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“Y

ou have to help me find a dress!” Agnes cried. “The wedding is less than six weeks away!”  

I smiled at my best friend who had turned into a nervous Nellie about her upcoming wedding. “You told me you didn’t want a traditional dress so I think the second hand store on the other end of town is our best bet. They have good quality vintage clothes.” The small town of Ames, Connecticut was too small to have a lot to choose from. Agnes had a unique style all her own with beautiful and artistic tattoos of goddesses up and down her arms and straight twenties hairstyle. Any dress she picked would have to be unusual. “You do know you can’t have a black dress?” I teased. Black was Agnes’s favorite color as evidenced by what she was wearing—long black tunic over black tights and high black boots.

She stuck her tongue out at me. “I don’t want a black dress, Summer, but I also don’t want white.” 

Her petite frame would look good in just about anything, I thought, staring at her straight dark hair and almond shaped brown eyes. I was several inches taller, with less grace about me. I often felt gawky and clumsy next to her. 

“And I also don’t want some ripped piece of you-know-what,” she continued.  “I want something elegant and classy.”

“I know that,” I snapped, becoming a tiny bit annoyed. “You asked for my help and this is what I suggest. I’ve bought several really nice dresses from Once Again. And if we don’t find anything there we can look in a catalogue.”

Agnes flopped onto the loveseat, her gaze going round my living room. “Are you sure you want to host the rehearsal dinner? This place is kind of small.”

I had to admit the cottage I’d inherited from my mother was not very large, but if I moved the furniture around there was plenty of room for a dining table to accommodate the few members of the wedding party.  “You said I was  the only bridesmaid, or should I say maid of honor? And with David, Sam’s brother, their parents and Tom, that’s four more—who’s standing up for Sam?”

Agnes stared at the ceiling, her hands clasping and unclasping nervously. “I thought I told you already. Jerry’s his best man.”

I should have guessed. My former boyfriend Jerry and I had not spoken in over nine months. I’d seen him around town once or twice, but we’d studiously avoided each other. “I forgot.” I noticed her worried look. “I’m over him, Agnes. It’s fine. I’m with Tom now.”

“Tom’s nice,” Agnes said, unenthusiastically. “But I miss you and Jerry.” She looked over at me noticing my distressed expression. “I’m sorry, Summer—didn’t mean to open old wounds.”

I made a feeble attempt to smile, trying not to burst into tears. In all honesty I was not over Jerry and might never be. Tom was a nice enough man, and we had a lot of fun together, but Jerry was my soul mate. 

Jerry Brady was a detective on the Ames police force, and Sam Anderson’s partner, and because of my amateur sleuthing Jerry and I had worked on several cases together. Our rapport had been great until our last case, which ended with a psychopath in my house ready to kill me. If Jerry hadn’t shown up at that precise moment I wouldn’t be sitting here thinking about him.  Jerry left my house that night with a murderer in tow, and I hadn’t heard from him since. After all this time I still couldn’t believe he’d never reached out. The idea of him here in my house, perhaps with a girlfriend on his arm, gave me a prickly feeling all over. 

“Moving on with someone new is the best thing to do,” Agnes continued, trying to make up for her earlier statement. “I’m sorry you’ll have to be around Jerry for the rehearsal dinner and the wedding. But at least you’ll have Tom for support.”

I shook my head as though it meant nothing to me and went into the kitchen. “Wine?” I asked, holding up a bottle of white I’d recently purchased.

“If you insist,” she grinned, joining me in the kitchen. “Sam’s coming by in a while. Is that okay? He wants to go over the guest list again and he has some suggestions about the food.”

“Sure.” Somehow I’d been roped into being the wedding planner, a role that didn’t fit me very well. I’d already contacted the newest and best restaurant in Ames, Saffron and Seaweed, about doing the food, but we hadn’t finalized any of it yet. I opened the wine and poured it into two glasses, my mind on my store. Tarot and Tea was taking a back seat to my new duties and my customers were not happy when I closed early or opened late. I had to take time for my own business or I wouldn’t be able to pay my bills. 

This wedding had been the main focus of both our lives for months now and I was ready for it to be over. The ballroom in the old age home had finally been remodeled and that’s where the ceremony and the reception would take place. The turn-of-the-century Victorian building had been a project of Agnes’s since the fall and now it was nearly completed. I was pleased that all the ghosts wandering around town could finally settle into their new/old digs. Douglas, a ghost and also Agnes’s father, had remarked to me earlier today how glad he was. “The place is just the way it was nearly one hundred years ago,” he’d told me when he came into Tarot and Tea. He would know, I’d thought to myself, trying to suppress a giggle. 

In truth, I had no idea how old the man was, only that I liked him very much and that he had an elegant and old-fashioned way about him. He and Agnes’s mother, a woman who’d been murdered here in Ames two years ago, had reconnected just before her death. Agnes still spoke about Serena Weatherby in hushed tones, gasping over the enormous inheritance Serena had left her. I figured she and Sam would buy some mansion to live in once they were married. I only hoped they would stay in Ames and not move to some swank section of New York too far away for me to visit. But then again I had a hard time imagining Sam quitting the police force. Being a detective was his life. 

Douglas and Serena, Agnes’s parents, had loved each other and apparently conceived a child after Douglas left the land of the living. Even with my own burgeoning psychic abilities I found this revelation disturbing. I wondered why Serena had never appeared to any of us after her demise. I had yet to ask Douglas if he ever saw her. 

A hundred guests were coming to the wedding, Sam’s friends and family who made up a cast of thousands, as well as Agnes’s college friends she’d lost touch with who were now married with children. She told me she was hoping to reconnect now that she was about to join them in the respectable institution of matrimony. 

Agnes had always been a free spirit and that’s why we’d become such good friends. This new side of her, that seemed to think that getting married placed her in an entirely different social stratum, bothered me greatly. She was my best friend and I relied on her to continue in that regard. We still went to our monthly coven meetings on the full moon, and I hoped we would continue to do so after her marriage. 

We had consumed half the bottle by the time Sam arrived, his expression grim.

“What’s wrong?” Agnes asked, jumping up from the couch.

He rubbed a hand across his clean-shaven face. “There’s been an incident,” he began, slanting a glance toward me. “There was a shooting a couple of hours ago at Riverview Elementary.”

My mouth dropped open in horror. These school shootings had been happening all over the country but I never thought they would occur in our sleepy village of Ames, Connecticut. I clutched my glass and tried not to see the ravaged faces of the poor children. 

“Five kids and three teachers were shot today,” he continued, slumping onto the couch. “It was a bloodbath.”

Agnes’s pale face turned whiter than usual, tears welling in her eyes. She sat next to Sam and turned toward me. “Summer, have you seen...?”

I knew what she was referring to and shook my head. Ghosts often talked to me but I had had no visits, at least not yet. “What happened?” I asked Sam, girding myself for what he would say.

“Some maniac came into the school with an assault rifle and just shot up the building. We have no motive, no name, and no understanding of where the shooter came from and or why he or she did what they did.”

“Which teachers?” Agnes asked in a small voice. We both knew several teachers at the elementary school.

“Linda Moser and Gabby Cozens were killed—Maggie Johnson was shot but survived.”

Agnes let out a wail. “I know them!”

“I do too,” I said, moving next to her. She turned to face me and then we hugged, both of us in tears. 

“None of the witnesses can remember what the shooter looked like or even if it was a he or a she. I find that odd, especially since two other teachers and Maggie witnessed the entire thing, not to mention the other twenty children who were in the classroom. The only thing they said was they thought the person had brown hair.”

“Well, that narrows it down,” I said.

Sam shot me a look. “It’s a start and we have a sketch artist working with the witnesses.”

“Linda and Gabby were coming to the wedding,” Agnes said, pulling away to look at Sam again. “Did they die quickly? Don’t tell me,” she said a second later, holding up her hand. “Do you think we should postpone the wedding?”

“The wedding is over a month away, Agnes. I’m sure this will be wrapped up by then. And even if it isn’t I don’t think we should.” Sam took hold of her hand, twining his fingers through hers. “I’ve got to get back to the police station. Jerry and I are leading the investigation.”

So he and Jerry were partners again. Last I’d heard Jerry wasn’t even back to full duty. But then again it had been months since his mental collapse after the last case we’d worked on together. I wondered if the chief had insisted he see a therapist.

“And Summer, you may be called in.”

“Called in—why?”

“Your psychic skills. The chief mentioned you during our planning meeting.”

I shook my head. “Unless one of the ghosts contacts me I can do nothing. It isn’t like I go into a trance and know what happened.”

“Sorry to hear that,” he said, regarding me with a somber expression. He kissed Agnes before he stood and headed for the door. “But please let me know if you dream anything or one of them visits you. We could really use some help on this one.” He opened the door and closed it behind him. I heard the squad car start up and then the squeal of one of the belts as he put it in gear and headed away. 

I felt ill as I pictured Linda and Gabby lying on the classroom floor in a pool of blood. They were both my age, late twenties. It suddenly occurred to me that I was turning thirty this year, a milestone I wasn’t looking forward to. But then I thought of them again, their lives cut short, and I mentally reprimanded myself. And Gabby had a little girl, Mary. Was her child one of the five victims? And what about Maggie—did her boy survive? I raced to the door and flung it open, but Sam was long gone.
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Agnes stared at me from the loveseat, her eyes glazed with unshed tears. “How can I concentrate on my wedding now?” she whispered. “I can’t imagine what they went through.” And then she was sobbing with her head in her hands. “I have to postpone—who wants to celebrate when seven people are lying dead in the morgue?”

Even though I grieved for Gabby and Linda and the families who had lost their children, I was dry-eyed. Maybe it was the knowledge that there really was life after death—a fact that had become only too clear during the past year. Maybe Douglas could talk with Agnes. If anyone could make her feel better it was him`. “The shooter will be in jail by the time your wedding day comes and those kids will have moved on.”

Agnes looked up, her face wet with tears. “How can you be so matter-of-fact about this? These are our kids—the ones who belong to people we know. Their lives are shattered forever and ever! And what about Gabby and Sally? They have family here.”

I stared at her but couldn’t think what to say to make her feel better. There were some happenings in life that only time could erase—and this was one of them. 

*
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Once Agnes left for home I cleaned up and let Cutty, my scruffy wire-haired terrier mix, in from the back yard. I fed him his dinner and then poured myself another glass of wine, trying to get the images I’d conjured out of my mind. When my cell phone rang I nearly jumped out of my skin. But when I looked at the caller I.D. I was even more surprised—it was Jerry.

“Is Sam still there?” he asked as soon as I answered.

“No, he left forty-five minutes ago. Did you try his cell?”

I heard him sigh before he said, “Of course I tried his cell. I guess you heard about the shooting.”

“Sam told us. Do you have any leads?”

“Not yet, but I’m hoping we can get the witnesses to remember something.”

“Maybe someone should hypnotize them.”

Jerry scoffed. “You always go for the weird stuff first, don’t you?”

“You didn’t think it was weird when I talked to the dead woman on our last case.”

“Didn’t I?” he asked sarcastically.

“Jerry, I don’t want to have this conversation. If you feel like talking about what happened between us, call me. Otherwise leave me alone.” I pressed the end button and threw my phone across the room. Luckily it landed on the rug and didn’t crack. 

I looked up when Tom opened the front door, his eyes widening when he saw the expression on my face. “What happened?”

After I explained about the shooting he took me in his arms. “I’m sorry, Summer. If I can do anything please let me know.”

I held onto him for a few minutes, trying to calm my erratic heartbeat caused by Jerry’s phone call. When we finally pulled apart he took hold of my elbows, searching my face. “What else happened?”

“Isn’t a school shooting enough?”

“I know you and there’s something you aren’t telling me.”

I let out a long sigh. “If you must know Jerry just called. He was looking for Sam.”

“And?”

“And nothing. I told him to leave me alone.”

Tom seemed to relax. He headed into the kitchen and held the wine bottle up. “How much have you had?”

Tom monitored me like a mother hen, something I did not appreciate. “I shared it with Agnes and Sam,” I told him before moving toward the refrigerator. “Do you want me to fix dinner?”

“I’m sorry. It’s just that you went through that heavy drinking period when we first got together. My father’s a recovering alcoholic and it worries me when someone I care about abuses alcohol.”

“I know all about your father, Tom. And my drinking was due to what happened between Jerry and me—you know that. We certainly discussed it ad nauseum. And I would hardly call my drinking ‘abusing alcohol’.”

Tom softened his expression. “Pour me a glass, would you?”

“You didn’t answer my question about food. Is that why you dropped by?”

Tom took the glass I held out. “I wish you’d let me move in. We’ve been together for months now. It seems silly for me to rent that house when we spend nearly every night together.”

I stared out the window at the catkins that had appeared on the maples in the last week. It was the beginning of May but I didn’t feel my usual enthusiasm about the nicer weather or the idea of picnics, swimming in the quarry or any of the other things the warmer months had always meant to me. This time of year brought back the memory of Jerry’s and my last case, the trip we’d made to the beach community of Watch Hill that turned into a murder investigation. And at the end of it all Jerry had decided he hated the sight of me. 

I was also upset about the shooting and confused about what was going on between Tom and me. I liked him well enough, but I had no desire to have him move in. To my mind our relationship was casual and would probably never move past where it was now. He’d been hounding me about moving in for weeks and I’d been putting off talking to him about what was going on between us. I turned to face him. “As you know Jerry lived here. I’m not ready to take that kind of step again, at least not now.” I glanced at the end of the counter where Jerry’s espresso machine had lived, remembering the taste of the coffee we shared each morning. Now I made the ubiquitous coffee machine coffee and drank it only because it woke me up in the morning. 

“You aren’t over him, are you? That’s why you seem so standoffish and cold. I thought I could make you happy.”

I glanced at him noticing the hurt expression on his face. “You have made me happy.”

Tom shook his head and put his empty wine glass down on the butcher block. “Call me when you’ve figured it out,” he said, frowning at me. And then he headed toward the door. 

I watched him go, knowing that all I had to do was say his name, but something kept me silent. The front door slammed and I heard his car start up. The calm I felt after his car drove away answered an unasked question. I wanted to process the shooting and Jerry’s call, in that order. And I also needed to ponder why I had never told Tom that I could see and talk to ghosts, as well as use the ether as my own private method of transport. Of course the astral traveling had only happened once, but I felt certain that if I were about to be smothered in an airless room again, the ability would be there. I pushed the horrible image from my mind, returning my attention to Tom. In all the months we’d been together I’d never really let him in. 

*
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I was deeply asleep when I heard Cutty barking. For a few moments I incorporated the sound into my dream as I ran down a silvery beach after my dog. But then the barking turned frantic and my eyes flew open. Was there someone in the house? I realized with a start that I’d forgotten to lock the door after Tom left. I slid out of bed, pulled my gun out of the bedside table, and moved as quietly as I could toward the living room.  From the kitchen I could see Cutty standing by the lumpy dark shapes of my loveseat and chair, his barking continuing unabated. As my eyes adjusted I let out a gasp. A woman stood in the middle of my living room, her translucent image moving in and out of focus. “Who’s there?” I asked, trying to keep my voice from shaking. 

She seemed in her late thirties, long brown hair in waves around her shoulders. Her eyes were dark holes, her mouth moving as she tried to speak. She was wearing a wrap-around housedress in a checked fabric that belonged in the forties. Behind her was a window that didn’t exist in my reality and through the panes I saw old airplanes in formation, the engines throbbing dully in my ears. “Who are you and what do you want?” I asked, holding the gun out in front of me. 

When she put her hand to her mouth I could see straight through it. Her eyes were now frightened pools. I placed the gun on the butcher block and moved closer. “What do you want?” 

By now Cutty had stopped barking but he was still staring at the apparition with more than his normal intensity. She looked from him to me and then opened her mouth again, but I couldn’t hear what she was saying. I moved closer, trying to read her lips, but it was impossible. She stared at me with a sad expression and then slowly dissipated until there was nothing left except the window and the disturbing low hum coming from the planes. And then even that was gone.  I sat on the couch and hoped she’d come back, but an hour went by with no sign of her.

I woke in the morning with a stiff neck from sleeping at an odd angle on the couch. Cutty was curled up next to me, his bright eyes popping open as soon as I stirred. I had to find out who she was.
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“You’ve finally deigned to open your store.” 

I turned to the gray-haired woman who looked to be in her late seventies. Mrs. Browning was an enigma. I assumed she was a ghost but had no real proof of such. She was a member of the coven and seemed to know about things before they happened, and also seemed a contemporary of Douglas who I knew for sure was a ghost. “Sorry I didn’t open yesterday, Mrs. Browning,” I said, turning the key in the lock. “But if you want to blame someone, blame Agnes. She’s the one  taking up all my time.”

Mrs. Browning harrumphed and walked past me into the store, disappearing into the shelves where I kept the goddess books. I closed the door behind me and turned on the light before greeting my store cat, Tabby. She rubbed against my legs, her purr of contentment making me smile. “How is your food supply?” I crooned, heading into the back to check her food and water dish. 

When I came into the main store again several more people were wandering around. They were mostly regulars but I noticed a brown-haired woman who appeared to be in her sixties whom I didn’t recognize. When she came up to the counter with a book in her hand I suppressed a gasp. She looked startlingly like the ghost from the night before.

She held the book out that had to do with life after death. “Did you hear about the horrible shooting yesterday?” she asked me.

I nodded. “It’s probably the most horrific thing that’s ever happened in Ames.”

“Did you know the school building used to be a recruitment office? The army commandeered it before the Second World War.”

“I didn’t know that. Do you think it’s significant?”

She shrugged, her brown eyes sliding away. “Just an interesting fact,” she said, handing me her money. 

After she left I had a sort of déjà vu experience, wondering if she could be related to my latest ghost. Unfortunately she hadn’t given me a card so I didn’t have her name.

When Mrs. Browning arrived with yet another goddess book to buy I asked if she recognized my earlier customer.

“Come to think of it, dear, she looked a lot like Sadie Cumberland. But Sadie died eons ago.”

“Do you know anything about this Sadie?”

The older woman frowned. “Poor Sadie lost both her son and her husband to the war. It was very tragic.”

“The Second World War?”

Mrs. Browning looked up at me, her eyes rheumy. “Why of course, dear. Did you think I was talking about WW1?”

I shrugged and rang her up, thinking about all the wars we’d been in since then, ticking them off in my mind. 

The store was quiet when Douglas arrived. And, as usual, I had not seen him come through the door. “Just the person I want to see,” I said, just before he moved into the shelves.

He turned his gray eyes on me. “Why is that?”

“You need to talk to your daughter. She’s hysterical about the shooting and I thought you might be able to calm her down.”

Douglas frowned, his gaze going into the distance. “Terrible tragedy,” he mumbled, “those young lives cut off before they could begin.”

“But they’re ghosts like you now, aren’t they?”

Douglas met my gaze. “Not necessarily, Summer. When a life that young is taken, they often reincarnate. And when they do that they are gone from this realm until reborn.”

“Oh. I thought...”

Douglas put his hand on my arm. “I will have a word with Agnes. I hope this terrible incident won’t stop her from her wedding vows. I’ve looked so forward to it.”

“Sam is determined to go through with it. He said he was sure this tragedy would be cleared up by then—at least the perpetrator brought to justice.”

“I hope he’s right. This is an odd one,” Douglas said before walking away to peruse the essential oils. 

I wanted to ask him what he meant but it was obvious he didn’t want to discuss it any further. “Why hasn’t Serena returned as a ghost?” I asked later when he brought up a small bottle of lavender.  Serena was Agnes’s mother, a woman who’d been murdered practically on the doorstep of my store and because of that I’d been at the top of the suspect list. . She was also the love of Douglas’s life. 

Douglas looked startled for a moment. “I can’t really tell you why. She may appear at some time in the future but so far I haven’t seen her. I did hope...” he looked away, his gaze wistful.

“It would be nice if she could attend the wedding too. Agnes never got to know her own mother.”

“Unfortunately I have no control over what happens after death, my dear. Serena may still be in the bardo, for all I know.”

“The bardo, what’s that?”

“The bardo is the in-between place where spirits go after death. Serena may reincarnate instead of doing what I have done. Perhaps she will come back as Agnes’s first child.” He smiled and winked and took the wrapped package I handed him. When I looked up from the cash register a moment later he’d vanished. 

I wondered if the dead person had any choice in the matter, or if it was just some willy-nilly sorting process that I didn’t understand. And then I thought of the children and what he’d said about them—the parents who must be utterly devastated. I couldn’t imagine who in Ames could have committed such a horrific act of violence. And it scared me to think we had that kind of a psychopath living among us. 

Agnes called when I was walking home—nothing new since I heard from her nearly every day since I’d been roped into being her personal wedding consultant. 

“Did you say something to Douglas?” she asked me breathlessly.  “Because he came by the house and seemed determined to talk with me about what happened at the school. According to him the children will all reincarnate, and he said something about my mother too. He kind of freaked me out, Summer.”

“Sorry, Agnes. I did mention that you were worried about going ahead with the wedding. He wanted to reassure you that these children are not gone.”

“Of course they’re gone! They aren’t here in Ames anymore—how can he be so callous?”

“You have to remember where he’s coming from—your father is a ghost. How can he look at things like you and I do?”

There was silence as Agnes thought about this. “Okay, I’ll give him that, but I’m sure the parents of the dead kids don’t feel that way.”

“I’m sure you’re right unless they’re extremely enlightened or Tibetan Buddhists or something. Douglas wants to encourage you and Sam to go ahead, okay?”

“Easy for you to say. My husband-to-be is the one working the damn case. I’ll hear every horrid detail from now until they’ve solved it. And what’s worse is all the fallout around town. Have you read the news?”

“No. I don’t get the paper.”

“Well, pick one up on your way home.” When the call ended abruptly I looked around, realizing I had nearly reached my cottage. My feet seemed to have traversed the familiar sidewalks by themselves as I talked on the phone. When I entered my tiny yard a paper was lying on the walkway. The paperboy must have made a mistake, I thought, picking it up. I unfolded it, my gaze going to the large bold letters at the top of the page.

AMES CHILDREN SLAUGHTERED! Under the headline was a grainy picture that depicted the mayhem at the school. Thank goodness it was out of focus and in black and white, but I could still imagine the blood spread around the bodies that lay in various contorted configurations. I felt sick for a moment as I thought about the poor children who had witnessed their playmates being killed. The article went on:

A maniac, who still remains at large, has taken five of our children as well as two of our teachers from us. The police seem to be at a loss about the motivations or perpetrator of this heinous crime. Parents are petrified to let their children out of their sight until the killer is apprehended. Riverside Elementary is closed until further notice.

I took the paper with me inside and threw it into the nearest wastebasket. These reporters weren’t helping. Things were bad enough without adding fuel to the fire. I knew very well that most men here owned guns for hunting and many were gun collectors with assault rifles and other deadly weapons in their possession. What would happen if vigilantes began to comb the countryside searching for the person who did this? When my cell phone rang I was sure it was Agnes again, but instead it was the police station.

“Summer?”

It was Jerry and I hesitated for a moment. 

“Are you there?” he asked.

“Yes, Jerry. I’m here. What do you want?”

“I’m calling in an official capacity. The chief wants to elicit your help on this case.”

“I can’t help you.”

“Please, Summer. We’re completely stumped here. There are no clues and the witnesses aren’t helping at all. The distraught parents of these kids have been calling and visiting the station. It’s a bloomin’ mess down here.”

When he stopped speaking I could hear crying and shouting in the background. “Did you hypnotize the witnesses?” I finally asked. 

There was silence. When he spoke a moment later it seemed to me that he was trying to control his temper.  “Not yet. We were hoping you could talk with them, you know, try and ferret out anything we might have missed.”

“I’ll come down, but I’m telling you, I—” and then I remembered my visitation from the night before.

“What is it, Summer?”

“Something happened last night, but—”

“Was it a ghost? What did he or she tell you?”

“That’s the thing—I couldn’t hear what she was saying.”

“Come down early tomorrow.” The phone went dead after this command and I stared at it in frustration. Another morning where I’d be late to work and piss off my clientele, as well as wasting the police’s time. Unless the ghost decided to speak up I had no clue what she was trying to get across. 

*
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That night I lay in bed with my eyes wide open, afraid to go to sleep for fear of what might wake me in the night. But then again, the ghost the night before had arrived unbidden in my living room. She had not appeared in a dream or a vision. Even Cutty had recognized her existence. 

Sometimes I cursed this ability of mine to see ghosts. On our last case it had nearly got me killed. I also blamed my break-up with Jerry on the fall-out caused by that dip into the occult. Jerry had seemed to fall over a cliff after a maniac captured me and left me inside an air-proof room to die. And when I appeared to Jerry through the ether and told him where to find me, it was too much for his rational brain to take in. I knew his breakdown was not only due to that, but also his inability to apprehend the killer and the feeling of inadequacy that followed. Jerry was a proud man and didn’t take well to being outdone by the likes of me—a lowly woman and an amateur sleuth. Jerry’s father had died the year before, and that event coupled with what went down in Watch Hill had certainly sent him careening over the edge. I figured it had taken several weeks before he was back on duty.

As I drifted into sleep I saw myself with Jerry as we had been before all that happened—our easy life together, our nights of pure bliss. And then I was dreaming.

“Summer, where are you?” 

I looked up and into Jerry’s handsome face and felt his arms come around me, lifting me and pressing my body against his wide chest. When he kissed me I kissed him back, feeling everything I always felt when we were together.  

“Why aren’t we together?” I asked him.

He pulled back, his eyes turning dark. “You are keeping us apart,” he told me.

A second later I was alone and then I woke with a start. Cutty was sitting on the bed, his gaze toward the open bedroom door. I heard Mischief, my black cat, give a yowl and a second later I was up and slinking toward the living room. 

She was standing there again, her eyes on mine, but this time her hair was tangled and seemed filled with sticks and bits of bark, as though she’d been running through the forest. Mischief was attempting to rub on her legs but there was nothing there to rub against. He stared at me looking incensed and then
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