine. Rich and full-bodied, the kind of wine that forced you to slow down and enjoy every sip.

“Do you honestly think Rick is responsible for Ginny’s disappearance?” Foster asked.

“Not anymore. He has an alibi for the night she went missing.” I sighed and started buttering a slice of baguette with a delicate silver butter knife. “He’s a creep, but not the right one. Turns out I’m as good at detective work as I am at being a business owner.”

“Now don’t be offended when I say this—”

“Nothing good ever came after the words ‘don’t be offended.’”

Foster handed me another slice of soft, warm baguette. If he was intending to distract me, he succeeded.

“Did you really think you and Obi were going to solve a twenty-year-old cold case?”

“Don’t call him that,” I said.

Foster continued. “He’s a city reporter. He covers things like bike lanes and who yelled at whom in a council meeting. Not exactly groundbreaking journalism.”

“He’s branching out,” I said. “I respect that he’s putting everything on the line for this story. Plus, I trust Nick. He is an upstanding citizen and concerned member of society, two things I’m pretty sure you can’t claim to be.”

“All I’m saying is, cut yourself some slack and leave the crime solving to the professionals. A city reporter and a local business owner—no matter how charming—do not a crime-solving team make.”

I knew, in his way, Foster was trying to be kind, but the words rankled.

“I really thought I could make a difference,” I admitted.

“And I love that about you.”

“My delusion?”

“Your optimism.”

The conversation was feeling dangerously flirty. The waitress appeared with my starter in the nick of time. She brought an extra plate and set of cutlery for Foster, “just in case,” but he wisely made no move toward my tartare.

“Tell me, Foster, do you think people change?”

“Does red wine always make you philosophical?”

“I’m serious! I can’t stop thinking about something Ginny’s friend Amanda said to me, about how long the memories are in small towns and how who you are in high school is how people will think of you forever.” I took a bite of my tartare—it was rich, flavorful, and melted on my tongue like butter. “If I stick around, will people always think of me as who I was in high school?”

“Adorable?” Foster suggested. “Funny? Sexy?”

I pointed my knife at him. “Stop it.”

He shrugged. “So don’t give them the option. Show them who you are now.”

“I wish I knew who that was.”

He frowned. “Are you thinking of leaving?”

“If the store goes under, what reason do I have to stay?” I saw Foster eyeing my plate and pushed the tartare toward him. “Go ahead. It’s not half bad.”

Foster transferred half of the tartare to his plate. We ate in thoughtful silence for a while before he cleared his throat.

“For what it’s worth, life is more interesting with you around.”

“May I remind you this is not a date, it is an apology dinner.”

“You’re absolutely right, and in keeping with that theme, I will continue to say the wrong things and then apologize for them all evening.”

“Why did you come back?” I asked. “You used to hate it here.”

“I hated everything as a teenager. Well, not you, especially in those shorts you used to wear—”

“Foster—”

“Sorry, sorry! Apology number, what is it, three? Who can keep track!” He swirled his wine, looking thoughtfully into its maroon depths. “I didn’t plan on coming back, but it turns out I like getting to work in ten minutes or going for a drive and not having to factor in an extra half hour just to get out of the city. I like living by the water. Hell, I’m starting to like running by the water!” He tipped the glass back and finished the remains in a single swallow. “Face it, it’s not so bad here.”

“Plus you had a cushy job waiting for you,” I pointed out.

“Yes, nepotism is alive and well in small towns just as it is in cities,” he said dryly.

“Touché.”

Foster narrowed his eyes. “You were avoiding me tonight.”

The accusation was light and teasing but I sensed there was some hurt underneath the facade.

“I’m here now, aren’t I?”

“Yes, but only because I’m paying.”

I gave him a wry look.

“I don’t know if people can change, Benson, but I wish I could change your opinion of me. I know you think I’m a rake, but I don’t want to be a person you avoid.”

“What do you want to be?” I asked.

Foster put his cutlery down and gave me his full attention. His brown eyes were warmer in the candlelight, his features softer. “I know I’m recently separated, and an asshole, and possibly a functional alcoholic, and this is crazy for any number of reasons—but I think there’s something worth pursuing here, between us.”

It was hard for me to tell when Foster was being honest, even when I was sober and we weren’t bathed in flattering lighting. “Are you putting me on?”

He held his hand over his heart. “No, I would never.”

I gave him a look, and Foster reconsidered his wording. “Definitely not at an apology dinner.”

“Then that might be the most vulnerable thing you’ve ever said to me.”

He smiled his crooked smile and said, “I told you, I’m trying.”

And this time, he seemed to be. I felt all jumbled up, like a bag of Scrabble tiles. The letters were all there, but I couldn’t make out any words.

Yes, I was attracted to Foster; yes, he was being vulnerable; yes, a part of me liked the idea of us together. But in all the years I had known him, Foster had never done anything but disappoint me. Had he finally learned his lesson? Did anyone really change? I was in no state to make big decisions.

“Do I have to decide now?” I asked.

“Of course not.”

But then one glass of extremely nice wine turned into two, the dinner plates were cleared, and by the time Foster grinned at me and said, “Let’s be bad, let’s get dessert,” I knew I was going to sleep with him again.






Chapter 44


I insisted we enter through the back of the building, away from the store entrance and the prying eyes of anyone hanging out in the Square or cruising up and down Main Street, an age-old pastime for the bored under-thirty crowd. I also wanted to keep Foster out of Good Vibrations. I couldn’t bear the thought of him smirking at the decks of angel cards, making jokes about the palmistry kits, and belittling my existence. I didn’t want to have to look at these things every day and remember his derision. If I was going to have sex with Foster Banks again, I wanted to keep the contamination area as limited as possible.

It was the kind of cold October night that made you turn the car seat heaters on for the first time and reminded you that winter was just around the corner. Even inside, in the narrow space between the outside door and the door that opened onto the staircase leading up to the apartment, it was frigid. Foster was the only source of heat, standing a little too close behind me. Not that I minded. His warm, solid presence was flooding what was left of my good senses. I was eager to get upstairs where we could properly warm up.

“I know things are tight, Benson, but can you not afford to pay for heating?”

“It’s not normally this cold,” I said, cursing the flimsy material of the dress I was wearing and regretting the decision to forgo tights. But then Foster’s fingers landed lightly on the back of my leg, just below the hem of my skirt, and I was glad there wasn’t anything between his skin and mine.

Not only was it cold, but I felt a breeze in the small hallway. There was no reason to feel a breeze back here, unless—

“Wait.”

Reluctantly, I walked away from Foster’s touch, down the dim, cold hallway and into the store. Among the shadowy shapes of shelves and display tables, a hundred tiny shards of glass lay sparkling on the floor, and the frigid night air came whistling through a jagged hole in the window.



While Foster called the police, I turned on all the lights and walked around looking for signs that anything had been stolen. I found the culprit, a paving stone that had landed near the stack of meditation pillows. Was this the work of the anonymous graffiti artist, nasty flyer-leaver, or someone else? I wasn’t sure which was worse, a single, dedicated fanatic who was getting bolder, or multiple vandals launching independent attacks.

When Officer Knob ambled up, it was the rotten cherry on top of a shitty turn of events.

“Well, well, well. Twice in as many weeks.” Knob admired the damage and whistled. “Dispatch said something about a break and enter? Anything stolen?”

I shook my head. “I don’t think so.”

He looked Foster up and down and asked, “Who is this?”

I introduced Foster as my lawyer just as he said, “Friend.”

Knob smirked. “And did your lawyer just happen to be in the neighborhood?”

Foster held out his hand. “Foster Banks, Officer. I drove Drew home from her father’s retirement party, which was held at my parents’ place up on Lakeview. I wanted to make sure she got in okay.”

Knob narrowed his eyes at Foster’s performance of the Good Samaritan. “I know you. Your wife and my ex used to curl together at the club.”

My cheeks burned as Knob looked right through me into every bad man decision I had ever made. I knew what he was thinking—The aunt was a slut, and the niece is, too. I thought back to a photo from twenty years ago, the one that made all the major papers and would go down in infamy as the smoking gun that had destroyed Hannah’s reputation. It was almost as famous as Ginny’s senior photo—Officer Langford, shirtless, the top button of his jeans undone, standing in the back entrance to this very building. Someone had been harassing Hannah and he had come down to tell the perpetrators to buzz off, only to find himself blinking in the glare of the flash from a small scrum of reporters hoping to confirm the rumor that a police officer was indeed shacking up with the kooky psychic. Mission accomplished. The photo spread like wildfire, burning both Langford’s and Hannah’s credibility to ash. The captions had ranged from hysterical to cruel—“Local police officer under Hannah Mystic’s spell”; “Stanfield witch makes cop’s shirt disappear.” Knob had made a statement to the press a few days afterward confirming that both parties had been reprimanded, gloating the entire time.

Now here I was, twenty years later, in a similar situation. At least Foster and I both had our clothes on, although Knob was smirking at us like he’d caught us wearing much less. I wanted to hit him with my purse, but it would only confirm his misogynist beliefs. Instead, I wrapped my arms closer around my body and held my tongue.

“Ex-wife,” Foster said calmly. “My wife and I recently separated, Officer.”

Knob looked unconvinced and reluctantly got back to the business of policing. “So neither of you were in the building at the time of the incident?” he asked.

“No, sir,” Foster said. Only an expert in deciphering his behavior would have caught the hint of derision in the way he said “sir.”

Knob peered outside through the hole in the window. The rock had passed through the center of the pane, which had shattered all the way down, leaving roughly two and a half feet of open space. “You got something to put up in this window for now?” he asked me.

“I can find some old blankets,” I said.

“It’s not ideal, but it’ll do.” Knob wrote a name and number on a piece of paper and tore it off his pad. “Here’s the name of a guy who can replace your window. Tell him I sent you and he’ll give you a deal.”

I waited for the punch line but none came. I was momentarily struck speechless by his apparent act of kindness.

“Do you think it’s safe for Drew to stay here tonight?” Foster asked.

Knob looked at me. “You got any reason to believe this is anything other than just kids messing around?”

I hesitated. The deeper Nick and I delved into the case, the more the attacks on the store intensified. Were the two things related? Was someone trying to scare me away? I didn’t have any proof, nor did I relish the idea of telling the cop who’d fumbled the original investigation what Nick and I were up to, so I shook my head. “Not really,” I said, hoping it was true.

“Then I think you’re fine. Might be nice to have someone stay with you, though.” Knob looked pointedly at Foster, then spread his thick lips in an ugly smile, pleased with himself. “And think about getting a security system. An alarm, maybe a camera, you don’t need anything fancy. A little goes a long way.”

“Thank you,” I said, thinking maybe he wasn’t such a bad guy.

Then he added, “Or maybe you can cast a protection spell that makes the guy’s dick fall off.”

Or not.

Knob hoisted his pants over his gut and moved to leave. “I’ll check the perimeter and have the boys keep an eye on the area tonight, just in case, but I think your perp’s long gone.”

“Thank you, Officer.” Foster stood behind me and watched him go. “Stanfield’s finest,” he quipped once Knob was out of earshot. He placed his hands on my shoulders and gave them a gentle squeeze. Dropping his lips to my ear, he murmured, “Let’s get you a drink.”

Even though the feel of his words on my neck made my knees weak, I felt deflated. I didn’t have the oomph to see our original plans through. “I don’t want one,” I said.

Gently, Foster turned me around so we were face-to-face. His eyes were dark and wide and his hair was beginning to rebel against whatever product he had used to tame it.

“Tea? Water? Lady’s choice,” he said, somehow making each option sound dirtier than the last.

I stepped out of his arms. “This has been a long, confusing night and I’d like to be by myself. Thank you, Foster, for everything—dinner, sticking around for all this, being not as much of an ass as you usually are—but I just need to be on my own.”

To his credit, Foster didn’t push.

“Okay. But if you don’t feel safe, you can stay with me. No funny business. I can take the couch and leave you the bedroom.” He smiled. “It locks from the inside.”

“I’ll be fine.”

“’Night, Benson. I meant what I said earlier.”

“I know you did.”

I just didn’t know what I wanted.









PART V
The Three of Pentacles




No one builds a cathedral alone.

—from the journals of Hannah Mystic











Chapter 45


Despite the late hour, I texted George to let them know the store would be closed the next day but left out why. I told them to enjoy their day off and used lots of exclamation points to indicate a breeziness that I didn’t feel. Then I showered in water as hot as I could stand, pulled on my oldest, softest sweats, and made a cup of Homebrew’s camomile tea to drink on the couch, wrapped in a blanket. I couldn’t stop shaking, not from cold but from a potent mix of nerves and adrenaline.

I’d never known Hannah to be with one person for very long, but there was always a man in her life. Her passion, confidence, and ease in her own skin made her attractive, and she had her pick of lovers, even in a town that leaned conservative. In this town, you needed a bucketload of confidence to hold Beltane ceremonies and talk openly about astral travel to the unsuspecting person sitting across from you waiting for a flu shot in the local pharmacy.

Despite her unusual beliefs, men gathered around her like travelers to a bonfire on a cold night. She fell in and out of love easily, was fascinated by people and what they had to teach her, but she never tethered herself to a single person. There were no constants in Hannah’s life. Even the store had its ups and downs, Hannah hiring a manager to run it once when she went traveling throughout Asia for six months and again when she moved to Cornwall to study ley lines for a year. Hannah was a true free spirit.

I met a few of her partners, usually the ones who were betting on the fact that if they won over Hannah’s niece, they would earn a permanent place in her heart and life. One man, every time he came to pick up Hannah for a date, would give me a posy of flowers made from the bouquets he would bring for her. Another, a wounded divorcee who had picked up the guitar as a means of healing, used to make up silly lyrics with my name in them while he waited for Hannah to put on a fresh coat of lipstick.

When I was young, I thought Hannah’s dating life was sophisticated, a far cry from my own parents’ marriage, which was polite but void of anything I considered romantic—no thoughtful gifts “just because,” no romantic getaways, no declarations of love or stolen kisses when they thought nobody was looking. We were not a physically affectionate family, nor one that ended phone calls with “I love you.” I wanted Hannah’s life of passion, her string of ardent admirers who stuck around for a good time, not a long time. Sometimes I would ask after a particular suitor I hadn’t seen around lately, and Hannah would say that the relationship had run its course and that the only certain thing in life was change.

She never appeared heartbroken, and her exes didn’t harbor any ill will toward her either, often dropping by the store to chat or get a reading about a new relationship, something she was happy to do. It was generally understood that if you got the chance to be with Hannah, you took it and were thankful for whatever time she could give you.

The only man who had caused her any pain at all was Cal Langford, and that had little to do with him and everything to do with Ginny’s case. He was tall and loose-limbed, more of a cowboy than a cop, always looking for an adventure—Harrison Ford with lightly freckled Irish skin that burned easily. The cop and the psychic were an unlikely combination, a classic trope that fueled many a rom-com. Profession aside, it was easy to see what Hannah saw in him as a person. Langford himself was not assigned to the case, but that didn’t matter to the public once they found out they were dating. Some people went so far as to claim that Langford and Hannah had kidnapped Ginny themselves to orchestrate her miraculous recovery and make Hannah famous.

These days this theory was widely dismissed among true crime fanatics, although a few devotees kept the possibility alive, generally the same people who thought satanism was at the root of every unsolvable case. Nevertheless, the damage was done. Hannah went from being seen as a relatively harmless but kooky psychic to either a conniving fame-whore who’d lured a police officer into her evil schemes or a fraud whose visions didn’t pan out, depending who you spoke to. The relationship ended and Langford moved to the West Coast to become a firefighter combatting the wildfires that were eating through the old-growth forests at an increasingly alarming rate.

I wondered if he ever thought about Hannah now, or if he knew she had died. How many of her beaus would have come to pay their respects had they known about—or been invited to—the funeral? Or did they want to put as much distance between themselves and Hannah as possible in the wake of the Ginny Evans scandal?

What makes some people mate for life and others collect dating experiences like countries on a bucket list? I had plenty of situationships that for one reason or another failed to take root. But unlike Hannah, I did not feel enriched by these experiences. Each of these men had taken something from me rather than enhanced my life. Looking back, I didn’t feel better or stronger or wiser because of them. If there were lessons to learn there, I had missed the point.

Foster claimed to be turning over a new leaf. I wanted to believe that people can change, but was I willing to bet my heart on it? We had so much baggage between us, it would be impossible to chuck it all out and embark footloose and fancy-free on a new adventure together. How long before the novelty wore off and we were digging up ancient beefs to use against each other? Just because something was familiar didn’t mean it was good for you. What I needed was change, real change—something that was all mine, that I could take ownership of and be proud of.

The heat and the camomile started to work their magic and I felt the pull of exhaustion leading me to bed. I glanced at my phone and noticed a flurry of notifications.


Nick: Good news! I found Shane Anderson, David Evans’s alibi. He’s agreed to talk tomorrow!

Nick: How did your night go? Did you run into the “sexual mistake”?

Nick: Sorry that felt weird even as I typed it.

…

Gigi: DO NOT SLEEP WITH THAT ASSHOLE AGAIN

…

Shithead: tonight was nice, except for the breaking and entering bit.

Shithead: Night, Baby B x

…

George:???

George: I feel like there’s something ur not telling me

George: c u mon & don’t forget to feed Willow tmr!



Shit—the cat. I turned on all the lights, looked under the couch, in cupboards, the laundry hamper, anywhere a scrap of a cat could hide, calling her name and shaking a bag of cat treats like maracas. Willow was nowhere to be found.






Chapter 46


I barely slept, my dreams haunted by plaintive kitten cries, only to wake up and find the apartment silent and Willow still MIA. I waited until a reasonable hour to call George. They did not take the news of Willow’s disappearance well. I could barely make out their words between sobs.

“I had a feeling something bad was going to happen because of the full moon in Scorpio,” they said with a sniffle. “That’s always an intense one and it reaches its peak tonight, but never in a hundred full moons would I have predicted this. What if she’s hurt somewhere?”

Had she been frightened by the smashing glass or climbed through the ruined window in search of adventure? Maybe she hated being cooped up indoors and found the sedate, comfortable life of a store cat stifling. Had someone scooped her up? Did they know she preferred salmon- to chicken-flavored treats, or that she hated her bum scratched but liked to rub the side of her jaw against sharp objects? The lump in my throat felt like a baked potato, scalding hot, right out of the oven.

“Cats are very resilient,” I said, hoping it was true.

“I don’t understand!” they sobbed. “Who would hurt a kitten?”

“I doubt she’s hurt. It’s more likely the sound of the glass breaking scared her and she ran off and is hiding somewhere.”

“You mean she’s lost!”

More wailing. I held the phone away from my ear and waited for the sobs to subside.

“I think cats have a very good internal sense of direction,” I told them. “Think of The Incredible Journey.”

“I don’t know what that is!” George said through their tears.

I tried to describe the plot of the movie, explaining that it was based on a true story about three lost pets that found their way home in the end, and that our Willow was ten times more resourceful than the pampered cat in the movie, but George only cried harder. I told them again that we would find her and hung up, their wails ringing in my ears.

Next I gave Knob’s friend a call. It turns out it is incredibly expensive to replace a glass window. I asked him to repeat the cost twice, then made an excuse to hang up and started looking for second opinions, but Knob’s contact’s price turned out to be the best one. Even still, I would have to do some tricky math. My personal credit card and the store credit card were already nearing capacity, and I was still paying down my student loans with a line of credit, so the bank was unlikely to give me another one. I could give George some time off and funnel the saved wages into the cost of the repair, but that meant I was reducing their salary, which I knew they relied on. I cursed all the decisions I had made that brought me to this financial position. There were eleven-year-old babysitters who pulled in more cash than I did.

Maybe it was time to seriously consider selling the building. Or moving in with Gigi and renting out the apartment through Airbnb. If the waterfront plan worked and the tourists flooded in next summer, I was in a prime location. Lots of people would relish the idea of staying in an apartment once lived in by an actual witch. I could decorate with whatever stock I couldn’t off-load in a blowout sale, the cheesier items we kept in stock for the once-a-year Halloween party crowd, like the napkins printed with Witch, Please and the wineglasses emblazoned with the words Here for the Boos. But I wasn’t quite willing to pimp out Hannah’s apartment or her personality—not yet.

How had I let things get this bad? Instead of figuring out a business strategy I had been running around playing psychic detective with Nick. If legit detectives and hardcore citizen detectives hadn’t been able to solve Ginny’s case, what made me think I could? I had no business sniffing out suspects or drawing conclusions from cryptic visions. The universe had given me the gift of change and I was squandering it. All I needed was a little clarity.

The cards I had pulled with Gigi on the Night of Too Much Gin were still on the coffee table where I had left them, undisturbed by Willow when she’d helped herself to the snacks on our Hungry Ghost altar. Looking at them now, I felt more like the Fool and not at all like I was en route to becoming the Queen of Wands, as the cards had suggested. But then I considered the Three of Pentacles, lying between them like a bridge. The Three of Pentacles was a card of cooperation and team building—three craftsmen of varying skills, coming together to build something greater than themselves. Hannah’s mantra for the card was “No one builds a cathedral alone.” Good Vibrations wasn’t exactly a cathedral, but it was important to me, and I wasn’t willing to let it fall to ruin. That didn’t mean I had to do it entirely by myself—even Fools could call in reinforcements.

All of a sudden I knew what to do.

I logged in to the store’s social media accounts and posted a callout for local vendors, anyone with a handmade item to sell but nowhere to sell it. Once it was live, I sent out a more personal invitation:


Me: would you consider selling your bitters at the store? thinking of a revamp.




Gigi: i’m listening.








Chapter 47


Knob’s contact couldn’t repair the window for another week, which meant Good Vibrations would remain closed, giving me time to rearrange and remodel. I took Knob’s advice and maxed out my personal credit card to have a camera installed that pointed at the front of the store.

George took the news of the temporary closure like a champ, saying it gave them time to look for Willow and to take an online astrology intensive. “You know, this is actually really telling,” they said, brimming with excitement. “Uranus, the planet of revolution, upheaval, and change is about to move into Taurus, house of finances, stability, and material possessions. It hasn’t been in that sign in eighty-four years. This could be so huge for us!”

I felt a pinch in my heart at the word us and told George that I agreed with them, the timing was very auspicious. I also promised them they could offer short readings at the reopening, and if it took off, they could start booking clients.

Gigi was so excited about my new plan, and the fact that I’d be in town for the foreseeable future, that she insisted on helping me with the renovation. She borrowed a neighbor’s pickup and helped me clear out the back room, loading Hannah’s table and chairs, the dusty red curtain, and six boxes of dead stock into the truck bed. She drove us to the big Salvation Army in Baysbridge, known for having high-quality castoffs from wealthy cottagers who changed their decor every few seasons.

After off-loading Hannah’s old things, we headed inside to find new treasures to outfit the new and improved Good Vibrations. The Sally Ann was lit up brighter than a hospital and smelled almost as strongly of disinfectant, but strolling through the housewares section, Gigi pushing a cart at my side, I felt like a millionaire shopping for my dream home.

“How many people do you have signed on as vendors now?” Gigi asked.

“Including you? Six confirmed, three solid maybes. And it’s only been twenty-four hours.”

I had decided the new aesthetic would be Friendly Kitchen Witch—lots of plants, earth tones, and cozy textures. I threw into the cart some handmade macramé plant holders and a bag of brass picture frames that I could shine up and use to display the bios of my new vendors.

“How much of it will be that country crap with cows and chickens on it?” Gigi asked.

“Absolutely none of it,” I promised. “I may be desperate, but I still have taste.”

Gigi carefully placed a set of six glass wine goblets in the cart. “I’m buying these for you as a belated housewarming gift,” she said. “Grown-up, badass businesswomen don’t drink out of plastic glasses.”

I grinned. “No, we don’t.” I felt lighter than I had in days—I had a plan, one that felt not only possible but exciting.

“What does mommy dearest think about your Good Vibrations revival plan?”

My good mood faltered a little, like a kite tripping over a rogue breeze.

“I haven’t told her yet,” I admitted. “I’m letting her cool down after outing myself as a psychic.” I had expected her to send a “we need to talk” text, but instead I was getting the silent treatment.

“I think she’ll be into it,” Gigi said. “It’s smart to feature work by locals. It demonstrates that Good Vibrations is a supportive, community-focused business. That’s basically your mother’s whole brand.”

“Yes, but that’s only part one of the revival plan. She’s not going to love part two.”

Gigi looked up from a box of mismatched candlesticks, eyebrows raised. “Part two?”

I took a deep breath. “I’m going to offer tarot readings. Professionally.”

Gigi dropped the sterling silver candlesticks and gave me a bone-crushing hug. Into my hair she whispered, “I am so fucking proud of you.”

I squeezed her back, squashing my nose against her shoulder so all I could smell was leather. Swallowing the lump in my throat, I whispered back, “Thanks. You always thought I had it in me.”

Gigi may have always had faith in me, but I had my mom, the skeptic, to thank for my realization. If she hadn’t asked the question at my father’s party, I may not have realized the truth: I did want to offer readings. I wanted to help people, just like Hannah did, but in my own way, and in my own space.

I pulled away and we both pretended that our eyes weren’t wet. “Now help me find a table. I want my tarot room to feel less like a fortune teller’s booth at a carnival and more like me.”

Gigi pointed the cart in the direction of the furniture section. “I can’t wait to tell the next asshole who gives me trouble at the bar that I’m tight with the local witch.”

I took the opportunity to flex my intuition and wandered through a disorganized jumble of tables, chairs, peeling IKEA shelves, and worn, lumpy couches. I held my hand out, palm down, cleared my mind, scanning the tables for glimmers. The winner was a vintage beauty of slightly scuffed Formica in bright coral speckled with black and gold that reminded me, in a good way, of Gruen’s Diner.

“Here she is,” I said, patting the tabletop like a cat.

Gigi frowned. “Isn’t that a little Suzy Homemaker?”

When I let my hand linger over it and concentrated, I heard laughter and smelled cookies baking. It brought to mind memories of eating chocolate chip pizza in Hannah’s apartment, and I decided we could use more of that comforting energy in the store.

“No. It’s perfect.”



On the way back into Stanfield, we stopped at the hardware store to get paint, rollers, and paint trays. I narrowed the greens down to three paint samples—Summer Sage, Mint Breeze, and Touch of Olive—and splayed them in my hand like cards.

“What do you think?” I asked Gigi.

“Touch of Olive sounds like it should be on a menu, not a wall.”

“Focus on the color, not the name. Which one says ‘soothing shopping experience’ but also ‘I want to spend all my money here’?”

Gigi stepped back and squinted. “Summer Sage is the least pukey.”

“Summer Sage it is.”

My phone pinged from somewhere in the depths of my purse.


Nick: Shane Anderson confessed he was paid to say that David was with him that night.




Me: Shit. Does that mean what I think it does?




Nick: Yes. David doesn’t have an alibi.



“Is that Stanfield’s own Clark Kent?” Gigi asked, peering over my shoulder.

“Sure is. He just found out that someone paid for David Evans’s alibi.”

“Even I know that’s bad,” Gigi said.


Me: Meet me at the store in 30 mins

Me: come dressed to paint








Chapter 48


Nick was waiting for us out front. He was wearing slim navy jogging pants, a light gray McGill T-shirt, and running shoes that looked fresh out of the box. It was unnerving to see him in casual clothing, like seeing a snail without its shell.

“What happened to your window?” he said; then, eyeing the table and chairs in the back of the pickup, “What’s with the furniture? Is everything okay?”

Gigi gave Nick a nod. “Campbell,” she said.

“Gigi,” he replied. “Is someone going to tell me what’s going on?”

I climbed into the truck bed. “Can you quit being a reporter for two minutes and help us unload? I’ll explain everything.”

While the three of us moved the new furniture into the back room, I filled him in on the major details—the break-in, Willow going missing, my new plan for the store—everything except for the almost-sleeping-with-Foster part.

“That’s a lot,” Nick said, unwrapping a paint roller.

I draped the furniture in old floral sheets for protection while Gigi stirred the paint.

“It is, but I’m feeling good about it. Not the missing-cat part, but the new direction. Now it’s your turn. Tell me all about Shane Anderson.”

The three of us spread out and began transforming the room, one dusky green stripe at a time, while Nick brought us up to speed.

“Shane is serving time in prison. Like David, he was caught selling stolen goods. I gather he doesn’t get many visitors, because he was eager to talk. He’s even willing to make a new statement.”

“Shit!” Gigi said.

“Nick, that’s incredible!” I rested my roller in the paint tray and went to give him a hug. He was stiff at first, then gave me a gentle one-arm hug, the other carefully holding his roller away from my back.

I dipped my roller in fresh paint and Nick continued. “David said he got called out on an emergency job the night Ginny went missing. But now we know that was a lie. David never went to Shane’s. In fact, Shane admitted that he didn’t see David at all that weekend.”

“So who paid him to lie?” I asked.

Nick looked grim. “Bill Sullivan.”

Gigi whistled. “Bill Sullivan the Cottage Bandit?”

“Exactly,” Nick said.

“Is that name supposed to mean something to me?” I asked.

“I know this one!” Gigi said. “You were in Vancouver when they caught him, but it was big news around here. Sullivan ran a crime ring that fleeced something like two hundred cottages of electronics and jewelry and boating shit. They made a killing reselling it all.”

Nick carefully maneuvered his roller in the junction where the ceiling met the wall. “So we should be asking ourselves why a local crime kingpin would pay someone to make up an alibi for David Evans.”

I took a stab at putting these new facts together. “We know David was in debt and had trouble keeping a job. Maybe, to make ends meet, he gets involved with Bill’s cottage-robbing business.”

“Ugh. Talk about rock bottom,” Gigi said.

“If David was involved with a robbery that night, Bill wouldn’t want the police looking too closely into his whereabouts. So he pays another lowlife, Shane, to tell a story about David coming to fix his A/C to cover for what he was actually doing—breaking into someone’s cottage.”

“Are you guys saying Ginny’s dad was part of the Cottage Bandit’s crew?” Gigi asked.

“It’s something I’d like to look into,” Nick said.

It was plausible, but something was bothering me. “If David was robbing cottages that night, then how likely is it that he was also involved in Ginny’s disappearance?”

“The cottage robbing is just one theory,” Nick said. “Shane didn’t know what David was actually up to that night. The two things to keep in mind are that David doesn’t have an alibi, and he has criminal connections.”

“That makes way for all sorts of shady theories,” Gigi said.

Nick continued, “Another theory I’ve been considering is that the Cottage Bandit kidnapped Ginny and something went wrong.”

“How did you get there?” I asked.

“We know someone was harassing the Evanses that spring,” Nick explained. “In her statement Susan mentions some odd phone calls—mostly hang-ups—made to the house in the weeks leading up to Ginny’s disappearance. She also reported that the tires of their car had been slashed the weekend of May twenty-fourth. No one else on the street reported any incidents, which implies it was targeted.”

“You’ve lost me, Campbell,” Gigi said.

“I think it’s possible these were intimidation tactics from Bill or one of his grunts. Maybe David owed Bill something—money, a favor, or information—but David was holding out. Bill starts sending subtle messages to scare David until things escalate and he has someone … kidnap Ginny.”

“So if David did get a page,” I said, “maybe it was from the kidnapper telling him they had Ginny, and he had to pay up?”

“But something goes wrong,” Nick finished.

“This is all very Dateline,” Gigi said. “Remember, this is Stanfield we’re talking about.”

“There’s one more thing that struck me as odd,” Nick said. “The phone calls, the slashed tires, none of this was in Susan’s original statement. She waited until July eighteenth to report it. And David never mentioned it at all. When he was asked about it, he said it wasn’t relevant.”

“If a member of my family was missing,” Gigi said, “I would assume everything was relevant.”

Nick pointed his roller at her for emphasis. “Exactly. Unless you knew for sure that it wasn’t connected and you didn’t want the police looking into it.”

“This is making my head hurt.” Gigi leaned her roller in the tray. “I’ve had enough unsolved mysteries for one day. The bar opens at five.”

I gave her a hug and promised to drop by the bar soon. Gigi nodded in Nick’s direction.

“You, too, Campbell. I have a new lager with your name all over it.”

Nick was so pleased the tips of his ears flushed pink. After she left, he asked, “Did we spook her?”

“She’s only hardcore on the outside. Inside she’s very sensitive.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” Nick said dryly.

We stood back and admired my freshly painted tarot room. It was going to need another coat, but already it felt more spacious and calming. The room was coming together nicely. If only the case was that easy. Was it just an unlucky coincidence that David was out robbing cottages the night his daughter went missing, or was Ginny kidnapped because her father tried to pull a fast one on the Cottage Bandit? There’s also David’s history of violence to consider.

“I have one more theory to add to the pile,” I said. “Let’s say Ginny comes home, David is drunk, they fight, and he kills her accidentally. He’s probably going to need help disposing of the body, something his criminal connections might have experience with.”

Nick looked grim. “You’re right,” he said. “We can’t rule out that possibility.”

My head was swimming with paint fumes and what-ifs. I opened the back door to let in a welcome gush of bracing October air. “How come every time we get new information, this case becomes more confusing?” I complained.

“Comes with the territory,” Nick said.

“What scenario do you think is more likely?” I asked. “David got drunk, killed Ginny accidentally, and his shady friends helped him dispose of the body and create an alibi, or one of his fellow cottage thieves kidnapped Ginny to send a message and something went awry?”

“I’m not sure which is more likely, but I’d like to talk to Susan.”

“Maybe I could take a look around Ginny’s room when we’re there, see if anything sparks something.”

Nick was skeptical. “Last week you ran out of the school gym to avoid making eye contact with Susan and now you want to offer her psychic services?”

“Obviously I’m not going to tell her what I’m doing. I’ll ask to go to the bathroom, then you keep talking to her until I’ve had enough time in Ginny’s room.” I paused. “Hannah included my name for a reason. I still have no idea why, but the closer I can get to Ginny’s inner world, the more likely I am to make the connection.”

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

“Is it illegal?” I asked.

“No, just a little unsavory.”

“It’s a good thing you won’t have anything to do with it, then. All you have to do is charm her for a few minutes. Can you manage it?”

Nick laughed. “I’ll do my best.”

“And in the unlikely event that I get caught, I will swear you had no idea. Just throw me under the bus.”

“Now that I would enjoy,” he admitted.






Chapter 49


Nick and I sat side by side on a worn powder blue couch in the front room of Ginny’s childhood home, across from an old TV built into a wooden console, the kind that looked more like furniture than an electronic appliance. A potted African violet and a collection of photos—all of them featuring Ginny at various ages—were arranged across the top. The bay window was open, letting in the sound of children playing in the park across the street and damp air that felt heavy with potential rain. I shivered in my thin sweater, chilled not only by the damp but the atmosphere of the room, frozen in the late nineties when Ginny disappeared. Susan Evans sat stiffly in a matching blue armchair to our right. She seemed untouched by the cold in a fleece vest zipped over a striped sweater. I could see Ginny in the shape of her face and large blue eyes, but Susan’s cheeks were hollow, her blond hair graying and cropped in a no-fuss haircut.

Nick was gentle with his questioning. “You made a second statement to the police on July eighteenth in which you described some odd phone calls and slashed tires. Why didn’t you include this in your original statement a month prior?”

“David didn’t think it was relevant,” she said. A tray with a pitcher of water, three glasses, and a dish of apple slices sat on the glass coffee table between us. She nudged the apple slices toward us. “Help yourself. The apples are wonderful this time of year.”

“Thank you. Did you and your husband—”

“Ex-husband,” she said. “We divorced years ago, in 2002.” Despite her hollow cheeks, there was a steeliness to Susan, an invisible armor she must have built after years of being asked the same painful questions.

Nick was appropriately abashed. “Of course, my apologies, ex-husband. Did you discuss your statements before making them?”

“No, but when I mentioned them to him, David thought it would distract the police from finding Ginny.”

It sounded to me like the actions of a man who didn’t want to direct attention to himself, but I was wary of interrupting Nick’s flow. Instead, I helped myself to an apple slice. It was perfectly crisp and tart.

“He was sure that those incidents had nothing to do with Ginny’s disappearance?” Nick asked.

Susan cleared her throat, then said, clearly, as if testifying in court, “Yes.”

“Did he tell you why he was so certain?”

“He said he had pissed someone off at work and they were just messing around to get back at him.” The words sounded unnatural in Susan’s mouth. I felt sure that they had been David’s words, not hers.

“And you believed him?” Nick asked.

Susan helped herself to an apple slice but left it on her plate. “Not exactly. My ex-husband was a gambler. I knew he owed people money, so I assumed it was related to that.”

“But you never asked?”

“Even if I did, he wouldn’t have told me. He was a man of many secrets.”

“Did it ever occur to you,” Nick asked, “that the people who were calling and hanging up and slashing your husband’s tires were responsible for Ginny’s disappearance?”

“Not at first,” Susan said. “It seemed too unbelievable that someone would hurt Ginny because David owed them money—like something out of a movie.” Her hand drifted to the arm of the chair and she started absently drawing circles with a finger in the pile of the fabric. “But when all that time went by with no sign of her, nothing seemed out of the question anymore.”

“And that’s when you went back to the police,” Nick confirmed.

She nodded. “I hated the idea that I was sitting on something that could potentially bring my Ginny home and so I provided another statement.”

“Did you tell David what you were doing?” Nick asked.

Susan took a small bite of her apple slice and swallowed before answering. “No, but he found out. The police came to ask about the tires. They wanted to know if he replaced them himself or had it done by someone else.”

“Was David angry at you for giving the second statement?”

“Yes. But I didn’t care.” The steel was back in her eyes. “I knew I had done the right thing for my daughter. How could Ginny have gone missing without a trace?”

“Was your husband often angry?”

“He was a frustrated man. When he drank, he became angrier.”

Nick softened his tone. “Violent, even?”

Susan poured herself a glass of water. She nodded, just once.

“With Ginny, too?”

She took a long sip of water, then shook her head. “No, never with Ginny.”

There were no family photos or pictures with David at all in the room, only portraits of Ginny at various stages of her life: gap-toothed and pigtailed toddler; tween with fluffy bangs and braces; beaming volleyball champ flushed with victory; polished high school senior. In every single one Ginny’s eyes sparkled like sunlight on the water.

“Do you think he may be responsible in any way for her disappearance?” Nick asked.

Susan sighed the exhausted sigh of a woman who had been asked the same question a hundred times. “I appreciate that you are writing about Ginny, but going after David is a waste of your time. He was proud of her. He used to say she was the best thing in his life. As she got older, they didn’t get along very well. They were both so stubborn, and Ginny wasn’t willing to put up with his behavior—especially after he drained her college savings account to pay off one of his debts—but he would never do anything that put her in danger.”

Nick moved forward on the couch.

“Susan, what I have to say next might be difficult for you to hear, but Shane Anderson has confessed to lying about your ex-husband’s alibi the night of Ginny’s disappearance.”

I braced myself for shock, anger, or tears. But Susan sunk deeper into the armchair, as if the air had been let out of her.

“Yes, I know.”

Nick and I exchanged a quick glance.

“You do?” he said.

“David came to see me once, after the divorce. He was in a bad way—” Susan closed her eyes briefly, as if picturing him. “I let him stay and sober up. In the morning, he told me that to pay off a debt he owed Bill Sullivan, he used to do odd jobs for him.”

Nick pressed for specifics. “Odd jobs as in—”

“Not all of them were legal,” Susan said quietly. “The night Ginny disappeared, Bill called David to clear out a boathouse on the other side of the lake. David said the fake alibi was Bill’s idea, that he had no choice but to go along with it.”

“Why didn’t you tell the police?” Nick asked.

“Because it doesn’t have anything to do with Ginny,” Susan insisted. “It wouldn’t help them find her.”

“This is very useful, Susan, and I’d love to corroborate it with David. Do you know how I can contact him?”

Susan got up and stood by the window, watching the children on the swing set across the street as they pumped their little legs, propelling themselves higher and higher. I wondered if she had taken Ginny there as a child, if she was remembering her daughter on the swings, carefree and wild, pigtails streaming in the wind. How many times a day did she look out at that park, thinking of Ginny? How could she stand to stay in this house, this town, the ghost of her daughter’s memory around every corner?

After a moment, Susan closed the window and came back to sit on the chair.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Campbell, but David died in 2014, of a drug overdose,” she said matter-of-factly. “He had been in and out of Narcotics Anonymous. His sponsor was the one who reached out to me after he died.”

To his credit, Nick hid his shock well. “I had no idea.”

“He was using a different name when he died. He changed it when he got out of prison, hoping to start fresh.” She shook her head. Years after their divorce, and she was still having to explain her shady husband’s behavior.

“I’m sorry if talking about it is difficult for you,” Nick said.

“It isn’t, I assure you.” Her voice was cold. For the first time since we’d arrived, Susan looked directly at me. “You’re awfully quiet,” she said.

I felt called out and scrambled for something to say, stuffing my mouth with another apple slice to buy myself some time.

Before I could respond, she raised a single eyebrow and added, “Not at all like your aunt.”

Nick swooped in to explain. “Drew has been helping me with the article, but if you’re uncomfortable, she has offered to step outside.”

Susan ignored him. “Your aunt was so sure that Ginny had died. That she was in the lake.”

If there was another person who had internalized Hannah’s prediction more than me, it was Susan Evans. Lake, saint, gardenia—I’m sure those three words lurked in the back of her mind, waiting for quiet moments, or the dead of night, when they could resurface and torment her. She had no idea there was a fourth word.

Susan leaned forward, eyes bright. She was more eager to talk about Hannah than David. “The police spent weeks and a lot of resources searching that lake instead of following other leads. Some people believe it cost the investigation valuable time.”

“If you want me to leave, I am happy to do so, Mrs. Evans.”

“I want to know what you believe,” she said, raising her voice.

It felt like a challenge. I could feel Nick staring at me, imploring me to stay quiet, not mess up his line of questioning, but I couldn’t refuse this woman an answer, not after barging into her house, not after all she had been through.

“I believe that Hannah had your best interests at heart. She wasn’t a”—I tried to find a more appropriate synonym for fame-whore, which felt like the wrong thing to say to a woman like Susan—“fraud.”

“I don’t think she was as conniving as the press made her out to be,” Susan said.

I felt Nick’s weight shift, but he said nothing in defense of his profession.

Susan continued. “She came to visit me once, to return the sweater I had given to her, the one she used to try and find Ginny.” Hannah had never mentioned it in her journals, but it dawned on me that this sweater must be the significant object that conjured her infamous clues—lake, saint, and gardenia—and her not-so-famous one, Drew.

“This must have been sometime in 1999, after the case had gone cold and people stopped caring. I didn’t want to see her, but her eyes were so kind—somehow I found myself inviting her in.”

I nodded encouragingly, familiar with the effect Hannah had on people.

Susan pointed at the couch where Nick and I were seated. “We sat right there, with our tea, and she told me she was sorry she couldn’t be more helpful and that she never intended to cause harm. And then she told me something that changed my whole world.”

We sat up a little straighter, bolstering ourselves for what came next. Nick was still as stone beside me, both of us barely breathing, afraid that any movement might startle Susan and cause her to throw us out or change her mind about revealing what Hannah had said.

“I brought Hannah a very specific sweater. It was striped, in all the colors of the rainbow. Ginny had seen it at the mall down south. We used to go to the city at the end of the summer to do a little back-to-school shopping. The sweater was pricey, not something I would generally splurge on, but when Ginny lined up at the food court to get us some lunch, I slipped away and bought it for her, as a Christmas gift.

“That Christmas, Ginny and I were up early. David was still sleeping and I hated to wake him up, he could be a real bear in the mornings, so I told her she could open one present before her father came down. She happened to pick that sweater. I watched her open it, and the surprise on her face when she realized what it was just about made my heart burst. You’ve never seen a person so delighted.” Susan smiled. It changed her whole face, made her look ten years younger. “She kept saying, ‘I can’t believe you remembered!’ She put it on right then, over her pajamas, and wore it all day.

“When your aunt came to visit, she said she couldn’t tell me exactly what had happened to my daughter, but she said that she knew Ginny loved me, and Ginny knew she had been loved. I was suspicious, of course, but then she said the words to me that my Ginny whispered in my ear that Christmas morning—‘I love it almost as much as I love you.’” Tears welled in her eyes. “Now how could she possibly know what Ginny had said?”

Nick and I were silent. What was there to say? I reached out across the coffee table. Susan took my hand and gave it a squeeze. It seemed to give her the strength to compose herself.

“I can’t explain how she knew that, but it gave me great comfort at a time that I most needed it, and I will always be grateful to her. All those papers, all those gossips—they never mentioned the fact that your aunt never took a cent from us, or the police, or that she donated her own money to the reward fund. They never mentioned her kindness.”

I blinked back sudden tears. “Thank you,” I said. “I appreciate that.”

We sat in an unspoken moment of silence—for Ginny, for Hannah, for everything we had lost. After a respectful amount of time had passed, Nick continued. “I know this is hard, but what do you think happened to Ginny?”

Susan wasn’t surprised or upset by the question. I’m sure it was a question she pondered every day of her life.

“I’ve imagined every possible scenario—she was in a car accident and has amnesia, she saw something she shouldn’t have and now lives happily under a new name in the witness protection program. Or maybe she looked around at my life, found it small and lacking, and made a break for it.”

I looked around the room, trying to picture it through Ginny’s eyes: a television that would have been old even twenty years ago, worn carpet, a couch that was more functional than comfortable. Nothing was new or particularly beautiful. Ginny had been full of personality—it wasn’t hard to imagine that a young, ambitious teen would want more than what the Evanses had. But nothing I had learned about Ginny made me believe that she was a runaway.

“She never said as much, but I know she wanted more from life than what we could give her. I saw it in how hard she worked toward a scholarship. She couldn’t wait to go away to university, see more of the world. She used to get frustrated with me, she didn’t understand why I let David get away with things. ‘You’re not a doormat, Mom. Don’t let him treat you like a doormat!’”

Susan smiled sadly. I wanted to tell her that she had done everything she could do for her daughter, but it didn’t feel like enough. What could possibly be enough to comfort a woman who had been through what Susan Evans had?

“My daughter was definitely not a doormat,” she said with a chuckle. “I like to think that she’s living a full life somewhere in a big city, maybe Paris. She used to talk about going to France. I think she got the idea from working at the Saint. I like to picture her sitting by herself at a little café, sipping espresso, wearing big sunglasses and her hair pinned up. Very chic, very sophisticated. It probably sounds silly to you, but it helps me to think of her like that. Better to imagine my girl alive and well—even if it means never seeing her again—than the alternative. That’s just too horrible to contemplate.”

It was clear the interview was winding down. Time to make my move.

“Do you mind if I use your washroom, Mrs. Evans?”

Susan was startled, still caught in her dream of Ginny, alive and well. “Go ahead. It’s upstairs, between the bedrooms.”






Chapter 50


Ginny’s bedroom was eerily preserved, a shrine to late-nineties girlhood—pink-and-green floral comforter, white frilly bed skirt, a single shelf with books and volleyball trophies, posters of the Backstreet Boys, the Spice Girls, and a brooding Romeo + Juliet–era Leonardo DiCaprio tacked on the wall next to a framed piece of needlepoint with Love Bears All Things embroidered in pink. A corkboard covered in Polaroids was hung over the desk. I spotted pictures of Ginny with Amanda, Ginny and Kash, a few group shots of the volleyball team, and a group of girls possibly from Grace Assembly.

It looked nothing like my childhood bedroom, lyrics scrawled on the wall, mismatched furniture, a dent in the plaster where I had thrown the door open a bit too hard after an argument with my mom. Whatever connected the two of us, it wasn’t a shared sense of aesthetics, musical taste, or orderliness.

As I peered in drawers and leafed through books looking for something that sparked a glimmer or connected the two of us, I gradually became aware of a barely perceptible humming. I felt it in my skin rather than heard it, like an energy force field. It made me edgy. None of my glimmers had involved communing with the spirits of actual people, only objects. But the locket was just one object, something Ginny had discarded. Here, I was surrounded by things she had seen, touched, and been in contact with daily. If the spirit of Ginny lingered anywhere, wouldn’t it be here?

“Ginny? Are you here? If you are—I hope this is okay. I’m just trying to help.”

If she was there in spirit, she didn’t talk or do anything to make her presence known. I ran my hands over the bed, the desk, along her bookshelf, waiting for an energetic tug. Nothing. The whole room was full of important tokens—how would I know which one was useful? I was conscious of time passing, worried that at any minute Nick would run out of things to say and Susan would come looking for me and kick me out. I wouldn’t blame her.

I opened a carved wooden jewelry box and ran my fingers over the jumble of cheap earrings and necklaces, the kind you’d get at a mall. They sparked tiny images in my brain, but they fizzled like dud sparklers before I could make any sense of them.

Next, I opened her closet door. Immediately the humming turned to static, and then I heard strains of tinny music, as if someone was turning a radio dial, flipping through stations, faster and faster. I stilled my breath and started browsing through the hangers, sweater after sweater, dress after dress. But no visions came.

On the back of the closet door, on a hook, I spied a small black wristlet purse, big enough for a wallet and keys and a tube of lipstick, the sort of bag a teenager would take to a dance. It was warm to the touch, as if it had been next to a heat source, but when I checked, there were no vents or heat sources in the closet. Certainty propelled me forward like a stiff wind. This was it, the object I’d been looking for, the key to Ginny’s disappearance.

I grabbed the purse and focused all my attention on it, letting the rest of the room go fuzzy. The muffled sound I heard under the music grew louder, until it became crystal clear to me: sobbing, the kind that came from deep inside and made your body shake. It grew louder and closer and the hairs on the back of my neck stood at attention, as if there was someone in the room behind me, sitting on the bed, crying their eyes out. I was afraid to make any sudden movements in case I disturbed the presence or the vision—terrified that if I turned around, the ghost of Ginny Evans would be staring back at me through woeful eyes.

Carefully, breathlessly, I zipped open the purse and peered inside again. It was empty, but the static in my ears was roaring. My own anxiety was getting in the way. I closed my eyes, focused on my breath and the weight of the purse in my hand.

Once I felt calm enough, I opened my eyes, peered inside again, and this time I saw something. A plastic wand with a little pink cross winking in the semidarkness. When I reached in to touch it, my vision turned watery and the wand disappeared, along with the muffled sobs and tinny radio sounds. The purse was empty again.

The vision was brief, but I knew what it meant. Anyone who had been convinced to forgo a condom, had skipped a pill, or had their period a week late knew what the pink cross meant—pregnant.









PART VI
The Nine of Pentacles




Just because someone has green thumbs doesn’t mean they don’t have sharp talons.

—from the journals of Hannah Mystic











Chapter 51


I found it hard to catch my breath, even when we were back in the car. Instead of driving away, Nick waited for me to calm down, brow furrowed in concern.

“What happened in there?” Nick asked.

“I think Ginny was pregnant,” I blurted out.

Nick was careful in his response. “When you say ‘think’—”

“I mean I know. I found a purse in her closet and had a vision of a pregnancy test inside. It was positive.”

Nick let out a slow whistle. “No one has said anything about another boyfriend.”

My mind was racing with possibilities. “Maybe, in a moment of weakness, she slept with Kash?”

Nick didn’t look convinced. “Even though they had split up and by all accounts she was completely done with him?”

“It happens,” I said. I did not elaborate. “Or maybe she was with someone from Grace Assembly,” I suggested. “Kids from all across town were part of the youth group—she could have had a relationship that Amanda and her school friends weren’t aware of.”

“I thought the point of youth group was it gave you something to do instead of having sex.”

“Even more reason to keep it a secret,” I pointed out.

“How far along was she?” Nick asked.

“Impossible to know just from the test. Not so far along that anyone seemed to notice, though.”

“I’ve been through the case file a hundred times,” Nick said. “No one has even hinted at the possibility.”

“Maybe she never got the chance to tell anyone before she disappeared.”

“Or maybe she disappeared because she was pregnant,” Nick mused. “Maybe Amanda’s and Susan’s fantasies of her running away aren’t so far off base. Maybe she left to go have the baby in secret and gave it up for adoption.”

“But then why didn’t she come back? I don’t think she would drop out of her mother’s life forever. After all this time, what’s stopping her from reaching out?”

“It’s possible she meant to,” Nick said. “She could have died in an accident before that could happen. Who would you tell if you were pregnant?”

I narrowed my eyes. “Is that a rhetorical question?”

“You said your name is in the prediction, but obviously Hannah wanted to keep you out of the press.”

I could feel a rage blackout barrelling straight for me. “And you thought a secret teenage pregnancy is the thing that connected me with Ginny?”

Nick held his hands up in defense. “I’m grasping at straws here. I may be a journalist, but this is still a lot for me to process—your aunt’s prediction, your visions. Still, that’s no excuse. I’m sorry.”

My rage abated, slightly. I had to remind myself that I’d grown up surrounded by the esoteric, but this was all new for Mr. By-the-Book, Cause-and-Effect Eight of Pentacles.

“For the record,” I muttered, “I have never been pregnant.”

I had engaged the services of the morning-after pill on two occasions, once after a broken condom incident, and the other after waking up in a stranger’s bed without my tights following a night that had spiraled out of control. One house party turned into another and somehow I ended up in the basement of a house in a neighborhood I didn’t remember getting to with a strong suspicion that sex had been had. That night resulted in a case of HPV, but not pregnancy. It was not my finest hour, but it did put an end to a regrettable period in my life. Mostly. The only difference between me and Ginny was dumb luck.

“I’m trying to put myself in Ginny’s shoes,” Nick mused. “Who would I tell? My mom?”

“If it was me, I’d tell my best friend first. I’d want to talk through all the ways my parents and the father of the baby could respond to pregnancy news.”

“But it’s pretty clear she didn’t tell Amanda.”

“Amanda said by then they weren’t as close as they used to be.”

“Who was Ginny’s closest friend at the time of her disappearance?” Nick asked.

Suddenly I remembered the memorial meeting in the gym. “Kylie from Grace Assembly. She claims they were close, especially in senior year, she said. She specifically mentioned that she and Ginny talked about boys. Maybe she can tell us if there was someone in particular that Ginny had a crush on. I could reach out to her through Facebook and see if she’d be willing to talk.” I frowned, remembering the look on Kylie’s face when she realized that I was Hannah Mystic’s niece. “Although she might be more responsive to you.”

“Send me her full name and I’ll look into it.”

Considering the stigma of teenage pregnancy, particularly in conservative Christian circles, I wondered how likely it was that Ginny would have confided in another teen from youth group. “Is it possible Ginny talked to an adult, someone like Hugh Collins? Isn’t there a doctor-patient confidentiality thing in the church that means whatever you tell your pastor they’re obligated to keep it secret?”

“You’re thinking of confession, which is Catholic, not Protestant, but I know what you mean.” Nick was nodding, working through the scenario in his mind. “She could have confided in Hugh, who might have helped her find someplace to have her baby in secret. Or maybe she was seeing another kid from Grace Assembly. Even if they kept it secret, Hugh may have noticed something.”

“True. Teenagers are never as subtle as they think they are.”

“Sounds like it’s time to call Hugh Collins,” Nick said. “I want to know more about his suspicions of abuse in the Evans home anyway. I can also ask if Ginny was close with any boys in youth group.”

A detail I couldn’t make heads or tails of before fell into place. “Plus, there’s the cross,” I said.

“What cross?” Nick asked.

“Charlene mentioned that Ginny wore a little gold cross. It stuck out because everyone always talked about the locket, not the cross. We know that Ginny didn’t care about the locket—she tossed it away and Amanda took it. Maybe the cross was a gift from her new boyfriend.”

“All this time people were distracted by the locket, when the cross could actually lead us to the culprit,” Nick mused. “Good catch, Nancy Drew. Or do you prefer Little Miss Mystic?”

“Drew is fine. And you can thank the novels of Christopher Pike,” I said.






Chapter 52


Discovering Ginny’s pregnancy was a major step forward in the case. While Nick was following up with Hugh Collins, I was free to spend the next day preparing the store for the reopening, now only a week away. I looked at my to-do list and saw that George had scheduled an appointment with a business called Goth Froth first thing. I was wondering what sort of products to expect when a familiar figure walked in, holding a large plastic bin.

“Amanda MacKinnon. What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I heard you were looking for vendors,” she said, hesitating in the doorway. She was wearing a bulky denim jacket with a shearling collar and fingerless black gloves. Freed from its severe ponytail, her hair fell in ruffled mahogany waves around her face, her cheeks rosy from the cold. She seemed lighter than she had at Shear Beauty. It made me think about the woman on the Eight of Swords, bound and blindfolded, standing in a circle of swords. Everything looks hopeless, until you realize that instead of chains, she’s wrapped in loose wisps of fabric. Maybe Amanda was finally shaking off the heavy guilt that kept her unable to move forward. Maybe I had a little something to do with that. It was a hopeful feeling.

“I made an appointment with someone named George,” she said.

“You’re Goth Froth?” I asked.

“I am.”

I waved her over to me. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Amanda brought the bin to the counter, and I peered in to see dozens of bars of soap, each individually wrapped in a band of white paper stamped in maroon ink.

“You make soap?”

Amanda’s mouth twisted into a half smile. “It’s my not-so-dirty secret. Sometimes I give them out as gifts, but I thought, why not try to sell them? I mean, if this is the kind of thing you’re looking for.”

“This is exactly the kind of thing I’m looking for. Amanda MacKinnon, you are full of surprises.”

I picked up a lightly speckled lavender bar called Purple Rain and admired the label’s hand-drawn border, roses and skulls tucked between leafy vines and curved thorns. I recognized the style from her tattoo. “Did you draw the labels, too?”

Amanda looked sheepish. “Yeah. I found a place online that turns drawings into stamps. It was a New Year’s gift to myself.”

George waltzed over from where they had been hand-lettering signs for the Witches’ New Year party, which I’d decided this year would double as our reopening. There was a lovely synastry in launching the newest incarnation of the store on Samhain, the eve of the witches’ new year. To ignore the timing would be to tempt fate—but it meant we had a lot to do in less than a week.

“The power of manifestation!” George said. “Were you born in Stanfield? Do you know your exact time of birth? This could be a big year for you.”

I saw Amanda’s eyes widen as she took in George’s green-and-yellow-checked bell-bottoms and hot pink Golden Girls T-shirt worn over a white collared shirt.

“This is George,” I said. “Don’t answer that unless you want them to unlock the secrets of your birth chart.”

“Goth Froth is a killer name,” George said, picking through the bin. “I know like ten people who would buy a bar based on the name alone.”

“Speaking of names,” I said, “I’m thinking of changing the name of the store to reflect our new direction.”

George crumpled. “But Hannah came up with that name,” they said.

“She never said I couldn’t change the name or what we offer. Think of the Star!” I turned around and pointed to our card of the day—a peaceful card featuring a naked figure, hair down, completely unfettered and at ease, transferring water from a pool to the dry land on which she knelt, under a sky bright with stars. Following the destruction of the Tower, the Star was a cool balm, a soothing reminder that we all have the power to start again. “I chose the Star today because it offers hope and renewal. If we’re going to have a fresh start, I think we need a new name. We can announce it at the party.”

George considered the card. In their wildly mismatched outfits, with their big dreams and big feelings, they reminded me of the Page of Cups, a sensitive, creative soul who above all things was an optimist.

“New year, new direction,” they said, seeming to warm to the idea.

“Exactly!”

“In that case, this has to be the best New Year’s party we’ve ever thrown.” Their natural enthusiasm was back. “Can I go get the decorations? Some of the altar cloths should be aired or maybe laundered.”

“That’s a great idea. And let’s start a list of anything we need to pick up. Ice, extra napkins.”

George nodded. “Got it!”

They disappeared into the back, leaving me alone with Amanda, who was sifting through a dish of tumbled carnelians. I wondered if she was aware that the vibrant red stones were used for strength and courage.

When she was sure that George was out of earshot, Amanda cleared her throat. “There’s something else I wanted to tell you.”

I pushed the soaps to the side and gave her my full attention.

“It might not mean anything, but you said any new information could be helpful to the investigation.” She hesitated, rubbing a particularly fiery carnelian between her fingers. “It’s kind of embarrassing.”

I was wondering what could be worse than getting caught wearing Ginny’s locket while kissing Ginny’s ex-boyfriend. Amanda clarified, “For both me and Ginny.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Ginny and I used to talk to guys anonymously in chat rooms. We pretended to be this older girl. I forget what we named her.”

“TinyDancer?” I asked.

Amanda was startled. “That’s it! Did you have a vison about that, too?”

“No. The police accessed Ginny’s chat history,” I explained. “There’s a copy of it in their report.”

Amanda grimaced. “It didn’t mean anything. We were bored kids. We used to dare each other to come up with wild backstories, but no matter what we said, those losers always fell for it. Then Ginny started hanging out at Grace Assembly, told me what we were doing was wrong, that she had seen the error of her ways, all that Jesus shit—and we never talked about it again.”

My mind was spinning. So TinyDancer hadn’t been just Ginny, but Ginny and Amanda, two bored girls messing around on the internet. But Ginny put an end to it when she got involved with youth group—and maybe a new boyfriend?—and drifted away from Amanda. That explained why TinyDancer stopped posting in February. But FieldGirl81 was still active.

“Do you think Ginny would have ever met up with someone she met in a chat room?” I asked.

“I’m not sure. I wouldn’t have thought so, but maybe I didn’t know her as well as I thought.” Amanda looked wistful. I wondered how she would react if I told her about having the vision of the pregnancy test in Ginny’s room, but it didn’t feel like my secret to share. Not yet, anyway.

Amanda continued. “That’s why I wanted to tell you now. In case it was some weirdo from the chat room who was responsible.”

“Thank you for telling me,” I said. I made a mental note to tell Nick that we should dive back into the chat history to search for the father of Ginny’s baby.

“You must think I’m horrible,” Amanda said, closing her fist around the carnelian.

“I don’t think that at all,” I said. “Teenagers make bad decisions all the time.”

“Most of them get to grow up and do better,” Amanda said. “Ginny never will.”

We shared a moment of silence, thinking about all the things that Ginny would never do. Get her own apartment, adopt a pet, see the world beyond Stanfield. The list was infinite.

Amanda let the carnelian fall back into the pile of tumbled stones. “There’s one more thing.” She paused, tucking a stray curl behind her ear. “I’ve decided to come forward about being in the car with Kash that night. I want you to put me in touch with your friend.”

“Are you sure?” I tried not to sound too eager. Amanda going on record would officially change the timeline of when Ginny was last seen—the first major lead in twenty years, something Nick would get to break.

Amanda nodded once.

“You’ll be in good hands with Nick, I promise.”

George returned, dragging an old plastic container full of black lace runners, embroidered altar cloths, and brass candleholders. “Found the decorations,” they said. “Also, I was thinking we should have a door prize. It could include something from the new vendors.”

“That’s a great idea, George,” I said

“Amanda,” George said, “can we include a sample of Goth Froth?”

Amanda’s pale green eyes sparkled and I caught a glimpse of a single dimple in her left cheek, the kind that only appears with a smile. “Does that mean I’m in?”

“You’re in!” I said. “There’s a monthly flat fee for the space, and you keep one hundred percent of your sales.”

“Deal.” She shook the bin at George. “Pick whatever soap you like.”

George abandoned the decor and threw themselves into smell-testing soaps. “These are so good!” They held up a shockingly bright lime cake of soap called Midnight Margarita.

“Like in Practical Magic,” Amanda explained. “It’s my favorite movie.”

“Mine, too! Well, top five at least.” George pressed the soap to their nose. “It smells exactly like a margarita. How do you do it?”

“Magic,” Amanda said, deadpan. George and I laughed in delight.

I sorted through the various soaps, distracted by a light but insistent floral scent that overpowered all the other aromas. I could feel it drifting up my nasal cavity and curling behind my eyes, making them water. My tongue began to swell, and I felt the walls of my throat close. I coughed and the constrictive sensation disappeared, but the smell lingered. I recognized it but couldn’t put my finger on what it was.

“Are you okay?” Amanda asked, concerned.

“Yeah. There’s something about the scent of that white one with the chunky bits in it.” I pointed at a bar of textured white soap in the bottom of the bin. The label read Garden of Eden.

“Those chunky bits are oats and they’re exfoliating,” Amanda said. She picked up the bar and sniffed it. “I don’t find it that strong, but some people don’t like florals.”

The buzzing was back. This time I could feel it in my fingers, almost like an itch.

“What’s in it?” I asked, backing away from the persistent odor.

“It’s an oat milk bar with a touch of gardenia.”

“Gardenia?” I repeated, mouth dry.

Amanda sniffed the bar again. “It’s a bit old-ladyish, I guess. The kind of scent the women who come to Shear Beauty would use. Maybe not the right fit for the store?”

After discovering the flower etched into Ginny’s locket in the police station, I had assumed it was the gardenia in question. It had led me to Amanda, who confirmed that it was her in Kash’s car that night, not Ginny—something that had been missed by the police investigation. But what if there was another gardenia connection? Something that was even more relevant? My eyes began to water.

Amanda took the Garden of Eden soap from me and placed it back in the bin. “That really did a number on you. Are you allergic?”

Amanda hadn’t made a connection between the gardenias in Hannah’s prediction and the ones she used in her soaps, but why would she? It had been twenty years since those fateful words had permeated Stanfield like smoke. She, like everyone else in town, had probably forgotten the specifics of Hannah’s prediction. Not everyone walked through life with three words constantly in the back of their minds, like a secret second pulse—lake, saint, gardenia.

The itch in my skin began to subside, but a sense of dread continued. I chided myself for being so ignorant. I knew that Hannah’s predictions were elliptical, hard to grasp, yet I hadn’t considered that the gardenia in Hannah’s vision had nothing to do with actual flowers but instead referred to their scent—old-fashioned, cloying, like midrange perfume, or a glass dish of dried potpourri.

I knew where I had smelled the scent before.






Chapter 53


Amanda left, after promising to tell her friends and family to come to the relaunch of the store on Halloween night. I needed space to think clearly, and so I gave George the afternoon off. “Think of it as lieu time for all the hours you’re going to put in at the Witches’ New Year party,” I said.

George was thrilled. “It will give me a chance to put up copies of Willow’s missing poster.” George had already posted an earnest plea online that stirred up sympathy but also brought out the trolls. What kind of psychic can’t find a cat? I bet you sacrificed that poor animal in a satanic ritual! How can you talk about a cat when Ginny Evans is still missing?

I flipped through the tarot deck we kept near the store altar until I found the Hermit and handed it to George. “Here. Take this one with you for luck.”

“What does the Hermit have to do with Willow?” they asked, frowning.

I pointed out the lantern on the card. “That’s the lantern of knowledge. Maybe it will light Willow’s way home to the store.”

Gently, George slipped the Hermit into their back pocket. “I hope so.”



After George left, I made myself a cup of bracing Assam tea and went to sit in my new tarot room to think. The sickly-sweet smell that permeated Pat Collins’s house was the scent of gardenias, I was sure of it. Everything about the Collins home felt like a time capsule, so there was reason to believe that it had always smelled like that. I didn’t know the source, if it was potpourri, hand soap, a cleaning product, or Pat’s perfume, but it had permeated every room, giving me a headache, the same as the one I felt pounding behind my eyes right now.

But what did it mean? It had to be significant if Hannah associated gardenias with Ginny’s disappearance. I made a mental list of possible reasons Ginny would have for being inside the Collins house. Maybe Hugh hosted Bible study sessions for select youth group kids. He suspected Ginny’s father of domestic abuse—maybe he had offered her a safe place to stay when her father was drunk? But if that was the case, surely he would have mentioned it in his police statement, or his mother would have brought it up when I talked with her. What exactly was the nature of his relationship with Ginny? He had singled her out for odd tasks around the church, but was that because he was a thoughtful pastor or a predator?

Everyone talked about how much time Ginny spent at Grace Assembly. If she was going to meet someone, it made more sense that it would be through church than at the restaurant. I had seen the photos. Hugh was handsome and confident. I bet many of the teenagers at Grace Assembly harbored crushes on him. Why not Ginny? It wasn’t unusual for girls to date older boys. At seventeen, the boys at school feel impossibly young and stupid, especially to smart, ambitious girls like Ginny. Twenty-six doesn’t feel that old when you’re a teenage girl, especially one with a less-than-perfect home life. Plenty of older couples had a nine-year age gap, but the distance between a seventeen-year-old girl and a twenty-six-year-old man was light-years apart. Something Ginny likely ignored, but Hugh certainly knew.

By all accounts he was kind, community-minded, a do-gooder—a man who encouraged Ginny and made her feel special, unlike her father, someone who drained her savings to cover his own ass. In other words, a saint.

Another piece of the prediction clicked into place.

Maybe Hannah’s saint had nothing to do with a street name or where Ginny worked, but pointed to a man who, for all intents and purposes, his community considered saintly—a youth pastor, a teacher, a man who gave teenagers a safe place to gather, away from alcohol, drugs, and all the illicit activities that went along with them. How many times had parents dropped their kids off at Grace Assembly for a night of supervised fun and thought, Oh, that Hugh Collins—what a saint!

Then there was the cross Ginny wore. Reporters, police, even the general public had all focused on the locket, a gift from the suspicious ex-boyfriend. But Charlene told us that Ginny wore a cross, and Amanda admitted that she had retrieved the locket after Ginny discarded it, and she later left it in Kash’s car. Maybe the cross was a gift from Hugh, or something Ginny wore as a symbol of her devotion to the church—and her youth pastor.

Having sex with an underage member of the congregation was one thing, but abduction, possibly murder, was another.

What would drive an otherwise benign, God-fearing citizen like Hugh to kill Ginny? Had she threatened to go public with their relationship? Did she want to get married and raise their baby? And if she wasn’t dead, where was she? Raising their baby somewhere, a secret second family of an outwardly upstanding man? It was hard to imagine someone as ambitious as Ginny being satisfied with a half-life like that.

Frightened, pregnant seventeen-year-olds don’t stay that way forever. Eventually they grow up and start demanding things. If they’re alive.


Me: come by the store. new development



As soon as I hit send, I heard the new bells jingle above the front door, announcing a visitor who had ignored the Closed sign George had made in their cheerful, loopy handwriting. Annoyed, I walked down the hall into the store to see a man loitering near the tarot card display, his back to me.

“Sorry, we’re—”

The man turned and smiled. My heart plummeted to my feet.






Chapter 54


“Are you Drew?” he asked.

I recognized him from the many photos on his mother’s mantel. His hair was still thick and sandy, but it had grown longer in a shaggy, English professor kind of way. It was gray at his temples, and the smile lines by his eyes were deeper. Standing in my store as if summoned, as if he knew I had figured it out and was here to do … what, exactly? I had an uneasy feeling, as if he could see inside my brain and knew what I was thinking.

I hoped the shock on my face registered as surprise at being interrupted, not fear or recognition. “Depends on who’s asking,” I said, remarkably lightly given the circumstances.

He smiled, walked over, and offered his hand. “Hugh Collins. My mother told me you were looking for me.”

I took his hand and shook it, half expecting to drop dead from electrocution or a vision of a gruesome murder scene. But it was just a handshake, and his hand was just a hand—a firm, well-moisturized hand. No glimmers, no visions.

I swallowed. “Not me, specifically. It’s my friend Nick. I happened to be in the area, so I left her his card.”

Hugh smiled mildly. “She didn’t mention that part, but she’s a little more forgetful than she used to be.”

Pat had seemed plenty sharp to me, but I found it interesting that Hugh thought—or wanted me to think—otherwise. Was he worried about something she had said?

“Did she tell you why we were looking for you?” I asked.

“No. Like I said, her mind isn’t what it used to be, so I thought I’d drop in and find out.”

My intuition was screaming at me, liar, liar, liar!

“I—Nick—we’re looking into the Ginny Evans case. Your name came up in the police files, you’d said something about Ginny’s mother having a black eye and potential trouble at home. We wanted to go over a few things.”

Hugh nodded soberly. “Of course. Anything. Ginny was such a wonderful person. She had a bright future ahead of her.”

“‘Was’?” I asked lightly.

“As a teenager, I mean,” Hugh said, not at all flustered. He looked quizzically at me. “Do you have reason to believe she’s alive?”

“Do you have reason to believe otherwise?” I asked.

Hugh didn’t look like a murderer. But then neither did the thousands upon thousands of average men who had snapped and killed their partners in a moment of rage. I knew perfectly well that evil lurked under even the most benign exterior. Even a mild-mannered school administrator with a religious background.

“She was very close with her mother,” I said, being careful not to give too much away. “It’s hard to believe, if she was alive, that she wouldn’t have reached out to her by now.”

Hugh nodded. “That’s how I feel, too.”

He broke eye contact and walked around the shop, hands in the pockets of a navy-blue peacoat. There was an enamel crest pinned to the lapel. I wondered if it was from the fancy private school he worked at and what would happen if I could get my hands on it. What visions would I see? What would it reveal about this man?

While Hugh looked at a deck of contemporary kitschy tarot cards that featured pop figures—Beyoncé as the Queen of Wands, Buffy as the Knight of Swords—I tapped out a text as discreetly as I could.


Me: SOS



I needed to stall Hugh until backup arrived.

“Are you familiar with the tarot?” I asked.

“As in do I know what it is?” Hugh’s smile was indulgent, like one you would give to a very thick student. “Yes.” He held up the pop culture deck. “My eldest would find this particular deck funny.”

“Lots of people are finding their way to the tarot these days,” I said.

He nodded. “Makes sense. In hard times people turn to all manner of things to make sense of the world.”

“So you don’t think they’re evil? A tool of the devil?”

Hugh shook his head. “Silly, and maybe a bit Gothic for my taste, but no, not evil.”

“I take it you’ve never had your cards read, then.”

Another indulgent smile. “No.”

“Well then, let me give you a reading,” I offered. “On the house.”

“Excuse me?”

“Normally I charge sixty bucks a pop, so you’re getting a real deal.” Keep it light, Drew. “Unless you have something to hide?” I joked.

Hugh shrugged. “Okay, I’ll bite. Do we do it here, or…?” He glanced around at the chaos of the store, furniture and shelving and boxes of merchandise piled in the middle, haphazardly covered in tarps and sheets, no obvious place for a tarot reading.

“We have a tarot room.” I paused, wondering if it was a good idea to move away from the front of the store, where we were clearly visible from the street. “It’s just at the end of the hall.”

I snuck another glance at my phone. Message delivered, but no response. Dammit!

I didn’t want to lose the opportunity to talk to Hugh, or have him walk out of the store and our lives forever. But I also didn’t relish being alone in the shop with a possible killer.






Chapter 55


I tried to take comfort in the cozy space I had created—the freshly painted walls, the row of mugs, the portrait of Pixie smiling down on me from above—but my hands were shaking.

“Can I make you a cup of tea?”

“Why not?” Hugh said amiably, completely unaware of my skyrocketing anxiety.

The silence grew thicker and more awkward as we waited for the kettle to boil.

“Black, green, mint, or ginger-lemon?”

Hugh smiled blandly. “Mint, please. It’s a bit late in the day for caffeine.”

I laughed casually, as if it was totally normal to be discussing caffeine with a potential killer by myself in an isolated room. I made myself another black tea—I needed something with oomph—and let its warmth seep through the mug and calm my hands.

I cleared my throat. “Anything on your mind you’d like to explore?”

Hugh smirked. “You’re the psychic, you tell me.”

I expected him to be resistant, but I was still annoyed at his tone. “That’s not how it works.” I leaned back in my chair and took a surreptitious glance at my phone, which I’d propped up on the shelf by the kettle.

“Expecting a call?” Hugh asked.

“Waiting for a text,” I admitted, cheeks flaming.

His eyes twinkled with a mix of mirth and condescension. “Shouldn’t you be giving your client your full attention?”

He was teasing, but I didn’t like the self-satisfied expression on his face. I left my phone where it was and began to shuffle my deck. The repetitive action was soothing, the shape and feel of the cards familiar in my hands.

“Querent,” I said, taking great pleasure in correcting him. “In tarot they’re called querents, not clients.”

“Did you ask the cards about Ginny?” Hugh asked, leaning forward with feigned interest, like a bad actor in a melodrama. “What did they say?”

I didn’t believe for a second that Hugh Collins gave two shits about what the cards had to say about Ginny, but I wondered if he was trying to find out how much I knew. Two could play that game. He didn’t have any reason to believe I suspected him, but I could use the cards to gauge his reaction to a few theories. But Hugh wasn’t a believer like George or open-minded like Donna at the police station. I would have to tread carefully.

“I have consulted the cards. They suggest the culprit was someone close to her and someone known to police, but not a suspect,” I lied.

Hugh sat back in his chair, as if I had proved a point. “That’s not very specific.”

“What do you think happened to her?” I asked.

“I’ve asked myself that question for years.” He looked appropriately thoughtful.

I pushed a little harder. “You don’t have any ideas at all?”

He frowned, and I caught a glimpse of the pious youth minister he had been once upon a time. “I don’t like to speculate.”

His mother had said the same thing. “I promise I won’t tell,” I said, in a tone generally reserved for flirting. I wanted to come across as harmless, even a little ditzy—anything to get him to let his guard down and reveal something useful.

“Ginny and I were close,” Hugh said. “I like to think that I was a person she trusted. She told me some disturbing things about what was going on at home. I always thought her father was somehow involved.”

It occurred to me that Ginny’s father, with his history of money troubles and violence, made an excellent scapegoat. By steering the police toward the shady dad, Hugh maintained his facade of concerned religious leader, merely trying to help a troubled young congregant—the perfect smoke screen for a predator and potential murderer. I doubted an officer like Knob would have wondered about the helpful young pastor and the nature of his relationship with Ginny.

“Yes,” I said, “I read about Dave Evans in your witness statement. But did they ever question you as a suspect?”

Hugh laughed. “Now you’re really reaching. No, they did not question me as a suspect. They didn’t have any reason to.” He didn’t appear to be threatened by my line of inquiry. “Why? Do you think I’m guilty? Did your aunt see something in a dream?” He laughed.

I was irritated by his flippant tone. “My aunt?” I repeated.

“She was the psychic they brought in, right? TV’s Hannah Mystic? This is her store, isn’t it?”

It didn’t take a lot of googling to find the connection between me and Hannah, and Hugh had been in town during the height of the media frenzy, but I still got a chill when he revealed that he knew Hannah was my aunt. What did his mother tell him about me? Had he also looked me up online?

“It’s mine now,” I said. “I inherited it along with notes and journals when she died.” I paused. “And the thing is, we found something interesting. About Ginny.”

Hugh waited. He didn’t ask for more information or appear too interested, but I could tell he was listening closely. If he were a cat, his whiskers would be quivering.

I continued. “It’s not my place to say what it is, of course, but it contains new information about the people in Ginny’s life. Specifically, a man.”

“Like a diary?” Hugh suggested.

I shrugged. “Maybe.”

Hugh’s smile was smug, the expression of someone hiding an ace in their pocket. “Ginny didn’t keep a diary.”

“How do you know?”

“If she did, they would have found it ages ago. They searched her room, her locker, the change room at the Saint—there was no sign of any diary, and her parents couldn’t ever recall seeing her writing in one.”

“So you followed the case closely.”

Hugh sobered quickly, the picture of pastorly concern. “Of course. I was fond of her. We all were.”

I felt a tingle in my palm and turned over the top card of the deck to reveal the Lovers—two naked figures, a man and woman, standing in an Edenic garden under a celestial figure most often identified as the angel Raphael. You didn’t have to be an expert to understand the meaning of this card.

“Quite fond of her, I’d say.”

Hugh’s nonchalance faltered, but he recovered quickly, opting for the kind of exhausted disappointment befitting a vice-principal. “That’s a pretty cheap trick.”

I shrugged. “There is no trick. I’m not a magician. I don’t conjure cards, I just read them.”

“I don’t like what you’re implying,” he said tightly.

“I’m not implying anything. The cards are a tool of reflection. What counts is how people respond to them, and I can see this card bothers you.”

Hugh leaned forward, lowering his voice. “Yes, I am bothered that you would plant a card that suggests Ginny and I were intimate. That’s outrageous and completely inappropriate.”

“I don’t need to plant anything.”

I felt buoyed by Hugh’s reaction to the card. A surge of confidence spread through my body like a sugar rush. I was good at this. There, in a room I had redecorated to my specifications, left to me by Hannah and watched over by Pixie, our patron saint of tarot, I felt I was exactly where I was meant to be. I felt compelled to take a risk.

“I know you were sleeping with Ginny,” I said.






Chapter 56


I waited, letting Hugh make his own assumptions that a diary or similar document had been discovered and Ginny had named him not only as her lover but as the father of her unborn child. Maybe if he believed something concrete had been found, he would be more likely to confess.

“There was no relationship.” Hugh jabbed his finger on the Lovers card. “This is not proof. This is pathetic.”

“It’s a pretty common scenario. She was smart, beautiful, mature for her age. You were good-looking, a nice guy, not that much older. It’s not hard to believe you were attracted to each other or that you had a relationship. It happens all the time. The question is, what went wrong?”

Feeling emboldened, I turned over another card.

“The Ten of Pentacles. Family, legacy, social standing.” I slid the card toward Hugh. “If you look closely, you’ll see three generations represented. At the center is an old man, reflecting on his life—his children, his grandchildren, his home—not too shabby, practically a villa. He’s the kind of guy people write glowing eulogies about and travel far to be at his funeral. Ginny, or should I say Ginny’s baby, threatened your legacy. Your reputation, your career, your whole life was at stake. Ginny and her baby were not part of your plan.”

Hugh paled. It deepened the lines in his face and brought out the gray in his hair, making him look older. Before he could protest, I flipped over the next card.

“The Tower. A card of destruction, of catastrophic change—once the tower falls, nothing will be the same.”

I thought about Hannah, Kash, Amanda, and Susan Evans, how all their lives had come crumbling down the night Ginny disappeared, all because of the actions of this man. They had been left to rummage in the debris of their lives, searching for justice and meaning. It gave me the courage to look Hugh Collins in the eye. “You made a decision that night that changed your life and ended hers.”

Hugh shook his head, eyes hard and jaw tense. “This is one sick game. You are a sick person in need of help.” He pushed back his chair but didn’t stand. “Stay away from me and stay away from my mother.”

“You’re very upset for someone who thinks this is just a game.”

I pulled one last card before he could get up and walk out the store, cutting all ties with me, Nick, and the investigation, maybe forever.

Nine of Pentacles. My mysterious Lady of Abundance in her robes of red and gold. A picture of grace, success, and hard-earned contentment. A card that not so many weeks ago promised to be the deciding factor in my success. I considered her, tall and proud in a garden she alone had tended, and remembered that as generous and hardworking as she is, the Nine of Pentacles calls the shots. Though she appears relaxed, on her wrist rests a hooded falcon, ready to be deployed at the first sign of trouble. The falcon, a bird of prey, is at her beck and call.

In other words, you don’t fuck with the Nine of Pentacles.

“It wasn’t you,” I said, realization crawling up my skin like fire ants.

“Of course not!” Hugh spat, disgusted.

Hugh was more like the Knight of Wands: arrogant, reckless, barging headfirst into the fray without considering the consequences. Not like the Nine of Pentacles. The Nine of Pentacles had something to lose and would go to great lengths to defend it.

“It was your mother.”






Chapter 57


I wasn’t sure who was more shocked, me or Hugh. I repeated my theory, feeling in the very marrow of my bones that it was true.

“Your mother killed Ginny.”

“No.” Hugh was shaking his head, but he wouldn’t meet my eyes. “No, that’s absolutely ridiculous.”

“She did.” I slid the Ten of Pentacles forward. “You are her pride and joy, her miracle baby. When she found out about the pregnancy, she was worried about what it would do to you and your career. She would do anything for you, and your legacy was in the balance.” I paused. I believed in the message the card was giving me, but I was having trouble picturing Pat Collins as a killer. How had she done it?

“I smelled gardenias when I was in the house. It was probably one of the last things Ginny Evans smelled, too.”

Hugh remained silent, fuming, but I saw fear in his eyes.

I tapped the Tower card. “The Tower. Devastation. Destruction. Breakdown of systems and order. Ginny died at your house.”

Hugh shook his head, tight-lipped.

“I liked your mother. She was sharp, funny. She obviously loves you very much. She told me she prayed for Susan and Ginny every night. Now why would someone do that, all these years later, for people she barely knew?”

I could feel Hugh’s resolve weakening. I had the knife under the lid. I just needed the right kind of pressure to pop it open.

“Guilt.” I said it softly, without any triumph. “She’s been carrying this awful secret for twenty years. I bet it’s been eating her alive from the inside. No amount of praying can make that go away.”

Hugh closed his eyes. “Stop.”

“Tell me what happened,” I insisted.

His eyes remained closed, as if he could ignore what was happening so long as he didn’t open them. “No,” he repeated.

“Tell me what happened, or I’ll go ask her myself. How do you think she’ll react if I show up and accuse her of murder? Maybe she’ll be relieved. Happy to make amends after all these years. Or maybe the shock will be too much. She’s no spring chicken, your mom. News like that can’t be good for the heart.”

“Stop, please stop.” Hugh dropped his head into his hands. “It’s not what you think. It was an accident. An awful, tragic accident.”

I shook my head. “I don’t believe you.”

“It’s the truth. I was at Grace Assembly, setting up for youth group, when my mother called. It was around seven thirty. She was distraught, told me I had to come home. When I got there, she was waiting for me at the door, sobbing hysterically about the garden—‘she’s in the garden, she’s in the garden.’ She kept saying it over and over.” Hugh raked his hands through his hair.

“I thought Ginny must have come and told her about the … baby.” His voice gave out on the word, as if saying it aloud made it real. “Ginny wanted to keep it—wanted us to get married and be a real family. I told her we needed to think it through—I wasn’t ready to be married, to have a kid. I told her she would have to put university on hold, but she was convinced we could make it work.”

He shook his head as if the memory was shrouded in fog he needed to clear. “I thought Ginny had called my bluff, that she had told my mother about the baby and was waiting in the garden. I assumed it was the baby my mother was upset about, but then when I got to the garden, I saw a body lying on the ground, near the roses. Ginny.”

Hugh slid the Ten of Pentacles close and started tracing each golden coin with a finger. When he spoke again, his voice was hoarse.

“I saw right away that she was dead. It was awful.”

“What happened?” I whispered, trying to ignore the humming I felt in my bones.

There were tears in Hugh’s eyes, and despite everything, all the lies and the secrets, the inappropriate lusting after a teenage girl, I could see his anguish was real.

“It’s so stupid. Such a waste,” he whispered.

“Hugh,” I said, as gently as I could. “How did Ginny die?”






Chapter 58


“It was the bees,” he said. “She was allergic to bees.”

The humming crescendoed and I had to breathe through my mouth to calm down. I thought of the buzzing I heard in Ginny’s room, the feeling of insect feet on my arms. I remembered the mug that Pat Collins had dropped when I told her about my allergy to bee stings, an accident I had put down to old age and unsteady hands. I thought of Hannah, rushing to the hospital with me stung and swollen in her arms. Lake, saint, gardenia, Drew.

It wasn’t a person, a hobby, or our desire to get out of Stanfield that connected me and Ginny. It was our allergy to bees—a subtle, obscure, and fatal connection.

Hugh continued. “My mother has a beautiful garden. It attracted a lot of bees. I remember that year in particular the flowers were crawling with them. You could hear the buzz under everything. When Ginny showed up around seven, Mom invited her to sit in the garden to talk. When she was stung, she jumped up, started wheezing. My mother went into the house to get Polysporin and some water.”

Hugh’s gaze locked onto mine, eyes imploring. “You have to understand, she thought it was just a sting, she didn’t know she was allergic, how could she? Ginny didn’t carry an EpiPen or wear a medic alert bracelet—maybe she didn’t know, either. It doesn’t matter now. By the time my mother came back out to the garden, Ginny was dead.”

I tried to swallow, but my tongue felt thick and heavy, too big for my mouth. “Why didn’t she call an ambulance?” I managed to ask. “There might have been time, even if she was unconscious. Ginny didn’t have to die.”

“It was too late!” he barked, and I flinched.

Hugh closed his eyes, breathed in deeply, and took a moment to collect himself. Then, more calmly, he said, “Believe me, if there was a chance she could be saved, she would have called.”

“There’s always a chance,” I insisted.

Hugh shook his head. “My mother was adamant. She wasn’t breathing, her body was swollen. There were just too many of them. Even one sting would’ve been bad, but multiple stings…”

There was something I was missing, a piece he was leaving out. “I don’t understand. Why not tell everyone what happened? If it was an accident, then there was nothing to hide. Why keep it a secret all this time, letting people believe the worst?”

Hugh tented his fingers and held them against his lips. “We thought there might have been an autopsy.”

Any empathy I might have had for Hugh and his mother withered and died. “During which her pregnancy would be discovered,” I said.

Hugh nodded. “I know it’s hard to understand, but in some ways what we did was an act of kindness.”

I crossed my arms across my chest, my fear pushed out by mounting rage. “You’re going to have to walk me through that one.”

“Ginny was dead. There was nothing we could do about that, but we could keep her secret and therefore her reputation intact. The press would’ve had a field day if they discovered she was pregnant, and with her youth pastor’s child. I would have lost my job, the church would have come under fire, and Ginny would be reduced to just another pregnant teen. They would turn her life into something cheap and sordid.” Hugh looked grim but determined. “I couldn’t have that. She didn’t deserve it.”

“You mean you didn’t deserve it.”

Hugh’s brow furrowed. “Yes, for obvious reasons I wanted to keep our relationship out of the press, but it wasn’t just for me, it was for everyone—Ginny, her parents, the church, my mother.”

“If you were so concerned with everyone’s reputation, maybe you shouldn’t have taken up with a high school student in the first place.”

Hugh smiled sadly and shook his head, as if he was disappointed in my pedestrian understanding of the situation. “I know what it looks like from the outside—that I took advantage of a teenager, that I coerced her into sex. But that wasn’t what happened at all. She pursued me,” Hugh insisted. “I was the reluctant one. But also I couldn’t deny there was something there. I really cared for her. It was real. Looking back, I see how stupid I was—but at the time I really did have feelings for her, and that’s why I couldn’t drag her name through the mud.”

He leaned forward, imploring, knocking over the deck of cards in his urgency. “Why can’t you see that this way is better—this way Ginny remains perfect and good in everyone’s eyes, like she should be. We couldn’t save her, but in doing what we did, my mother and I saved many lives.”

“Believe it or not there are things more important than being virtuous,” I said. “You may not have killed Ginny, but you robbed her friends and family of any kind of closure. Did you know her best friend can’t bring herself to leave town because Ginny never got to? Or that her mother imagines her drinking coffee in Paris, just to get through the day? Did you ever stop and think how your actions led the police to suspect a terrified seventeen-year-old boy? Or how the town harassed his entire family to the point they had to move away? Or how my aunt tried to help, only to be called fame-hungry and treated as a pariah? You let all these people suffer for years, not to mention you wasted police time and money. Save me your speeches about how this was better for everyone.”

Hugh’s gaze turned stony. “I’m sorry you see it that way,” he said coldly.

“Why are you here?” I demanded.

“I wanted to find out what you knew,” Hugh admitted. “And I’m glad I came. Now I can go home and rest easy because nobody will believe you, not with these methods.” Hugh grabbed a card and flung it on the table. “They’ll call you crazy, just like your aunt.” His eyes narrowed. “Or worse, a sociopath who is mining a painful tragedy for money and attention.”

He wasn’t telling me anything I hadn’t already considered, or heard from my own mother, but the words still felt like a blow. He was right, of course. I had no physical proof and no credibility. At least Hannah had been a famous psychic—I was one step up from a closeted tarot reader. The man responsible for covering up Ginny’s death was about to walk out of the store and my life and there was nothing I could do to prevent it.

Hugh pointed at the mess of cards between us on the table. “These are not evidence. No amount of dreams or visions or feelings you may have add up to viable offense. Without a body, you have nothing.”

Before I could reply, Hugh’s eyes widened, and he leaped from his chair with a strangled cry.






Chapter 59


As he twisted around we both spied a tiny black creature scaling the back of his leg like a tree. I knew from personal experience how needle-sharp those little claws could be.

“Willow!” I cried.

Hugh reached down and grabbed my runaway kitten in one hand. He pulled but she was not letting go, front and back claws hooked good and tight into the weave of his pants. My relief in seeing her alive and unharmed was almost as great as the satisfaction of knowing her claws were going to leave permanent damage on his pants. Now every time he saw the runs in the fabric, he would be reminded that someone knew the truth of what happened to Ginny Evans.

In the chaos, I grabbed my phone. Still no response. While Hugh struggled with Willow I laid the phone on my knee, hidden from his view under the table.

Hugh managed to detach the cat from his pants one tiny leg at a time, depressing the pad of each paw until the claws retracted, then set a spitting Willow on the table between us, her little body rigid with fury.

“The black cat is a nice touch,” he said dryly. “Really adds to the village witch act.”

Willow shook off her anger, turned in three tight circles, then plopped down and started gnawing on a card. Gently I removed it from between her jaws and turned it over. It was another familiar face from the fateful spread I had pulled for myself—the Queen of Wands, the witch of the deck, a role that was waiting for me to step into, if I had the courage. Despite her sunny exterior, the Queen of Wands had an edge, symbolized by the little black cat at her feet—not unlike the one purring in front of me.

You fuck with the Queen of Wands at great personal risk.

“Good girl,” I murmured, stroking the silky space between the kitten’s eyes, feeling calmer and more in control than I had in weeks.

“I think we’re done here,” Hugh said. Then, smiling, “Thank you for this. I know it wasn’t your intention, but I feel a lot lighter now.”

“You mean now that you got the truth of Ginny’s murder off your chest.”

“I told you, it was an accident.”

“An accident that your mother could have avoided if she’d only called 911,” I pointed out. “Sounds a lot like manslaughter to me.”

Hugh looked incredulous. “You would send my mother to jail? An eighty-seven-year-old woman? Isn’t it enough that she had to witness a young girl die and carry that with her for the rest of her life? How would arresting my mother bring anyone peace?”

“Susan Evans deserves to know what happened to her daughter,” I said. “I’m no lawyer, but I’m sure they can charge you as an accessory after the fact. Someone had to get rid of Ginny’s body, and my money is on you.”

Hugh sneered. “This is speculation. The crazy, unhinged speculation of a woman who claims to be a psychic, for God’s sake. This will never stand up in court.”

“I’m willing to try.”

Hugh put his fists on the table and leaned forward. “That sounds like a threat.”

I swallowed my fear and resisted the urge to lean away from him. “Only a guilty person would feel threatened.”

Hugh’s nostrils flared. He spoke quietly. “Those are strong words for someone who’s alone in the back of a store closed for renovations.”

Panic was ringing in my ears. Hugh may not have killed Ginny, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t go to great lengths to keep the truth hidden. I was contemplating the best way to escape—sharp kick to the knees, mug of hot tea in the face—when a man stepped into the doorway.

I never thought I’d be glad to see the untidy figure of Officer Knob, but the rush of gratitude I felt when he appeared was genuine. He flashed his badge casually at Hugh, then leaned against the doorjamb.

Hugh stood and smoothed his peacoat, the picture of a gentleman. “Officer, I was just leaving. I’d like to report this woman for harassment. She accosted my eighty-seven-year-old mother in her home last week and I’m concerned she intends to do so again.”

“Don’t bother, Collins, we’ve heard enough,” Knob said, not hiding his disgust.

“We?” Hugh repeated.

Nick appeared in the doorway next to Knob. I almost cried in relief.

“By my count,” Nick said, “that makes three people who heard your confession, Mr. Collins.”

I set my phone on the table next to Willow, screen-up.

“I recorded most of that last bit, if it helps.”

Knob smiled. “It sure does.” To Hugh he said, “Hugh Collins, I’d like you to accompany me to the station for questioning. If you agree to come quietly, we don’t have to use the cuffs.”

With wild eyes, Hugh looked back and forth between Knob and my phone, searching for a loophole while the seconds whirled by. “None of this means anything if you don’t have a body,” he said, though lacking some of his prior conviction.

Nick cleared his throat. “Officer, the Collins family owns a cottage north of the city. It is my belief that Ginny’s body was disposed of on that property, or possibly in the lake.”

“You may recall in my aunt’s original prediction that she believed Ginny was laid to rest in or near a lake,” I added. “The police searched Pebble Lake, but Mr. Collins was not a suspect, so I doubt his cottage was on their radar.”

Knob raised two fingers to the brim of his hat in a salute. “Thank you for the tip, Mr. Campbell, Ms. Benson.”

“How did you know to come here?” I asked him.

“Nick called. He said you were about to do something stupid and that I should get over here right away.”

I was too relieved to be insulted.









PART VII
The Queen of Wands




Queen of queens, witch of witches. The Queen of Wands is who all magical people aspire to be.

—from the journals of Hannah Mystic







BODY OF GINNY EVANS DISCOVERED IN SALLY LAKE TWENTY YEARS LATER

Part One in a Four-Part Special to The Toronto Star

NICK CAMPBELL

For twenty years, Sally Lake, a tranquil spot in the Kawartha region, has harbored a dark secret—it is the final resting site of Virginia Evans, called Ginny by friends and family, who disappeared a few months shy of her eighteenth birthday. The Star has learned that Ginny died of heart failure that night, caused by a severe allergic reaction to several bee stings she suffered in the backyard of her youth pastor’s home in Stanfield. She was subsequently buried at the Collins family cottage, located one hour north, on Sally Lake. Ginny was nine weeks pregnant at the time of her death. The father of her baby was her youth pastor, Hugh Collins. Collins and his eighty-seven-year-old mother Patricia Collins have been charged with obstruction of justice. They have been released on bail and are awaiting their first court appearances. Collins has also been suspended from his teaching job at the prestigious Upper Canada Academy.

The Ginny Evans case was a national sensation, made famous by the involvement of psychic Hannah “Mystic” Benson, known for her appearances on the true crime TV show It Happened to Me. The psychic’s involvement was controversial, especially when it became known that she had a relationship with a local police officer.

Twenty years later, it is the late Hannah Benson’s niece, Drew Benson, who played a crucial role in this story. Inheriting both her aunt’s business and talent for extrasensory perception, she was able to solve the riddle of her aunt’s psychic clues and bring closure to the Evans family and the community of Stanfield.



In this four-part series we will hear exclusive new information from Ginny’s best friend Amanda MacKinnon and explore the roles of prejudice and psychometry in this tragic case. This is a story of small towns, big dreams, and the lengths a person will go to preserve them.






Chapter 60


“Is that the menace who ate our ghost offerings?”

With one hand, Gigi pointed at the newly and definitively named Pixie, sitting in the uppermost branch of the tree hung with crystals and prisms that was the centerpiece of our window display, eyeing the crowds warily. With the other hand, Gigi offered me a second glass of the bespoke cocktail, Mystic Punch, she had mixed using her own bitters—for sale in store—for the Witches’ New Year slash grand opening of the newly christened Mystic Market.

“Sure is. My little fairy god-cat.”

Ever since the day of her spectacular return, rending a tear in Hugh Collins’s pants and plans, we had become a pair. Pixie was my cat now, preferring to be in the same room as me, out of reach but within sight, sensing when I was sad or irritated and needing the soft rumble of her purr to calm me. She spent every night at the foot of my bed and waited patiently for me as I closed the store in the evenings. She was more than a pet—she was my shadow, my protector, my good-luck talisman. My familiar, one might say.

“Not one for parties, I guess,” Gigi observed.

I pointed at the sparkly red devil horns attached to a hairband Gigi had slipped on for the occasion. “You should talk. Look at your sorry excuse for a Halloween costume!”

Gigi gave my own outfit a once-over—a black minidress with a mock turtleneck under a seventies orange, yellow, and white crocheted vest with two-inch fringe, and white go-go boots. “What’s with that vest?”

“Excuse me, but I am dressed as Janeane Garofalo’s character from Now and Then.”

Gigi thought for a second, then asked, “Wiladene the tarot reader?”

“Exactly.”

She cocked an eyebrow. “Isn’t that a bit on the nose?”

I put my arms out and twirled. “It’s my coming-out party!”

Gigi surveyed the crowds of happy customers. “As parties go, this one is pretty good.”

I tried to remember a time I had ever seen so many people in the store at once. They were exploring the bookshelves, considering crystals, and complimenting each other’s costumes, glasses of Mystic Punch in hand. There were a surprising number of retirees with permed hair and Halloween-themed sweaters, loyal customers of Amanda’s that had come out to support their favorite stylist. Amanda’s own hair was hidden under a glossy black Morticia Addams wig. Paired with a slinky black gown with a plunging neckline, she drew more than a few glances—the Wannabe no more but finally, authentically, the center of attention on her own terms. She presided over the new vendor section like a paid employee, encouraging people to smell the merchandise and “buy up!”

Even Charlene had dropped by, leaving a blackberry pie on a table crowded with a veritable smorgasbord, including a multilayered, multicolored vegetarian lasagna, a bucket of crisp fried chicken, and a giant wooden bowl of Caesar salad buried under a mountain of Parmesan cheese, among other offerings. Each dish was accompanied by a place setting with the name of the dead relative who had loved it written in gold ink.

People were spilling out through the open side door and into the side lot, where we had invited them to set up their own mini altars for beloved ancestors on the picnic table or overturned boxes and buckets, all draped in black cloth. Inside, the store was lit by so many candles—real and electric—I had lost count. It was hard to believe I had ever considered canceling the party. It was a roaring success.

“I should host more events here,” I said.

Gigi held her glass aloft. “I’ll drink to that!”

We clinked glasses—real ones. It turns out Nick was right: solving a twenty-year-old cold case was very good for publicity. Immediately after his first installment landed, people dropped by under all manner of pretenses—did we have candles? did we have Halloween decorations? did we have any suggestions for this week’s lotto numbers?—just to catch a glimpse of me, the psychic who helped solve the Ginny Evans case.

I had agreed to be named in Nick’s articles, figuring if I was going to establish myself as a legitimate psychic and tarot reader, there was no better way to commit. Some of the people who came through the door were lost causes, vultures who wanted nothing more than to be close to a big story, but many of them found something to like about the Mystic Market. George was invigorated by the influx of customers, chatting them up and acting as a personal shopper slash spiritual guide, quick with a solution for whatever ailed them. I no longer felt driven to drink when I looked at our sales at the end of each day—or if I did, it was in celebration. I felt like I was fulfilling the promise of the Four of Wands—milestones, community, celebration—that I had pulled in honor of the store’s reopening.

“Where’s Stanfield’s own Clark Kent?” Gigi asked.

“Nick’s in Toronto. There’s been so much interest in the story, he couldn’t make it.”

He had sent me four separate texts apologizing for not being here for the reopening, but I told him not to be ridiculous, he had bigger fish to fry. He was being invited to speak to news media from across the world, including podcast producers and at least two book publishers.

I felt my phone vibrate against my hip.

“That’s probably him, sending yet another apology.”

“Despite those ironed pleats,” Gigi said, “that guy is starting to grow on me.”

But it wasn’t Nick.


Shithead: looking groovy tonight Baby B



I looked up and searched for him among the faces. I hadn’t seen Foster in the flesh since the night of the break-in. In some ways, the dinner and our conversation at the Saint felt unreal—a moment of vulnerability conjured by candlelight and too much wine. Most of our communication since involved him sending me links to articles about the case or Mystic Market, accompanied by a thumbs-up emoji. In my last text, I sent him the details of the party and he said he would try to make it. I excused myself and did a lap of the room, looking for his artfully tousled hair or rakish slouch. When I couldn’t find him, I hit the call button.

“Benson.” Foster’s voice poured into my ear like melted dark chocolate.

I wound my way through the crowd to peer out into the darkness. “Are you parked outside? Stop loitering like a creep and come in.”

A delicate silence hung between us. It told me everything I needed to know. He wasn’t coming.

“I drove by earlier, but I don’t think it’s my scene.”

“It was your scene a few weeks ago when you thought you were getting laid.”

“Can I get a rain check? Maybe a private tour? I really do want to see what you’ve done with the place.”

I thought about all the things he had said to me at the Saint about wanting to change, about giving us a chance. “What happened to wanting to try?”

“I do want to try. I just don’t want to share you with all the witches and warlocks of Stanfield.”

His tone was light, but his words bothered me. These were my people, they had shown up, they were supporting me in my new venture—something Foster couldn’t bring himself to do.

“Foster, if I said it was important to me that you showed up tonight, what would you do?”

“I would say I’d be happy to bring by a bottle of red when all the spellcasting is done and we can celebrate together, just you and me.”

“Don’t bother.” I hung up, accepted a fresh glass of Mystic Punch from someone dressed as a zombie elf, and made my way back to Gigi.

“Who was that?” she asked, a single eyebrow raised.

“A ghost of the past.”

Her face darkened. “Let me guess, he’s not coming.”

I shook my head. “Nope.”

“Are you upset?”

I took stock of how I was feeling: disappointed, irritated, but not surprised, and not upset. I was on top of the moon, and the moon did not suffer fools or rakes.

“Honestly? No. I told him tonight was important to me, he made excuses, end of story.” I held out my punch. “New year, new witch.”

Gigi grinned and clinked her glass with mine. “I fucking love Witches’ New Year.”



“Uh-oh, incoming,” Gigi muttered.

I followed her gaze to see Knob lumber in, towing a hunched figure dressed in black, face hidden behind a white hockey mask marked with red like Jason’s from the Friday the 13th movies. A few customers clocked the police uniform and cleared a path. Gigi also disappeared (traitor), leaving me alone to face a smug-looking Knob.

“Benson,” he said. “Meet the kid responsible for your window.”

The kid pushed the mask up off his face. He was flushed and sweaty, but I recognized him right away.

“Connor Leach,” I said.

“Unlike you,” Knob said, “his mother had a security camera, so I asked to see the footage from the night of your little window incident. I caught him red-handed.” Knob pushed Connor forward. “What do you have to say for yourself, son?”

“Sorry,” Connor mumbled, completely lacking in sincerity, as if he had done nothing more than borrow someone’s bike without permission, not tossed a brick through my window, causing damage that had almost brought me to my knees financially.

“Why did you do it?” I asked, genuinely curious.

He shrugged. “Dunno.”

“Were you also responsible for the graffiti and the flyer?” I asked.

Connor refused to say anything more, and I was resigned to the fact that maybe I would never know. But now that the case was closed, Hannah was vindicated, and the store was in the spotlight, I doubted the haters would be as demonstrative in the future.

A cowed Bev appeared behind her son, more flustered than I had ever seen her. She was wearing a conical pink hat and matching pink gown displaying an unnecessary amount of décolletage, and wielding a star-tipped scepter in a wildly age-inappropriate imitation of Glinda the Good Witch.

“We are both so very, very sorry, Drew. I honestly don’t know what Connor was thinking. We will of course pay for the cost of replacing your window.”

“Do you want to press charges, Benson?” Knob asked.

As satisfying as that would be, I knew what it was like to be bored and restless in Stanfield. I had no doubt that Bev would find a way to make Connor’s life miserable without me turning him into an officially recognized delinquent. Plus, Knob looked all too pleased to book the poor kid. Or maybe the record-breaking sales were making me feel magnanimous.

I looked at Bev pointedly. “I had to get a security camera, too,” I said. “It was quite expensive.”

“We will of course pay for that as well!”

I turned back to Connor. “And you will swear on your life to never, ever touch my store again?”

“I swear,” he mumbled.

“Then I think I can get past all of this. I won’t be pressing charges. Your services are no longer needed. Unless you want to sign up for an astrology reading?” I gestured to where George, resplendent in a purple baby doll dress over black-and-white-striped Beetlejuice tights, had set up a small table and was offering ten-minute birth chart readings for ten dollars.

Knob grunted and went on his way. In his wake, Bev dissolved into a stream of performative thank-yous. “Well! Business certainly is booming, isn’t it?” she said.

“Never better,” I said.

“How lovely!” Bev faked a smile. I knew she was picturing all her expansion dreams shattering the way her son had shattered my window.

In a way, I was grateful for Connor Leach and his paving stone for saving me from sleeping with Foster (again). His actions had also forced me to think about the store in a new way. Hannah would say that Spirit shows up for you when you least expect it. I certainly had not expected divine intervention in the form of a teenage vandal with patchy facial hair, but as with my furry savior Pixie, I was learning that guardian angels took many different forms.






Chapter 61


The first wave of customers began to trickle out, teens rushing to make curfew and parents to relieve babysitters of their sugar-drunk charges. The second wave of people were decidedly witchier. They weren’t here for discounted crystals or spell books—they were here to remember Hannah. Many of them wore accents in shades of purple ranging from the lightest violet to deep oxblood—purple socks, purple ties, flowy purple scarves, purple earrings, and fingernails coated in purple nail polish. To an outside observer they probably looked like members of a cult. In a way, that’s what we were—the cult of Hannah.

George and I had searched her appointment book and journals for the contact info of her most loyal querents and far-flung friends, anyone who had been touched by Hannah, and invited them to the remembrance ceremony. After much discussion, we decided to forgo any formal pagan or Wiccan rituals—Hannah had never identified herself as a member of either practice—and instead built an event that suited her, filling the store with candles and vases of wildflowers, frothy Queen Anne’s lace, spiky purple asters, and golden coneflowers. Stevie Nicks, Hannah’s favorite artist, was playing in the background as people swapped memories over glasses of red wine and slices of chocolate chip pizza. George had written a sign in their looping script with instructions on how to make a donation to the Breast Cancer Society in Hannah’s name, if they were able. We agreed there would be no formal speeches, no prayers, no wailing or tearing of the hair.

“Am I too late?”

I turned from where I was refilling the bowl of fortune cookies to find my mother, looking uncharacteristically nervous. She wasn’t in a costume but was wearing a business Halloween outfit of burned orange blazer over a black blouse and pants.

“Your father insisted we bring pizzas. I told him I didn’t think it was that kind of party, but he assured me that pizza is welcome at all parties.” She rolled her eyes affectionately. “He gave them to that young person with the interesting tights.”

I turned and saw George flitting around my father like a butterfly, moving bowls and plates on the potluck table to make room for the pizzas.

“I brought something, too. It’s for the, well, you know.” My mom waved her hands at the altar I had created for Hannah in the center of the store. I’d cleared the sale table of old stock so mourners could leave offerings, candles, and mementos, all placed around a framed eight-by-ten of my favorite photo of Hannah.

“Altar,” I said, supplying the word she was either unwilling or unable to say.

“Altar,” she repeated. “It’s supposed to be an object of significance, right? That’s what it said on Instagram.”

“You follow the store?” I was surprised.

“Of course! I know you think I don’t care, Drew, but I follow everything you do.”

The confession hovered awkwardly in the air between us. I reached out for her object, which she dropped into my hand, somewhat reluctantly. I was surprised to see a tiny round charm, about the size of a dime. It had a black pupil surrounded by a light blue iris set into a disc of deep lapis lazuli blue. The heat it was radiating was so intense I had to roll it around my palm.

“Since when do you carry the evil eye?” I asked.

But before she could answer, I was momentarily blinded, blinking in the sudden and unbearably bright light until my eyes adjusted and the vision materialized around me.

I was no longer in the store. I was standing in front of Hannah, outside, in the harsh unfiltered sun of winter. I felt weightless and insubstantial, like I was in a dream, about to wake up at any moment. I tried to center myself and stay in the vision, staring at Hannah as if she was the horizon. It dawned on me that I was looking at the Hannah of more than thirty years ago, hair wild and unruly, before the chemo had made it fall out. She was smiling warmly, wrapped in her puffy down coat—purple, of course—cheeks pink and healthy from the cold.

She reached out and offered me something, too small for me to make out. “This is for you,” she said.

Her voice felt like a jolt to my system—low, rich timbre, very deliberate, the voice that had made her a sought-after phone and then TV psychic. I had missed it so much it almost knocked me out of the vision.

Focus, Drew. Stay with Hannah. When I looked down, she was placing a charm in my palm. The evil eye.

“What is it?” I heard my mother’s voice ask, but I couldn’t see her, because, in a way, I was her, just as I had been Amanda and Nick in my other visions.

Hannah smiled. “A charm. It’s been used for centuries to ward off the evil eye.”

I felt my mother hesitate, not wanting to hurt Hannah’s feelings, but I knew as if it was my own thought that she didn’t believe in the evil eye.

“But what does it do?” she asked.

“Nothing bad, I promise,” Hannah teased. “It’s for protection. It’ll keep your new family safe.”

“Family?” Mom repeated. “But we aren’t, I mean I’m not—”

Hannah reached out and closed my fingers—my mother’s fingers—over the charm in her hand, like a flower closing.

“Go home,” she insisted, a knowing smile tugging at her lips. “Take a test.”

As quickly as it had come upon me the vision was gone—I was back in the relative darkness of the store. It was the strongest and most vivid glimmer I had ever had. My mind was reeling with the speed at which it had happened. I felt like I had been jolted awake from a coma and had no sense of how much time had passed—ten seconds, a minute, an hour?

My mother was watching me carefully, completely oblivious that I had just been inside her head. No, not her head—a memory, a significant one, imprinted on a significant object.

“Are you okay? You had the strangest look on your face just now.”

“Hannah gave this to you,” I said, holding up the charm. It was still warm between my fingers, but the intense heat had started to fade.

My mother paled, but she didn’t disagree. “The invite said to bring something significant. The day Hannah gave that to me was the day we found out…” She paused. “It was the day we found out I was pregnant with you.”

I remembered the twinkle in Hannah’s eye and her gentle directive.

“She knew,” I said. “She told you to go home, take a test. A pregnancy test.”

My mother nodded, slowly. “I don’t know how, but she knew. I never really believed in all that psychic stuff, but I have to admit, that one was hard to explain. She knew we’d been trying. I had a hard time. I’d suffered a few miscarriages, so for the most part your father and I kept the details hush-hush.” She shook her head. “But somehow, Hannah knew.”

I had no idea my mother had struggled to get pregnant. She had never spoken about it. I found myself at a loss for words.

“You could see that moment, couldn’t you, just by holding the charm.” My mother’s anger was gone, replaced with wonderment. “You’re just like her.”

“Yeah, I am like her.” I hesitated. Not because I was ashamed, but because I knew it wasn’t what she wanted to hear. “I’m sorry. I know how much that bothers you.”

My mom held up a hand to cut me off. “It doesn’t bother me, or not in the way you think. I can learn to accept your choices. What bothers me is how the world will treat you because of them. It’s not because I think any less of you. You’re my daughter. I love you. I’ve never wanted anything more.”

Tears gathered in my eyes. My mom took both of my hands in hers and gave them a squeeze.

“And as my daughter, I want you to be safe, happy, and yes, successful.” She looked around at the store, the light of a hundred candles flickering across the faces of people from all walks of life, some in full-on Halloween costumes, others dressed in their witchy finest. “If this is what you want, then I want it for you, too.”

I nodded, tears spilling down my face. I dabbed at them with the sleeves of my costume, bracelets tinkling gently. “I know it’s unconventional, and a little risky, but this is what I want.”

I handed the evil eye charm back to her. “I think you should be the one to put it on the altar.”

My mom surveyed the table as if it was a minefield, uncharacteristically unsure of herself. “What do I do?”

“Nothing outlandish. You find a place for it among the other tokens, then take a moment to think about her.”

I stepped away, giving her a moment of private reflection at Hannah’s altar. When she joined me, she was smiling. “That’s a great picture of her.”

“It’s my favorite.”

The picture had been taken here in the store, behind the counter, her eyes sparkling, mouth open mid-guffaw, a black witch’s hat pulled over her big glorious eighties hair, full of mousse and hairspray. The hat’s long, pointy tip had flopped forward into her face and made her laugh right as the photo was snapped. It captured her spirit and cheekiness perfectly.

“In some ways I was jealous of Hannah,” my mom admitted. “You idolized her in a way you never did me.”

I wanted to protest but refrained. We both knew that was true.

“It didn’t mean I loved you less.”

My mom smiled. “I know that. But it’s not easy being compared to a cool aunt.” She reached out and straightened the triple goddess pendant I was wearing on a leather string. “Hannah would be so proud of you. I know I am.”






Chapter 62


At eleven thirty exactly, George tapped a singing bowl, gently silencing the crowd, then stepped forward to welcome everyone, looking like a postmodern priestess in a handwoven crown of foraged marigolds and Queen Anne’s lace.

“We welcome you here tonight, in this place that she loved, to honor the life of Hannah Jean Benson—friend, family, mentor, beloved to all of us. Anyone who wishes to share a memory is free to do so.”

One by one, people stepped forward to share their little pieces of Hannah. Every story was a revelation and a reminder—that Hannah had been loved, that she had touched many people, that her life had been richer and wider than any one of us could fathom. Listening to all these stories was bittersweet, knowing the one that had defined Hannah in the public’s eye was so far from the truth, and how unfair it was that Hannah had not lived to see that story changed.

In the days to come I would do my best to explain how it wasn’t just my abilities but Hannah’s original visions that had pointed us in the right direction. Nick and I may have solved the puzzle, but she was the one who left us the pieces, just as she had left me the store, her apartment, and the chance to build something of my own. She didn’t get the vindication she deserved in life, but I would do everything I could to correct the narrative. Hannah was the champion in this case, not a villain. It soothed me to think that perhaps in some realm she knew this and was cheering me on. It was this thought that I held on to when it was my turn to speak.

“I’m Drew Benson. Hannah was my aunt. She saved my life once, and I think she is still looking out for me.” I swallowed hard, rocked by a surprising wave of grief, but found an anchor in the kind, open faces smiling at me. “Looking around here today, I am reminded of something Hannah used to tell me when I was sad or hopeless, which for me, as a teenager, was often.” I waited for the polite laughter to subside. “She said the only certain thing in life was change. So if everything sucks, take comfort in the fact that it won’t be forever, or better yet, do something about it. Or something to that effect.” I held my glass high in the air.

More laughter, a few cheers, then someone called for me to pull a card. Others echoed the sentiment. I demurred. Hannah was the performer. I preferred to keep my spiritual practice behind the scenes. But when George raced to the tarot room and returned holding my deck, the room exploded in whooping and hollering. There was no way to get out of it.

I took my time shuffling, waiting for my anxiety to subside—aware of everyone’s eyes and hopes fixed on what I did next. It was hard to hear the whisper of my intuition beneath the chatter and laughter and clinking of glasses, but when I felt a spiritual tug in my solar plexus I paused, exhaled, then flipped over the top card, showing it to the crowd first.

The joyful noises hushed and I saw wide eyes and horrified looks. I glanced at the card and burst out laughing.

Death.

At the back of the room, Gigi cupped her hands around her mouth and shouted, “Drew Benson, you are a true badass, laughing in the face of death!”

“Death means change!” I insisted. “This is a good thing!”

People laughed along with me, apparently willing to take my word for it.

The evening was coming to a natural close—people had started to break off and head out into the cool night, flowers threaded through buttonholes and tucked behind ears. I stood behind the cash register, ringing in purchases and handing out business cards and encouraging people to sign up for our newsletter. George joined me, frowning.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have brought your cards,” they said.

“George, we’ve talked about this card before. I swear on Hannah’s memory, this is a good sign. It is the best card I could have pulled.”

“Really? The best? Not the Emperor, or the Nine of Cups, or the World?”

“Really.” I tucked the Death card into the altar behind the cash, between a chunk of labradorite and a stick of cinnamon. “I’m going to keep it here as a reminder for both of us.”

“That change is good?” George asked.

I considered their words, then said, “No, that change means you’re still alive.”

“Is that something Hannah said?”

“Nope. That one’s all me.”

“By the way, your first official querent is waiting for you in the tarot room.”

“What? My appointments don’t start till next week,” I said. “It’s late!”

“I thought it would be powerful to do your first one on Samhain,” George said. “A perfect way to mark the witches’ new year.”






Chapter 63


I knocked lightly on the door before pushing it open to find Superman, blue tights, red cape, and all, sitting patiently in my new tarot room.

“Nick!” I cried.

“Surprise!” Nick’s face split into a wide smile. He stood awkwardly, fists on his hips and looking up into one corner of the room in the classic Superman pose. “What do you think?” His costume was well made, not the kind you bought at one of those garish pop-up Halloween boutiques that fell apart halfway through the night. Nothing but the best for Nick Campbell.

“They say you can tell a lot about someone from their Halloween costume,” I said.

He nodded at my seventies tarot reader getup. “Case in point. Janeane Garofalo, Now and Then, right?”

I walked into his arms and gave him a big hug. Then I stepped back to fully appreciate the costume. “What are you doing here?” I said.

“I couldn’t miss your big night.”

“But you’re a big hotshot reporter now.”

“It wouldn’t have happened without your help.”

“And if you hadn’t barged in here demanding to see Hannah’s journals, no one would ever know the truth. Let’s call it even.”

“I take it the night was a success?”

“Absolutely roaring,” I confirmed.

“I’ll toast to that.”

“Sadly we’re all out of Gigi’s punch.”

“Tea is fine. Do you have that ginger-lemon I like?”

“Coming right up.”

I flipped the switch on the kettle and rustled up two mugs.

“I was thinking,” Nick said, “maybe Hannah didn’t include your name in her prediction because of your bee allergy.”

“It was Ginny’s cause of death,” I said. “What else could the connection be?”

“Maybe she included it because she knew you would be the one to solve it,” he said.

“You’ve lost me.”

“Think about it,” Nick said. “If you hadn’t spotted your name grouped with the other words in her prediction, you never would have gotten involved in this case.”

He was right, I had to admit. I remembered the feelings of shock, then inevitability, when I first saw my name written in Hannah’s familiar script. I knew then that I couldn’t look away, that I had to do what Hannah could not and solve the case. But was it possible that Hannah knew that it was me, not her, who would bring justice for Ginny and her family?

“You think that by putting my name in her journal, she was ensuring that I would take up her mantle?”

“It led you to not only find out what happened to Ginny, but to find your own purpose.” Nick smiled triumphantly. “What do you think?”

“I think I’ve created a monster,” I joked, but I felt a little spooked by the idea.

Who is to say how many layers of meaning a prediction had? I would never fully understand how Hannah’s gift worked. As she had told me many times, every psychic’s gifts manifested in a way that was uniquely their own. I had so much to learn about my own gifts, but for the first time I was feeling inspired and not intimidated by the possibilities that had started to blossom. The path I chose was uncharted, obscure, and not widely taken, but it was mine.

The kettle whistled. I portioned out the tea leaves and filled each mug with boiled water. While it steeped, I picked up my deck and started shuffling, the motion as familiar and calming as deep breathing.

“So, what do you want to know?” I asked. “The more specific the question, the clearer the response will be.”

Nick blew on his mug of steaming tea and contemplated the question.

“I’ve got it. What adventures are next for Nick Campbell and Drew Benson?”

I smiled. “Let’s see what the cards say, shall we?”
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