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About This Book


Queenie Landry’s job as a fortune teller at an amusement park pays the bills but it’s a far cry from the respectable psychic advisor role she once filled at the police station where the love of her life, Kirk Wallace, was a detective. A case went bad when she steered the team in the wrong direction and a woman died. Queenie experienced a horrific crisis of faith in her own abilities and pushed everyone away.

Nine months later, alone and denying her psychic gift, she gives birth to a son and feels redeemed. But a happily-ever-after isn’t to be. Following a severe illness, Queenie wakes up eighteen months later only to be told her son died. Unable to handle her grief, she opens herself once more to her abilities, desperate to connect with her child. Resigned to telling fortunes at the park, she’s stunned when a man walks into her tent and she sees a vision of a woman he’s murdered. She realizes she has to contact Kirk again.

Kirk left under duress. Though he regrets his decision, he’s never forgotten Queenie or found anyone to replace her. Having to be the one to tell her about her son’s death all but destroyed him because he knew it would unhinge her and he isn’t sure how she’ll ever find stability again.

Unknown to either of them, someone has been watching her for a long time, someone who likes to play games with other people’s lives—as he has Queenie’s. But even he’s confused by the creepy spiders amassing all around her. What message are they trying to convey to her that she’s stubbornly refused to hear…and what price will she have to pay if she fails?

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Chapter 1
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Saturday Night…

“Hey, Queenie, you’ve got a hell of a line outside your tent tonight,” Booker called from the Ferris wheel station. “How come you didn’t see that coming?” And out came his usual full belly laugh at his own joke.

Queenie waved and smiled as inside she groaned. Somehow this teasing never seemed to get old with this group. And the jokes didn’t get any better. At least with the people she worked with here. Then again she was a fortune-teller at an amusement park. She had to expect a certain amount of ribbing.

Still, she did what she could, and, for that, she was grateful to have a job. She finished her ice cream, tossing the last portion of the cone into the garbage. All around her, the noise of the park and the smell of supersticky cotton candy filled the air.

She had to stay focused. This wasn’t for her—this was for someone else. She stepped through the back entrance of her tent. After shrugging off her sweater, she picked up the huge headdress that went with the seer’s role and placed it on her head. Her crystal ball prop was under the table. She put it on the table in front of her. Then she pulled back her chair and sat down. This booth made money. Because of that, the owner paid to keep her around. Not much money, however, but it was easy work, and she got cheap food as a side benefit.

She’d been here, near Seattle in the state of Washington, for several years now. She was footloose, yet a long way from being fancy-free. Life sucked. But it didn’t matter because it was all for the right reason. She leaned across the table and opened the curtains that separated her from her customers. Close to six feet from the tent door, the line had formed, curling to the left. She smiled at the teenage girl standing in front and motioned for her to come forward.

The teen handed over her five-dollar bill. Queenie accepted it with a smile and asked, “What question can I answer for you today?”

“Will I get asked to the prom this year?” She squealed out the question in a breathless voice.

Queenie chuckled inside. “Is there someone in your life already?”

The young woman shook her head. “Not yet. But I’m really hoping you say there will be soon.”

“Let’s find out.” Queenie held out her left hand and said, “Place your hand in mine.”

And then she waved her right hand around the crystal ball. As soon as the young woman’s hand connected with Queenie’s, she smiled. Was there anything fresher than young love? She studied the ball, using it to formulate a story to tell the young woman. The ball was a prop for the people. Queenie could see everything through her eyes right now. She said, “Somebody named Jake, by any chance?”

The young woman cried out again as she gripped Queenie’s hand like a lifeline and did a half jump in joy. “Yes, that’s him.”

“Well then, you needn’t worry,” Queenie said gently, happy she could hand out the good news. “Because he’s going to ask you to the prom.”

The young woman dropped her hand and squealed again, jumped up and down, and then dashed out of the tent.

Queenie smiled and dropped the money into the jar beside her. “Next,” she called out.

A man in a business suit walked in, carrying a briefcase.

She studied him and found nothing unnerving about him, but something was off. He appeared to be calm, maybe too calm. He sat down in front of her and said in a quiet voice, “I’m about to lose everything. Is there anything I can do to help myself?”

Now that was interesting. Rarely did people come with a question of what they could do to turn something around.

He handed over his money and said, “I know this is all fake, but you have a certain reputation. I need some advice. A direction to look in? Something? Preferably good news,” he said heavily. “I could really use a shot of good news right now.”

Interested in spite of herself, Queenie held out her hand and said, “Place your hand in mine.”

As soon as he did, tingles went up and down her back. Now she was very interested. Normally she was good at judging the core character of a person. And nothing about him had set off her inner alarms. She waved her hand over the ball as she tried to sort out the images coming to her. But all she could see were metal bars. And then she realized why he had lost his job. She glanced up at him and said, “Are you trying to find work?”

He shook his head sadly. “No. I thought everything was going great… but then…” His voice trailed away.

“But then?”

“Somebody blamed me for something.” Pain and discouragement were heavy in his voice.

She studied the bars in the ball and realized they were a jail cell. He was in grave danger of going to jail for the rest of his life. She frowned and looked at him. “Do you know somebody named Mike? Mike Marrow or Munro?” She frowned, trying to get the name clearer in her head.

He leaned forward. “Mike Munro, yes, he’s my best friend.”

She looked at him sadly. “He’s not your best friend. He’s the one who framed you. He’s the one who’s guilty.”

The man stared at her in horror. He got to his feet and bolted from the tent.

She dropped his money into the jar. Next thing she knew, three little kids stood before her. They were giggling. One held up a five-dollar bill and placed it on the table. She could see the mom to one—or all—standing in the back. Queenie smiled down at the kids and said, “What would you like to know?”

“What am I going to be when I grow up?”

She held her hand out to the first boy who wore a plaid shirt and cowboy boots.

He placed his hand in hers.

Instantly the answer flooded her mind. She chuckled. “You’ll be a fireman.”

He gasped and raced toward his mother. “Mommy, Mommy. She said I’m going to be a fireman.”

Queenie smiled at the kid’s excitement as a little girl stuck out her hand. “What about me?”

“You will work with animals, little one,” Queenie said softly, seeing images of this girl as an adult, caring for dogs and cats. “I don’t know if it’ll be as a veterinarian or as something else. But your path lies with animals.”

The little girl dropped her hand, stepped away and waited for the third child, a little boy, to step forward. He held out his hand and said, “What about me?”

But his voice was defiant, almost angry, as if he’d wanted to be the fireman, and he didn’t like that his friend had that role. As soon as his hand touched Queenie’s, a shock coursed through her system. And then a cone appeared over his head. She swallowed hard at that sign and said, “Wow, you’re really hard to read. I’m not sure I see anything.”

“You don’t have to. I’m going to be a policeman,” he yelled. “I’m going to hunt down robbers.” He broke contact and raced away, past the adults at the entrance to the tent and roared like a banshee.

She carefully eased her chair backward, and, using some of the antibacterial soap, washed the hand he’d held. It wouldn’t change the fact that the little boy would die—and sometime in the next three days.

She shuddered, hating that part of her talent. The last thing she wanted to know was who would die prematurely. Especially when a child.

So far the cone hadn’t been wrong. She’d seen enough of them to know. She sat back, sipping water from her bottle, trying to calm her nerves.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a spider walk across her table. She looked at it with guarded curiosity. The amusement park was definitely not the cleanest place, and certainly loads of food were here for rodents. But she hadn’t seen much in the way of spiders. She wasn’t afraid of them, but neither did she like them. As far as she was concerned, if they left her alone, then she’d leave them alone.

This one didn’t get the message.

It walked across her table, heading for the fortune-telling ball. She watched, wondering at the odd light around the bug. She saw auras all the time. Rarely around animals though. Never around bugs. But the spider definitely glowed. She smiled at the oddity. “Where are you from?”

Something inside Queenie told her to pick it up. But she hesitated. Just because she wasn’t killing the thing at first sight didn’t mean she wanted it crawling all over her. The spider went up on its back legs, reaching out one of its front legs to touch the crystal ball. A mist swirled deep inside the ball.

And those eyes… How many eyes did spiders have?

The spider speared her with a look she found fascinating. She leaned forward, studying the bulbous critter carefully. Then, unable to help herself, and yet cringing as she did so, she touched the spider. It scrabbled onto the back of her hand.

Instantly images assailed her.

Blood. A woman giving birth. A toddler—a boy. And a name flashing in neon inside her brain—a name she’d never forget: Reese.

Shuddering, she stared at the spider in horror. It stared at her. As if it knew her. As if it knew something about her.

She brushed it off her hand and onto the table and backed away, knocking her chair over in the process, staring at it in horror. “What do you know about Reese?”

Of course the spider didn’t answer. How could it? But it gazed at her with that same knowing look. She shuddered again.

Just then a large man stepped through the tent opening, dragging a young boy with him. The man took one look at her and laughed. “Well, look at this. The fortune-teller is scared of spiders.” He walked over, flicked the spider to the ground and lifted his leg to step on it.

Before he could, she shooed it off to the side away from him. “I’m not afraid of it,” she said quietly. “And I don’t kill anything unnecessarily.”

He snorted. “You’re a charlatan, just like all the rest of the idiots here.”

“No, I’m not,” she said wearily, having heard it all before. “What can I do for you?”

“Well, seeing as how I’m here, you might as well tell me something. I’m trying to acquire a piece of property. A pretty cabin on a lake. Will I get it or not?”

With a sneer he tossed a five-dollar bill on the table. Too many people like this were in her life with the same attitude. Most of the time she could ignore them. This man, however,… had made himself part of her job.

She hated to reach for his hand, but it was necessary in this case, and his closed around hers, holding her tight. And once again images slammed into her. A mountain lake. A cabin with paths up and down to the lake.

And, in the lake, a woman’s face floated just beneath the surface.

Queenie broke contact and sat back down again, holding her hand against her chest, her nerve endings fried, her body already shaking. She didn’t know what the hell was happening. But something was wrong. She gazed at the man and said, “The property owner is dead.”

His gazed narrowed.

Her gut clenched. She should keep her mouth shut. She didn’t need to start anything,… but she couldn’t stop her visions or stop speaking of them. Someone had to. For some reason she saw a whole lot more here than she’d like.

Girding herself for his reaction, in a cold voice she added, “But then you already know that,… don’t you?”

His visage transformed, a black thundercloud forming. “Bitch,” he roared, storming out of the tent and dragging the little boy with him.

Not that it mattered. His face was destined to remain emblazoned in her mind for a long time to come.

But the face from the lake would be there a lot longer. That poor woman had been murdered. And even now floated undetected in the chilly water.

Queenie spun around, grabbed her Closed sign and hung it on the curtain that separated her from the front of her tent, then yanked the curtain closed.

She couldn’t do any more of this tonight. She wasn’t sure what had changed, but, for some reason, her abilities were heightened to a new level right now. And it scraped along her nerve endings to the point where she couldn’t deal with anything. She returned to the table, dropped her headpiece there and picked up her purse.

The spider raced up her arm and onto her shoulder. She involuntarily shuddered and flicked it off. Only it returned to run up her pant leg instead. She danced around, trying to shake it off.

But it was too late.

She’d seen its visions.

Something it knew. Or rather someone it knew.

Then, like a weird echo inside her brain, a tiny voice called out to her. Mommy? Is that you? Where are you?

She froze…

But that couldn’t be. Her son, Reese, had been dead for years now.

Shaking at the unbelievable horror she didn’t—couldn’t—contemplate, yet one that offered hope on a monumental scale… Unable to stop herself, she pulled out her cell phone and the card she’d kept tucked in the back of the phone case for many years. Unable to trust herself to send a text, she dialed the number on the card.

“Hello.”

Her heart slammed into her chest. She hadn’t heard that voice in so very long. She’d loved it once, just as she’d loved the man. Then hated both as her life had been ripped to pieces, and he’d been unable to fix what had happened to her son—their son. Whether he knew it or not.

Finally she found her voice. “Kirk?”

A moment’s pause followed. Then he said with a heavy sigh, “Hi, Queenie.”

Just the sound of his voice had her throat clogging with emotions, her eyes floating in unshed tears.

As her silence lengthened, he asked sharply, “Did something happen?”

She gave a strangled laugh and said, “Yes, but you won’t believe me if I explain.” And she hung up, sagging into her chair, tears burning the back of her eyes.

[image: *]*

Kirk Sanders slowly placed his phone on the desk. Queenie? After all this time? He tried to think back to the last time he’d spoken to her. It must have been at least three years—or just over? How did one reconcile the passage of time when the first time you heard a person’s voice again was as if time had never passed?

He sat at his desk, letting the comforting sounds move around him, of everyone else’s voices and keyboards clattering in the large room.

Inside he was frozen.

Why had she called? She’d always been tenacious. Almost a bulldog latching onto something and never letting it go. He’d admired that. In fact, he’d loved it. She’d been so driven, and then all hell had broken loose. Her son would be… what?… Five maybe? He’d died at eighteen months. And that had been close to three and a half years ago. Kirk hadn’t even known she’d had a son.

He’d loved her from the bottom of his heart. He’d thought he’d found forever, was willing to do anything to bottle it so he could keep it that long. But, like a puff of smoke, it had all blown up.

Like her crazy abilities—which he’d admired—and how he had defended her and them to his colleagues. She’d been fanatical about acting on her information, but sometimes she expected Kirk to jump when he couldn’t. There was such a thing as needing evidence before picking up criminals. He was a cop and couldn’t go off the reservation or work outside the law. And, when he had been unable to help her with several visions, things between them became strained.

But the Handkerchief Killer case took strained to a whole new level.

That case had blown apart their lives, and they’d separated. Over two years later—a rough two years—he had walked into the station one day to hear she’d been hospitalized. Then he’d heard about her son. She’d never mentioned him, and he’d never asked. And now it was too late for all of them. His heart tugged at the thought of the little boy who’d been so sick. She had done everything she could to help him, but, when they had both collapsed, both were rushed to the hospital, her son dying before she’d ever awoken.

Due to some mix-up with the paperwork, her son’s body had been cremated and buried. And when Queenie had regained consciousness, they’d almost lost her again when they told her the news.

She couldn’t identify the signature on the cremation order—although it was her name. She didn’t remember signing the order, but the hospital staff said she had.

He’d seen the signature. Hell, he even had a copy of the cremation order on his desktop. Something he couldn’t quite let go of. Somewhere along the line something had happened, as if she’d been unable to deal with the grief, so she’d fed on all kinds of conspiracy theories. She even wanted Kirk to open a missing person’s file. He’d tried to explain to her there was no way he could. Her son’s death, although painful, was aboveboard. It had been verified by several attending nurses and the physician. His supervisor, when he’d broached the subject of what to do, had said Queenie needed mental assistance and to recommend she get treatment—at least counseling.

That he had privately agreed at the time wasn’t something he told her. She’d fought him on it for days as he distanced himself further and further. What did one do in the face of such pain? In the face of such disbelief and the high level of fantasy? She wasn’t willing to see his side. How could he possibly see hers? And yet the mystery remained.… Who had signed the cremation order? Queenie refused to believe she’d done it. Even more so, who had buried the remains?

The mystery was just a little too unsettling for him, and he could see how it fed her own psychosis. But, at the same time, he didn’t dare let himself get sucked into it. Unfortunately he’d seen shit like this happen before, way too often.

Maybe somebody had signed it as a good deed, realizing Queenie herself would not likely make it through her own illness. Again, any number of scenarios were possible, but, as far as Queenie was concerned, her son had disappeared from the hospital’s care, and they were ultimately responsible.

And it broke his heart all over again. Because that same devotion, that same focus she’d had on various cases, was now something she was locked on to herself. To stay sane, to have any kind of life, she had to let it go.

“Kirk, what the hell’s the matter with you?”

Startled, he glanced around and looked at Peter, one of his team of detectives. “Hey, sorry. Just got a weird phone call. Tossed me back for a loop.”

“What phone call?” Peter looked at him with a frown. “It takes a lot to shake you. But you sure do look rattled.”

With a quirk of his lips, Kirk said, “Queenie.”

Peter’s eyebrows shot up toward his hairline. “That’s not just strange. That’s heading into psychotic territory. You stay away from her.”

Kirk chuckled. “I haven’t had anything to do with her for years, and, out of the blue, she calls me.”

“What did she want?”

Kirk said, staring at his monitor moodily, “Nothing. At least she never said.”

Peter asked, with a shake of his head, “She’s still out there, isn’t she?”

“I know. I thought, after all this time, she’d have been better.”

“I think, when mothers head down that path, absolutely nobody can do anything to help them. They see dead children because they want to see dead children.” He smirked. “And, for Queenie, that goes double, as she always sees dead kids.”

“You mean, she sees their spirits,” Kirk corrected. “Because she wasn’t there, she didn’t see him die, see his body afterward, so she has no closure on her son’s death.”

“Hell, when Melissa had a miscarriage,” Peter said with a heavy sigh, “I thought she’d gone off permanently. I can’t imagine what would have happened if she woke up in the hospital to find out her child was gone, and she not only didn’t get a chance to say goodbye but she didn’t even see the body or go to a funeral,… nothing.”

“Exactly. And, because of that, Queenie couldn’t let go of the thought that maybe her son was stolen, maybe somebody did something, and maybe the child was still alive somewhere. But she didn’t say anything about Reese this time. It was a weird call actually.”

“Can’t she contact him with her abilities?”

Kirk nodded. “I imagine she tried. But you know what she was like. She would get all these weird hunches and psychic visions, and sometimes there’d be voices. Sometimes there’d be pictures.”

“Nothing was normal about her visions or her abilities,” Peter said. “I’m not even sure I believe any of that shit.”

“But she did help us close dozens of cases,” Kirk said. It had been phenomenal at the time. When she had information, it was usually good information.

“Not at the end,” Peter reminded Kirk. “It was stuff somebody else could have gotten from a newspaper or something. Hell, maybe Queenie was listening in at the closest coffee shop where the cops hung out and getting tidbits from there.”

Kirk didn’t bother answering. They’d had this conversation before, although not for years. He stared at the number on his phone, jotted it down on a sticky note and stuck it to the base of his monitor. He couldn’t quite let go of the feeling that something strange was going on—and not just with her phone call.

Her voice had been strained, as if some major trauma had occurred. She’d already been through more than most people had. Yet, he also knew that to go down that path, to even pick up the phone and call her again, was to open up a hornet’s nest in his own life, and he didn’t want that either.

“You better stay away from her,” Peter warned. “She’s bad news for you.”

Not much Kirk could say to rebut that. She’d been his everything until she broke down and sent him away. But he hated to look at that time too closely. Nor could he forget about her all these years. He’d kept tabs on her after she had lost her son but always from a distance. Then he’d lost track of her. Every six months his calendar reminded him to do another search for Queenie, to find out where she was, if possible. This exercise kept him somewhat connected to Queenie and also reassured him that she was somehow still okay.

“You know what happened when your last girlfriend found out about Queenie.”

That had Kirk wincing. His ex-girlfriend Lorraine and he had been going out together for over eight months, with her angling for a ring and permanency, when she found out about Queenie after she’d called him. Lorraine had been horrified about her occupation and him by association. They’d broken up soon afterward.

His email dinged with a new message coming in. He clicked on it.

It was from Queenie. He read the garbled note and realized it was about a vision of some kind. But, once again, no names, no dates, no locations. But she also added the description of a woman who owned property on a mountain who was lying cold under the surface of her nearby lake. The property bordered that lake, and some man was trying to take the property and had murdered the woman to get the property.

Kirk sat back and picked up his cup of coffee, his heart sinking.

The trouble was, he had become a cop because he wanted to help. He then became a detective because he wanted to do more. Queenie had abilities that had allowed him to do even more. He had turned down a promotion because he wanted to remain in the field. He didn’t want to manage people. He didn’t want to manage coworkers. He just wanted to do his job.

The others had thought he was crazy. He would get a bigger paycheck, but the job would have been a much bigger headache too. He didn’t deal well with the brass above, and he would have become the middleman between them and the detectives, so not a position he wanted. But he’d been given raise after raise. Not to mention respect and multiple commendations for a job well done.

Yet, no doubt his record of solving cases had eased back because he no longer had Queenie’s assistance.

How sad was that? Most of the guys had no faith in psychics. Except the department knew and worked with a couple who were too good to not believe. Stefan Kronos was one of them. Queenie was another.

He’d asked Queenie about Stefan a time or two, and she’d just given him a blank stare, as if she didn’t know anything about him. Kirk would have thought they had an inside line to each other.

Not knowing how to reply to her current email, he shut it down. His reply would expose a door he didn’t dare open.


Chapter 2
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Sunday, Early Morning…

The next morning, Queenie walked back into her tent at the amusement park. Her gaze searched the floor, the curtains, the tabletop. Where was the spider? Feeling like a fool, she called out quietly, “Are you here?”

No response came. Just the wind, which blew through the thin fabric sides of the tent, making the interior gloomy and lonely. She groaned, pulling out her chair, searching underneath the cot and covered table.

Yesterday had been beyond unnerving between the people who had come for messages and the big man who she suspected had murdered that poor woman in the lake. And then, of course, there was what she thought was the child’s voice and the very real phone call to Kirk.

She had barely slept all night.

Any contact with Kirk was guaranteed to jar her nerves for days. He’d been her lifeline, her grounding rod, in a chaotic world of murders and lost children and desperate family members searching for the truth to terrible crimes. Kirk had been instrumental in closing more than a dozen cases for people who had come to her for help. But she’d cared too much… She hadn’t any defenses against the wounds of what humanity would inflict upon itself. When the last case blew up, it had broken her. Sure they’d gone on to find the serial killer but not before he’d taken his final victim—a woman she’d been desperate to save… and failed.

She went into hiding, like any animal, refusing to talk to anyone—including Kirk. She’d chased him away—and had further splintered her fragile emotional state into pieces.

She had turned her back on him and the other cops, desperately needing to find some peace inside. She’d ended up at a seaside community, renting a small place. Every day she had just walked the beach, trying so very hard to let go of all the pain and the trauma that had taken up residence in her mind, her brain. The memories were like a disease, festering away at her—she wasn’t eating, barely drinking. Her body was a bone rack. But somehow, walking the beach, watching the waves roll over her feet, listening to the seagulls cry above, she could feel some of her own sense of calm returning. But it hadn’t been long afterward that another truth had finally sunk in.

At the time, the trauma circling through her brain was so all encompassing that she hadn’t seen the signs, hadn’t even listened. But a miracle had happened among all that chaos. She was pregnant.

It was obviously Kirk’s child, and, yet separated from the man, she clung to that little bit of Kirk, that part of her just so desperate to find some good in all that had gone so wrong. Overjoyed, she’d started to eat better, to sleep more. She knew she looked instantly better just because she was always smiling now. She walked for miles, hours on end, working through the emotional baggage she’d picked up from all her work, read fanatically on how to let go, how to release all the bits of energy clinging to her so she’d be as healthy as possible for this next part of her life. Her pregnancy was important to her, and she planned to do everything right.

She also worked at a retail store part-time, and tried to rest and relax and look after herself the remainder of the time. She had vowed to walk away from the work she’d been doing to keep her stress levels down and to hopefully create a better future for her and her child.

To that end she had sought out free group therapy—from PTSD counseling to handling grief and stress—all to rid herself of the nightmares, and the daytime ones too. She had attended various such meetings around town, run by local doctors who donated their time. She had to laugh how Kirk had earlier urged her to do this, and she had adamantly refused at the time. If only he knew…

Even odder was that more than a couple of those doctors had asked her out. Dr. Jamison was particularly good-hearted, and then there was Dr. Steel. He was all ego. But it didn’t matter. She wasn’t ready to replace Kirk. She wasn’t sure she would ever be ready for that.

Regardless, the group meetings were a necessary diversion and had Queenie among living, breathing people. After all, there was no group therapy for broken psychics. Yet, her biggest improvements came from her discussions with two people not here with her.

It had taken her months of healing—months of talking to the child growing in her womb, months of talking to Kirk in her mind, always apologizing for not letting him know about his child, not letting him know this special person was coming into being. Her connection to her child grew in multiple ways daily.

The pregnancy had been rough. She’d been sick for months, had cramped constantly but had no medical insurance, so her checkups had been nonexistent. Reese’s birth, more than three weeks early, had been the most painful and the most magnificent event of her life. Because of the birth’s accelerated timing, she had decided to go to the hospital, in case of any complications, then gave birth and awaited the initial medical checkup of Reese, saying all was good with him. She and her son were gone within hours.

She and Reese had slipped out without notice, leaving what little money she had to cover a paltry part of her bill. Upon admittance, she’d given a fake address and phone number, being so broke that she’d been living in a slum hotel. That didn’t stop her from dreading any mail that arrived, fearing it would be the rest of her hospital bill. But, when it never materialized over the next year, she finally relaxed.

Her son’s arrival was so personal, and their connection was incredible and so damn deep. When Reese had stared out of those huge magnificent dark eyes, her heart had completely melted, and she’d vowed to do everything she could to keep him safe and to show him a whole lot better world than the one she lived in.

But it wasn’t to be.

She’d worked steadily, trying several menial jobs, attempting to find a balance between enough money to live on and to raise her son on and yet, not so much work that she was away from him too long. She preferred to take jobs where she could keep him with her. She had cleaning jobs and phone-answering jobs, gardening jobs, always with the condition that her son could come with her. But then she’d gotten sick, and so had he.

Without enough money for early medical treatment, she kept working, doing everything she could to get him the best that he could have, until one night when her landlord had come looking for the overdue rent. Queenie had managed to open the door, and then she’d collapsed.

When she awoke, it was too late. Her son was gone.

She would have done anything to have left this Earth with him because the pain of being left behind was so torturous. She went into a spiraling decline that nobody could talk her out of. Added to that was the hope that her son was alive. She swore she could hear him crying out for her, as if their intimate connection was unbroken—only there was no response on his side. She was knocking, but no one answered. Kind of like her relationship with Kirk.

When her fever broke and she’d finally come to in the hospital days later, her body exhausted but over the worst of it, Kirk stood there to break the news to her. She could see his own pain as he was the one delegated to tell her the harsh truth. While his sympathy was vividly real, and he was helpless but to watch her endure this horrible loss, she also glimpsed his questioning glances, looks. He was doing the mental calculations, wondering…

Not only had her son died but his body had already been cremated. She couldn’t comprehend the enormity of the shock, the loss. In her mind all she heard was his cries of pain when she had collapsed at the front door of her apartment. Added to that was the fear her son was alive, taken from her by unknown someones.

Reese’s death and funeral already completed, Kirk paid for it as a favor to her. His own son… and he didn’t know.

Her recuperation had been slow and lonely. As soon as she returned to her home, she’d set about reawakening her abilities for the sole purpose of contacting Reese. “Didn’t I?” she murmured softly.

Yep, and it worked, didn’t it? Her son’s light laughter around her made her smile, as always, but now she wanted to cry at the same time.

It had taken her a long time to contact Reese, her own abilities rusty and the tunnel between the two that she’d forged was subsequently broken through illness and death. But she’d survived and that connection—different now than it had been—was more precious than anything anyone else could imagine. To know he was there, not always and not for long, but those few moments gave her a sweetness she’d thought she’d lost forever. This kept a smile on her face when nothing else could.

Terrified that if she didn’t continue to use her abilities, she’d lose her connection to her son, she worked at the amusement park as the Queen Seer to provide answers for five dollars a question. A misfit of all misfits, she’d felt right at home. And she’d been here ever since.

Only she was stronger now. Her abilities clearer.

Even three and a half years later, whenever she heard about missing children cases, they broke her heart. Or, if little children came into her tent, her heart stuttered in pain—her loss of Reese still so damn hard to fathom. One didn’t get over such a tremendous loss easily.

Initially after Reese’s death, she had seen grief therapists, three to be exact. Spending her grocery budget on this new expense seemed to be the wiser choice. Yet everyone grieves in their own way. None of the counselors were quite right for her. Two were men, so Queenie had sought out a third, a woman. But still, she wasn’t a mother. Funny but the very institution that had never really accepted Queenie had provided her with free counseling after her son’s death. And the police department shrink had been by far the best fit. Still, it didn’t last for long. Meeting at the police department and reminded of all her losses—Reese, Kirk, her work with the police, her confidence in her gift—wasn’t conducive for a proper psychological and emotional healing.

So Queenie sought out some spiritual help. She spoke with two rabbis, a female Methodist preacher, a Catholic priest, a Baptist minister and some nondenominational church leaders. Each were of some solace when she was in their presence, but nothing stuck. Nothing helped afterward.

There was no training for this. No way to rid herself of the guilt that ate incessantly at her soul. She’d promised to look after Reese, but she’d failed. She’d have done anything for her son to get that second chance to keep him safe. To give him a future… In the back of her mind, she wondered, Had she spoken to Kirk back then, would he have been interested in being a father? Would he have helped? Only she’d been a mess when they had split. An unstable mess.

That was the last memory he had of her. And she’d been too terrified that he’d take away her son. Afraid she was unfit to be the mother of his child.… Maybe he’d have been right. But she’d tried. Dear Lord, she’d tried. And Kirk didn’t know how much she’d changed. He didn’t know how much joy having her child in her arms had brought her. How it had turned her life around so much so that she’d finally started looking after herself.

She shook off her memories, focusing on the present. Her gloomy tent. The absence of the curious messenger spider. She looked around for him quickly one more time. No luck. Then she stepped out of the doorway to her tent and took several deep breaths.

Behind her a voice called out. “Hey, are you opening up early today?”

She glanced over at Brutus the Strong Man and tossed him a bright smile. “Nope, certainly not. I came in early to see if I needed to clean up.”

The lie came smoothly to her lips. One of the things she didn’t like about her current lifestyle was the secret she kept and her need for subterfuge. If she were to tell any of them that she hoped her deceased son was alive, they would look at her as if she were ready to be locked up. How could she explain? But the mother genes inside her wouldn’t be silenced. Reese was a reality she wouldn’t give up.

Brutus walked in her tent, looked around and said, “What possible cleaning could there be?” He glanced at her sideways. “You look like shit.”

She glared at him. “Your manners haven’t improved.”

“Why the hell should they?” He gave his big shoulders a shrug. “Nobody gives a damn what we do here. You know that.”

At those words, she had to nod. “Isn’t that the truth?”

“Did you eat?”

The question came out abruptly. Brutus, for all his size and the rough look to him, was really a caregiver. His methodology might leave a little to be desired, but he cared. “I had a banana.”

He fisted his hands on his hips. His muscles bulged, and the cords in his neck stood out. “Get your ass over to Betty and make sure you get some food.”

“I doubt I could keep anything down,” she admitted. “I had a really rough night again.”

“Are you pregnant?”

She gave a bitter laugh. “You’re kidding, right?”

“Any number of guys here would love to be with you,” he said. “You don’t have to be alone if you don’t want to be.”

She wondered at the truth of that. She gave a quick nod. “Maybe I’m just not ready.” She brushed past him, trying to avoid contact.

But he reached out and grabbed her hand. “You can’t always be so isolated,” he growled.

Visions of his world came, images of Betty and him together. At least they were happy images, joyful images. He released her hand, and she gave him a gentle smile.

“You don’t know the truth,” she said quietly. “Some things can never be shared.” And she walked farther into the sunshine. But she wondered at her own statement. She’d have sworn she could have shared anything with Kirk. But she’d chased him away—something she’d regretted ever since.

Inside, she admitted she’d hoped he would return, but it wasn’t to be. And, as she thought about the condition she’d been in, it made sense that he hadn’t. She’d been a wreck and likely to take down everyone close to her.

Comparing the inside of her dark tent to the outside was almost symbolic of her world. So much of her life was caught up with everybody else’s pain, everybody else’s problems. She had to escape that darkness when she was left alone with everybody else’s worries and fears.

She walked briskly toward Brutus’s trailer that he shared with Betty. They’d been together as a couple for a good dozen years. It wasn’t the first time Queenie had had to knock on Betty’s door for food. Queenie should have some money coming in, but she would use it now to hire another detective to do another search. She didn’t know how the heck to get the type of research she needed. Who the hell knew anything about psychic message-delivering spiders? And where had that little bugger gone anyway?

“There you are, child.” Betty was massive. But her smile was just as big, and her heart outsized both of them.

Queenie sighed. “Brutus sent me over. He says I’m not eating enough.”

Betty was wise beyond her years. Although only in her mid-thirties, she had the air of an eighty-year-old about her. “You probably told him you had eaten something to hide the fact that you had nothing, right?”

“How is it you always know?” Queenie grumbled. “I thought I was supposed to be the psychic.”

“Oh, you’re psychic all right. You just don’t want anybody to know you’re the real deal,” Betty said with a big laugh. And, when she laughed, all her chins waggled and her arms moved as if they were alive.

It was fascinating. And so very different than Queenie’s skinny frame.

Betty laughed again and said, “I wish I could give you twenty pounds.”

Queenie admitted in a soft voice, “I wish you could too.”

Betty pushed the trailer door open wider. “Come on in. We’ve got leftover pancakes from breakfast.”

“Pancakes. I haven’t had those since I was here last week,” Queenie said, attempting a joke.

“Maybe I made a few extra in case you wanted to stop by. I heard you had a bit of a rough day yesterday.”

Her mouth full of flapjacks, Queenie shot her a sideways look but stayed quiet.

“You know you can’t hide anything around here.” Betty settled her bulk comfortably on the big bench across from Queenie. Betty picked up a coffee carafe and filled a cup. She pushed it toward Queenie.

Queenie stared at it, wanting it almost as much as she did the flapjacks. She took a breather from inhaling the food and lifted the hot brew, inhaling the aroma. “You make the best coffee.”

“And you might even get a second cup if you tell me what the hell went wrong yesterday.”

“Who said anything went wrong?”

“Well, Carlos went looking for you when the line at your tent was at least ten deep, and he couldn’t find you. At one point he was ranting and raving because you weren’t doing your job.”

Queenie winced, a motion she tried to hide but knew Betty would have caught it anyway. “Yeah, well, I had a couple rough moments there.”

“Care to share?”

Deliberately Queenie cut a big stack of pancakes and shoved it in her mouth. If nothing else it gave her a chance to think. Nobody pulled the wool over Betty’s eyes. She was good. But she came from the heart, and that made it even harder to bluff. “Which part? The spider that created visions in my fake crystal ball or the young boy who will die in three days or that last guy I spoke to who had murdered a woman,” she finally said, her voice low.

Betty gasped and leaned forward. “Really? Did you get any murder details?”

Queenie shook her head. “Not really. Just a woman floating at one end of a lake caught in the weeds under the surface. But her property is there. It borders the lake itself. This guy was trying to buy it. He asked me if he would get it, and that’s when I saw her, and I told him that he already knew the answer to that question. He got really, really angry and pulled the poor little boy he was with out of the tent. But he left an air of evil, and I just couldn’t stay afterward.”

Betty stared at her, wordless.

Queenie took the moment to eat another large bite.

“And what’s this about a spider?”

That was much harder to explain. But typical of Betty to move right along to the next topic. Queenie finished the flapjacks, picked up the coffee, took a big sip and sat back with a happy sigh. “I’m not sure what’s with the spider. But there was a spider, and it reached up and touched my crystal ball. And you and I both know that nothing makes the inside of that ball change. But this time the inside of my crystal ball swirled with a white cloud. That last man, the murderer, was going to kill the spider, but I saved it. Then, after the man left, I was trying to flick the spider off. The whole time it’s as if he was looking at me– communicating with me, and I thought I heard a little boy in my head calling out, Mommy, Mommy.”

A call that had nearly crippled her. But that part wasn’t something she could share.

“Honey, you’ve got to stop following those missing kid cases,” Betty said. “They’re killing you.”

Of course Betty didn’t know about Reese. Queenie took a deep breath. “I know. I know that, but it’s hard. So many people are in need out there.”

An odd silence followed as Betty continued to study Queenie. She had hoped Betty would be satisfied with what she had heard so far. The trouble was, Betty had the natural curiosity of anyone and some of the sight herself. “Did you recognize the child’s voice?”

Queenie gave her a bitter smile. “No. It’s never that easy, you know? No names ever come, no dates, no locations. Wouldn’t it be nice if I could go to the cops and say, Hey, there’s a murdered woman in the lake up at so and so. Here’s the longitude and latitude coordinates. You want to run up and grab her? And, by the way, the guy who murdered her is standing beside me with a little kid.”

Her tone was bitter. She’d been through this time and time again with Betty. But she at least understood and had seen the struggle Queenie had gone through.

“Well, you can’t just run away again,” she said comfortably.

That stopped Queenie in her tracks. “Run away?”

“Honey, you work at an amusement park. Off the grid from the real world. You’re either looking for something or running away from something.”

“Maybe it’s both,” Queenie said. She reached across and refilled her coffee cup. She stared down at it. “It still doesn’t change the fact I feel like I have to leave soon.”

Betty sighed. “I wish you wouldn’t.”

Queenie’s mind immediately said, I wish I didn’t have to. “I’ll try to stay and make it work,” Queenie promised. “But you know it yourself. When you get that feeling that you’ve got to go, then you’ve got to listen.”

“You’ve got friends here,” Betty said. “You can get cheap food, a place to stay if you need to. This is home.”

“What kind of a home is it though, for me?” Queenie asked, her voice gentle. “You have Brutus. I don’t have anyone. As a future, this isn’t a whole lot to look forward to.”

“That’s just part of what you’re running away from. You came to the amusement park world to get away, not to arrive here. Brutus and me, we’re here because we want to be. You’re here because you don’t want to be somewhere else,” Betty said quietly. “Maybe you need a change of attitude?”

“Or maybe just a whole new life would be nice too.” She smiled, giving herself a good mental head shake to smarten up. “As usual your cooking is divine.”

Betty gave a big belly laugh again. “You can hardly say that. You come here so starving that I don’t think it would matter what I fed you. You just want the food to fill that small stomach of yours.”

“At least it’s awesome food, so I get the pleasure out of that at the same time.” Queenie gave her a big grin. She leaned closer and said, “Did Carlos say anything more?”

Betty shook her head. “No. Haven’t even seen him this morning.”

“Good. I’ll head back to my tent and open up and will be there extra long today. If I’m making lots of money, he might forget about yesterday.”

“Tell him that you were sick. But don’t ever tell him about that murdered woman.”

“Right. I know. He’d start selling my services to the police and take a cut for himself,” Queenie said. “And I did that for free for long enough.”

“Would you do it for money?” Betty asked curiously.

Queenie stopped in the act of getting up from the bench seat. “I don’t know. It’s easy to say no in theory, but, when you’re starving, money can make all the difference.” She straightened, walked over to the kitchen counter and placed her plate and cup in the sink.

“Don’t bother washing them,” Betty said. “I’ve got to wash up the others anyway.”

Queenie turned to look back at her friend and smiled. “You’re a good person.”

A peculiar look came over Betty’s face, no longer with any hint of laughter. “I’m not, you know?” she said. “I was at one time, but I took a wrong path too. I did some things I’m not proud of. And now? Well, now I try to live my life the best way I can, but I know that those mistakes will always be there.”

Queenie stared at Betty for a long moment. Queenie didn’t know if she should ask more questions or not. It was the first time Betty had ever really opened up about the other areas of her life. So many of the people here had secrets. Then people everywhere had secrets. Including Queenie.

She walked over, squeezed Betty’s shoulder and said, “I think the best any of us can do is be the person we want to be, should always have been, from this moment on. I don’t know if there’s forgiveness in this world. I’ve seen so much of the ugliness that I hope a great big pit of black lava awaits for those who have been complete assholes. But, since so many of them got a free pass instead, I’m afraid they’ll get another pass if there’s a life after this. So I can only focus on this moment and hope all the rest takes care of itself.”

“You say the right words, girl,” Betty said. “But I don’t think you’re following your own advice. You’re so caught up in the past that you can’t see the future right in front of you.”

Queenie walked to the trailer door, cast a glance back and said, “No, maybe not. But I am trying.” And she went out and closed the door.

Moving slowly, Queenie walked back to her tent. Her bad night preyed on her, but, now that she’d had some food, the world didn’t look quite so rough. And it was foolish. She was certainly capable of feeding herself, but some days she just didn’t care. She hated to think other people pitied her. But she’d lost her trust in people a long time ago.

[image: *]*

Kirk’s phone rang just then. It was the intake desk out front. “A young woman here says her mother is missing,” Sandy said.

“And?” he asked gently. “Is that a current case or an open case?”

“Neither,” she replied. “But I think she feels like nobody will believe her. Which makes you the perfect guy for her to talk to.”

At the hard click on the other end of the phone, he sighed and replaced the receiver. “So Sandy’s trying to give me a woman who can’t find her mother.”

“Ha, ha,” Peter said. “Glad Sandy likes you and not me.”

“I don’t know about that,” Kirk said. Standing, he reached for a notepad. “She seems to pigeonhole these people and send them in my direction. I don’t get it.”

“And yet you always do really well with her assignments.” Peter smirked. “Maybe she’s psychic.”

Kirk snorted. After spending enough time with a real psychic, it was pretty hard to miss it in other people, but he didn’t think he’d ever seen it with Sandy. Then again, maybe some psychics knew how to hide their abilities. Where Queenie seemed to run on the edge, her abilities completely overwhelming her, Sandy would be the kind of person who would run her day and allow the abilities in only if and when she felt she was ready. He walked out to the intake area and talked to Sandy, getting the daughter’s name. Lee-Anne Jenkins. He called out for her.

A young woman stood, clutching her hands together, and walked toward him. He judged her age to be somewhere around her late twenties. He held the door open for her. “Let’s go where we can talk.” He led her into one of the small interrogation rooms and motioned at the chair for her to sit down. “Now what can I do for you?”

“My mom,” she said quietly. “She’s missing. Has been missing for weeks.”

He thrummed his fingers on the notepad. “When did you last hear from her?”

The young woman winced. “About three weeks ago.”

“How often do you speak?”

“We used to talk once every few days to a week. Then we had an argument, and I told her that I wouldn’t call her until she decided to be a little more amiable.” Tears came to the young woman’s eyes. “But I didn’t mean it. I was just so angry.”

“And then what happened?”

She shrugged. “A couple weeks passed. I’d been sick,” she said by way of explanation. “Later I called her but got no answer. And I called again and again and again. Her phone just keeps ringing.”

“Did you go see her?”

“No. I don’t have a car. She lives on Mable Lake. Her property borders the lake. It’s acreage that she’s had several offers on because it’s so picturesque,” the woman said. “But she’s never wanted to sell. She plans on staying there until she is old and gray.”

“Anybody in particular trying to buy the place?”

The young woman shrugged. “I don’t really know names. She got a big offer in the million-dollar range which I wanted her to take. That was the reason behind our fight. My mother is broke. It’s all she can do to pay the taxes every year. She needs better food. She can
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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