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Dedication
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For all of us. We need it.

About the Location
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If Mesquite Springs looks familiar, it’s because Jake and Don visited it in Not a Werewolf, not because it’s a real place. Bummer – it sounds like a nice place to visit. 
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Don and Tom were bickering about who knows what, and I tuned them out when my phone started buzzing.

“Weirdos,” I whispered as I pulled my phone out of my backpack and looked at the screen.

“Miss Nancy? Are you okay?” I asked when I took the call. Miss Nancy never calls unless it’s a bona fide emergency. Don and Tom shut up and looked over at me.

“I’m fine, Jake, I promise. But I need to talk to you when you can come over. I need your help with something. I mean, if you can.”

“Of course I can. I’m on campus, but I’ll head over there now.”

“Jake, there’s no need for you to change your plans.”

“I’m heading over there now. Just try and stop me.”

“What is it?” Don asked as I put my phone back in my bag.

“I don’t know. Miss Nancy needs my help, so I’m going.”

“I’ll go with you.”

“You don’t need to do that.”

“Yeah? Just try and stop me,” he said with a smirk.

“Fine. Tom? Can I get a copy of your notes later?”

“Yeah, no problem. Stay out of trouble.”

“Hah!” Don said as he slung his backpack over his shoulder and followed me out of the food court.

“What’s up?” he asked me.

“I don’t know, but Miss Nancy sounded upset. Miss Nancy never sounds upset. Not like this, anyway.”

He reached out and took my keys from my hand as we approached my car. I didn’t argue this time. I buckled myself into the passenger seat and took my phone out again.

“What?” Don asked, glancing at the phone in my hand.

“Trying to decide if I should call Mom. See if she knows anything.”

“I wouldn’t. If she doesn’t, then she’ll worry. Let’s go see Miss Nancy first. Find out what’s up.”

“Okay. What were you and Tom arguing about?”

“We weren’t arguing. Not really. His plans for spring break sounded dodgy and I was telling him so.”

“Dodgy how?”

“He’s going to a house party in Galveston.”

“Sounds like a typical spring break activity to me. We’ve been to a couple ourselves, you know.”

“Yeah, but not with Lukas Gregorio’s crowd.”

“Oh. Yeah, he is kinda dodgy.”

The best word to describe Lukas Gregorio is douche-bro. That’s a word, right? If you want to get more specific, he’s a frat boy who none of the frats wanted. He likes to party, but skates by just this side of the law thanks to his daddy’s money and a sleazy, but keen, ability to judge the outer edge of socially acceptable behavior. Put simply, he’s a jerk. “He does know how to throw a party, though.”

“I dunno. I’ve got a bad feeling about it.”

“Geez, don’t you start, too. I think there’s enough of us getting bad feelings about stuff already.”
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The outside of Miss Nancy’s house looked normal when we pulled up. I don’t know what I was expecting. She opened her front door as Don closed the gate behind us and I could tell she’d been crying.

“Miss Nancy! What happened? It’s not your brother is it?” I asked, taking the porch steps two at a time to hug her.

“No, sweetie, the family’s fine. Come inside and we’ll talk.”

I offered to make the tea, but she wouldn’t let me. I guess she needed to keep things normal.

Out of habit I looked at my mug before taking my first sip. It was blank. Plain white. I don’t know why, but that bothered me.

“You’ve heard me mention my friend Eleanor?”

“Um, yeah. She’s a fortune teller or something?”

“Not exactly. I would have called her a natural witch, although she would deny it. She came from a powerful, but unlucky, family. It was just her and her niece left.”

“Would have? Something happened to Eleanor?”

Miss Nancy nodded, taking a sip of tea and setting her mug down before answering. “She died a couple of days ago. Her niece called me this morning, and that’s why I need your help.”

“Oh, Miss Nancy. I’m so sorry,” I said, leaning forward to take her hand. “What can we do?”

“I hate to ask. It’s not a little thing.”

“Ask. If I – we – can do it, we will.” I turned to look at Don and he nodded.

“Eleanor’s death was... not natural. But no one will believe that. Talia – her niece – told me they’re saying it was a heart attack.”

“So, what makes you so certain it wasn’t?”

“Because Eleanor told me so.”

Don and I exchanged a look. 

“Uh... like, did she come to you in a dream?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. When I talked to her on the phone last week.”

“Oh. Oh, okay. So she was, like, worried about her safety or something?”

“Yes, what else? Oh, okay, I see it now. No, her ghostly specter did not visit me in the night.”

“Well, I’ve heard stranger things.”

“I daresay you have. But she had real fears, and I’m worried that now Talia will be in danger, since she’s Eleanor’s sole heir.”

“So, was it a money thing?” Don asked.

“More of a power and property thing. She mentioned someone wanted to buy her house and shop, but that it was about more than just the land.”

“I don’t get it.”

“I’m not explaining this well. Eleanor inherited the property from her grandmother. It’s a two acre lot near the heart of town that’s been in the Sharpe family for generations – since the area was settled. It’s one of the oldest houses in Mesquite Springs, and Eleanor always referred to it as ‘The Source’.”

“Wait a minute,” Don said, holding up one hand. “Did you say Mesquite Springs?”

“Where do I know that name from?” I asked when Miss Nancy nodded.

“Clarence Wilton – Tom’s dad. Remember? It’s the town he was from. We went there to look at the old newspapers.”

“Oh, yeah. They had a really good diner and I ate too much.”

“That’s your takeaway?”

“And those old swinger guys tried to pick me up.”

“They did not. But yeah, that’s the place.”

“Crazy. So, why did she call it The Source? Source of what?”

Miss Nancy shook her head. “She didn’t talk about it much, or often, but I gathered it had something to do with her family’s power.”

“Okay, okay,” Don held up both hands. “Can we back it up just a bit? When you talk about her family’s power, what are you saying? Did she cast spells or something? Or did she... what did she do? Or could she do? And would it have anything to do with her death?”

Miss Nancy sighed and poured us all some more tea.

“Don, as usual you are keeping us on point. Let me start at the beginning. Eleanor was one of the first people I met when I came to Houston. She was working at a yerberia where I shopped at the time. We got to talking – she was interested and wanted to learn about my traditions. She was an eclectic. She absorbed knowledge and adapted things to her own use. It just all seemed to come naturally to her. She told me she was from a small town and learned her ways from her mother and grandmother, and had moved to Houston to learn more before going home to take over the family business.

“That business is a bookstore and metaphysical shop in Mesquite Springs, located in the family home. She moved back there about ten years ago, when her grandmother started to decline.”

“But, what did she do?” I asked. “With her powers, I mean? How did she use them?”

“Oh, she was very good at finding things. And her healing tonics were some of the best I’ve ever seen. If she’s to be believed, impotency was never a problem in Mesquite Springs.”

“You mean she...”

“That particular tonic was her number one seller, she told me once. Well, after her weight-loss tea, of course.”

“Of course.”

“Anyway, the shop is called ‘The Source’, but she also called the whole property, the whole place, that. It was the way she said it that made me feel like the land was, well, sacred to her and to her family.”

“And someone wants to buy it?”

“She was approached a few months ago by an anonymous buyer, working through a realtor. When she turned the offer down, they just came back with a higher offer. They were persistent, no matter how many times she told them the property was not for sale. She thought they’d finally given up, but then a few weeks ago strange things started happening.”

“What kind of strange things?” 

“There was damage done to the wall that circles her property, and there were signs that someone had broken into her house, although nothing was missing. She believed she had been being followed recently, and a couple of weeks ago she was almost run down crossing the street.”

“She thought whoever wanted the property was behind it?” I asked.

“Yes, and she had become more and more frightened. She was afraid it would escalate and that her life was in real danger. I’m afraid she was right. And now that the property will be going to Talia...”

“Whoever wants that land will go after her next if she refuses to sell.”

Miss Nancy nodded, her lips in a grim line.

“But what can we do?” Don asked. “We don’t even know Talia. Do you know her?”

“Oh, this is where it gets complicated.”

“Now it gets complicated?” I asked.

“You see, Talia’s father, Eleanor’s brother, moved to Dallas years ago. He didn’t approve of the family’s ‘mumbo-jumbo’ as he put it, and wanted to raise his daughter away from all that. So Talia only recently got to know her aunt, after her father’s death, and she doesn’t have the same link to the land, or the same understanding of any power she might have. So it might be that she will go ahead and sell.”

“And I’m guessing that would be bad?”

“If there really is some – and I’m not saying I believe it, mind, only that Eleanor did – some source of power on that land, then what if it falls into the wrong hands? Would they be able to use it for their own ends?”

“So you want us to, what? Go convince Talia to keep the land? Protect her? Find out who’s trying to buy it?”

“I don’t know, Jake. I just...” her voice broke, and she blew her nose before going on. “I just know that my friend is dead, and she was afraid, and I know she wants that land to stay in her family and I have to – I have to – help her.”

“Okay, Miss Nancy, we’ll figure something out.” I turned to look at Don. He was holding his mug in both hands and chewing on his bottom lip. He looked more thoughtful than I’d expected, considering what a skeptic he’d been until just a year ago. He shifted his gaze to meet my eyes and nodded.

“We’ve got to go make a couple of phone calls and some arrangements, but we’ll go to Mesquite Springs and do what we can. Are you coming, too?”

“Thank you. I hate to impose, but I knew I could count on you boys.”

“Miss Nancy, you never ask for anything. Not anything big, anyway. After all you’ve done for me... anyway, what are friends for, right?”

She squeezed my hand and nodded. “I’ll be there, but I can’t leave until Sunday, so please don’t wait on me.”
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“She just doesn’t want to ride in your car,” Don said as we walked back to my battered Subaru.

“Don’t be ridiculous. Besides, you’d probably do the driving anyway.”

“True,” he said, sliding in behind the steering wheel. “So true.”

“So, what do you think?”

“I think we’re going to go to Mesquite Springs.”

“I mean all that stuff about the land and power and stuff.”

He shrugged. “I dunno. But even without all that, we could still be looking at foul play as a result of some crooked somebody wanting what is probably a very valuable piece of property.”

“Yeah. I mean, I’m trying to keep an open mind these days. Like, a super open mind. Whatever is going on, there could be a perfectly mundane reason for all this, but it would still be dangerous.”

“But we’re still going.”

“We’re still going.”
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“You’re not going.”

I didn’t respond right away. I shoved half a donut into my mouth and chewed a few times before taking a slurp of my coffee. “Hmm.”

“Jake...” Petreski’s voice held a touch of concern. Or was that warning? They’re so similar, you know?

“Mmf,” I answered, holding up a finger to stall for time. He sighed and leaned back in his chair, glancing at the clock on the wall. “Late for work?” I asked after I had swallowed.

“No. And don’t try to change the subject.”

“And don’t tell me I can’t go. It’s just a few days in the Hill Country. I’ll probably just wind up going to wineries and eating artisanal cheese and looking at bad art in small town galleries.”

“Sounds charming. And dangerous.”

“Oh, come on. The art’s not that bad.”

“I’m being serious. From what you’ve told me, it sounds like someone wants that land, and may have already killed once to get it. And in a sly and subtle way that even Miss Nancy’s friend, with all her supposed power, couldn’t avoid.”

He had a point.

“All the more reason that her niece needs our help. She’ll be even more vulnerable. And forewarned is forearmed, right?”

He sighed and picked up his coffee mug. I watched, annoyed, as he took a sip. He never spilled a drop, his natural elegance making the clunky mug look like fine china. My side of the table was littered with donut crumbs and crumpled paper napkins. He used the tip of one manicured finger to swipe the single remaining spot of icing from his plate, then licked it off before wiping his fingertips with his single napkin and laying it on his empty plate.

“I know I’m not going to change your mind.”

“Then why try?”

“Because you’d hate it if I didn’t. And you know you like it when I get bossy.”

“I do not.” 

He smirked because he knew I was lying.

“Whatever. Anyway, we’re going. It’ll be fine.”

“Famous last words. When do you leave?”

“Um. This afternoon.”

“What?!”

“I know, but time is of the essence, Miss Nancy says. And she’s right. And I want to be at the funeral, because there might be clues and developments and stuff.”

“Ah. Stuff. You sound like a real detective with all that lingo you use.”

I resisted the urge to kick him under the table.

“What about school, though?”

“It’s spring break next week, remember?” 

“Yeah, but don’t you have papers to work on or something?”

“Who are you talking to, Boo? You know I’m all caught up.”

“Silly me. Sometimes,” he glanced down at the clutter-strewn, coffee-stained table, “somehow, I forget I’m engaged to an over-achiever.”

I stopped resisting the urge to kick him under the table.

“Ow! But come on, how can someone who’s so tidy at home make such a mess?”

“It reflects my inner turmoil.”

“Your what?”

“You know, because I’m so conflicted about going off and leaving you on your own. And I’ll miss you, and, um, stuff.”

He snorted.

“And who’ll be here to protect you if Trejo turns up again?” I asked, thinking about Petreski’s FBI-agent ex. The one with the big muscles who didn’t like taking no for an answer.

“I think I can take care of myself. And Perez will keep an eye on me if you ask her.”

“Like hell.” It didn’t matter how many times Petreski told me his partner didn’t hate me, I was still waiting for proof.

He snorted again and stood, holding out a hand to pull me out of my seat. “Come on. I’ll drop you off at home so you can pack.”

We probably got a few looks as we left the coffee shop holding hands. But we only ever just get looks, because Petreski may dress like a supermodel, but he walks like a cop, and even the best tailor can’t fully camouflage the shoulder holster under his suit jacket.
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Don put his backpack on the ground next to the car and reached in to help me fold down the back seat.

“We need this much room?” he asked.

“My murder board won’t fit with the seat up.”

“Me and my stupid questions,” he muttered, tossing his bag in the back. 

I shrugged and closed the hatchback before following him up the stairs to our apartments. 

“We might need it.”

“Sure, sure,” he said, veering off to his place as I crossed the landing to mine. “You’re sure she said it was okay to bring Bridger?” 

“Yeah. I mean, how much trouble can one little cat be?”

“You’re kidding, right?” Don asked, standing in my doorway with a bag of cat food, toys, and a cardboard scratching pad. “He’s got more crap than I do.”

I couldn’t argue. “Come on, one more load should do it.”

I rearranged everything in the back of the car so Bridger could get to his litter box while Don went upstairs to fetch the furry hell-spawn and make sure everything in our apartments was turned off and locked up. Don’t get me wrong, Bridger was still adorable, but he was a year old now, and at peak manic stage. Missing one leg barely slowed him down. I hoped the Sharpe home wasn’t full of priceless breakables.
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Mesquite Springs looked pretty much like it had the last time we’d visited, at almost the same time the previous year. A main drag, shops, cafes, the diner and the feed store. There were maybe a few more shops, and definitely more winery signs. The nicest house in town was the funeral home, though – a big Queen Anne with towers and balconies and a wraparound porch.

“Isn’t it always the way?” I sighed as we drove past it.

“Isn’t what always the way?”

“In these small towns, the funeral home always seems to be the biggest, fanciest house. Almost makes me want to be a mortician or whatever, so I can have a fancy house.”

“You? A mortician? You’d never be able to stomach working with bodies. You know, embalming and whatever else they do.”

“I could work the front of house, though. Consoling the bereaved and scheduling services, and whatever else they do. Someone else could do the... you know... other stuff.”

“I think you should probably stick with your current plan.”

Don was probably right, and I buried my fingers in Bridger’s fur as he shifted on my lap. “Almost there, little dude,” I told him, just before I felt a warmth spreading across my thigh. “Oh. My. God. Seriously?”

“What?” Don glanced over at me as he came to a stop at a traffic light.

“Your cat just peed on me.”

“No, that can’t be right.”

“And yet, here we are, my leg covered with pee.”

“Are you sure you didn’t pee yourself and you’re just blaming it on him?”

“What? Are you insane?”

Don turned his eyes back to the road as the light turned green.

“He peed on me, Don! I’ve got cat pee all over my leg! What kind of first impression is that going to make? And she’ll think Bridger’s incontinent and maybe won’t let us stay in her house!”

“He’s not incontinent, he’s just stressed. She’s more likely to think you are.”

“Argh! We need to stop so I can clean up and change my jeans.”

Don sighed, but pulled into a parking space in front of the diner where we’d had lunch on our previous visit.

Don grabbed us a couple of spots at the counter while I rushed back to the men’s room to clean up and change. 

“I’ll bet he didn’t pee on Perez when you went to Austin for Christmas,” I said, joining Don at the counter after I’d put my soiled laundry in the car.

“He did not. Maybe he likes her better.”

“Shut your mouth!”

“Or maybe it’s just a shorter drive.”

“Yeah, okay. Whatever. I need a piece of pie and a cup of coffee.”

“Shocker,” Don said, waving to get the waitress’s attention.

I sipped my coffee and looked over the room while I waited for my slice of pie. “Déjà vu.”

“Well, you have been here before. Is it really déjà vu if you’ve actually been someplace?”

“I mean, it’s kind of weird. Aren’t those the same old coots who were here before? Don’t they have homes to go to?”

Don glanced in the direction of the table where three older men, one in overalls and the other two wearing VFW caps, were finishing up their meals. 

“Maybe this café is the center of Mesquite Springs’s burgeoning gay scene,” he said, clearly remembering one of the men’s pointed questions about Houston’s nightlife.

“God help us. Oh, shush, one of them’s coming over.”

“Don’t I know you boys?” The oldster asked, leaning against the counter in a not-so-casual, casual kind of way and pushing the brim of his VFW cap up so he could get a good look at us.

“Well, we’ve been in before. Last year. Had lunch and went to the newspaper office.”

“Uh huh. Sure, sure.”

“Leave them be, Gary,” the waitress said, putting our pie slices on the counter. 

“I remember now,” Gary said, ignoring the waitress, who rolled her eyes and went to check someone out at the register. “You were asking questions about that dead guy.”

“Clarence Wilton,” I said.

“That’s the one.”

“Gary, stop being a prick and let them boys eat their pie in peace,” said the one in overalls. “You’re not chief of police no more.”

“Well, darn it Chuck, can’t I even make a little conversation?”

“Apparently not,” chimed in VFW cap number two. “You try, bless you, but your small talk always winds up sounding like an interrogation. Come on, sit down.” He patted the seat of the chair next to him, and Gary sighed and grumbled but went back to his seat.

“Or a porno,” I heard Chuck mutter. VFW cap two chuckled.

“I do remember seeing you here, though,” said VFW cap two. “Researching a paper or some such, right? So what brings you back to Mesquite Springs?” I seemed to remember his name was Bill, and he’d been the president of the bank or something like that.

“Oh, well, uh, we’re here for a funeral, actually.”

They all nodded. “Eleanor Sharpe, then?” Gary asked, frowning.

“Um, yes sir.”

“Gary, leave it be,” said Bill, resting his hand on his partner’s arm. 

Chuck was shaking his head, arms crossed over his chest. “I’m with Gary on this one, Bill.”

“Sorry, but is there something going on we should know about?” I asked. I thought about playing dumb, but figured Gary would see through that, so went with straightforward and direct.

“No,” they answered in unison, before Gary glanced around the diner and shrugged. “Maybe,” he said. 
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Don and I joined the three older men at their table and we all introduced ourselves. 

“I just think it’s mighty coincidental, you boys showing up a year later and again related to a death.”

“People die all the time, Gary,” Bill said. “You’ve got to stop seeing plots and intrigue everywhere.”

“Bill says I’ve got a suspicious mind. That it’s a whatchacallit, occupational hazard,” Gary said, looking back and forth between Don and me. “I’m surprised he doesn’t, all the bullshit and chicanery he saw working at the bank.”

Bill shrugged. “Defaulting on a car loan is hardly the same thing as conspiracy to commit murder, Gary.”

“Murder?” I said. “You think Eleanor Sharpe was murdered?”

“Now, I didn’t say that,” Bill backpedaled. 

“We-e-e-ll,” Chuck drawled.

Gary shrugged. “I’m just sayin’, it seems kind of suspicious. She wasn’t that old a lady, and she’d been dealing with that property business. Now that she’s gone, well...”

What he was saying agreed with Miss Nancy’s take on the situation.

“Yes,” I said, “I know she was real concerned about that, and I guess the, uh, other party wasn’t taking no for an answer.”

“You seem mighty well informed,” Gary said, leaning forward. “How’s that, then?”

“She was a, ah, friend of the family.”

“Ah.” Gary leaned back and studied me, head cocked to one side. “Okay. Well, yeah, she was concerned. Mighty concerned. We are, too, truth be told. That property of hers is... well, let’s just say it’s best staying as it is. It’s part of the fabric of this town, and if it gets parceled out or built up, this town won’t never be the same again.”

Chuck’s frown got deeper, and even Bill was starting to look grim.

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that, so I took another bite of lemon icebox pie and wondered what these men were getting at, and if it could possibly be the same thing Miss Nancy was worried about. It hardly seemed possible, but after all I’d seen in the last year, my bar for strange was probably higher than most folks’.

“That’s where we’re headed now, actually,” Don said. “To stay with Talia for a few days.”

“Ah, so y’all are friends of the niece, then,” Chuck said.

“No, we haven’t actually met her yet,” I said. “Eleanor was an old friend of, well, I’m not sure how to describe her, but she practically raised me. Don?”

Don shrugged. “Miss Nancy is just, Miss Nancy, you know?”

“Miss Nancy?” Gary asked, leaning forward again. “Nancy Merandisse? You talking ’bout Nancy Merandisse?”

“Uh, yes? You know her?”

“Shiiiit. You can’t know Eleanor and not know about Nancy Merandisse. Them two was thick as thieves for years. I never met her, but Eleanor talked about her all the time. Said Miss Nancy had forgotten more’n she’d ever learn. Is she coming, too? Cause I wanna meet that woman.”

“She’s coming. She had a couple of things to take care of first, but she’ll be here.”

“You remember, Bill? Eleanor had all kinds of stories about Miss Nancy.”

Bill nodded.

“So listen,” Gary said, leaning in even closer. “You got any idea what that niece is planning to do? About the property?”

“No, but Miss Nancy is worried, too.”

“So, you’re here to keep an eye on the gal? Make sure nothing happens to her, too?”

Chuck rolled his eyes, “Geez, Gary, we don’t know for sure that anything ‘happened’ to Eleanor.”

“I’ll bet Miss Nancy disagrees,” Bill said. “And that’s why you two are here. Am I right?”

I nodded, and Gary pulled his wallet out of his back pocket.

“Here,” he said, handing me a card. “That’s my number. You see or hear anything suspicious, you call me. Anything. Even weird shit. You know what I mean, right? By weird?”

I met his eyes. They were brown – dark brown – and surrounded by wrinkles, but sharp and knowing. I nodded. “Yes, sir, I think I do.”
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Bridger managed to control his bladder for the last five minutes of the drive to the Sharpe home – The Source. The property was the size of two full blocks and surrounded by a stone wall. From what I could see it was mostly trees. We entered through an open gate and parked on the pea gravel lot in front of a massive Queen Anne house with even more balconies and turrets than the funeral home.

“So much for your funeral home theory,” Don said as he cut the engine.

“Maybe it’s the funeral home that’s trying to get the property. Going for an upgrade.”

Don snorted and got out of the car, bundling Bridger into his sling while I opened the tailgate to get our bags and Bridger’s various bits and bobs.

“Hey.”

I looked up to see a young woman coming down the front steps.

“Talia?” I asked, stepping forward to shake the hand she was holding out. She was about my age, with strawberry-blonde hair and light reddish-brown eyes, almost the same color as her hair.

“Yeah, hi. You’re Jake? Or Don?”

“Jake. Jake Hillebrand. And this is Don Olson, and Bridger. Miss Nancy said you were okay with us bringing him?”

“Oh, yeah. It’ll be interesting to see what George Clooney makes of him.”

“Um, George Clooney?”

“Aunt Eleanor’s cat. Goes by Georgie, although he’s actually very distinguished.”

“Well, I look forward to meeting him.”

She laughed and grabbed one of the bags. “Come on, then. Y’all hungry? There’s not much in the house at the moment, but I’ve got stuff for sandwiches.”

“Not especially. We had pie at the diner just now. Met some of the locals.”

“Cool, cool. Well, come on in and let’s get y’all settled. There’s, like, four guest rooms on the second floor, so take your pick. I’m in the attic suite.”

“Wow,” I said, stopping short just inside the door so that Don bumped into me.

“Dude! Keep moving.”

“Sorry.” I stepped farther into the large entry hall and turned around on the spot. There was an ornate wooden counter at the back of the space, with a register and other business paraphernalia, and a staircase behind it winding up to the second floor, but through open doors around the foyer I could see rooms full of books and merchandise. One round and sun-bathed room was set up as a reading area with sofas and chairs and ottomans. You’d think it would feel dusty and stuffy, but everything sparkled and it smelled like lavender and sage and felt homey.

“I love it,” I breathed, turning to Talia. “Don’t you love it? It’s... magical.”

She sighed. “Yeah, that’s what everyone keeps saying. I don’t know from magic, but it’s pretty, I guess.”

I wanted to ask her right there on the spot what her plans were, and to beg her not to
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