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Chapter 1

MERANDA
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Sitting in the passenger seat of the blue Hyundai Veloster we rented at the airport, I studied Dad’s face. His sand-colored hair and light tanned skin bore no resemblance to mine. Did it ever bother him that Rocco and I both look like Mom? Looked.  He seemed hopeful as I turned the knobs on the radio to find something to drown the silence out; I needed him to not talk to me. A lady was giving the weather forecast and it was the best thing I had heard all day. Suddenly, the sound of the ukulele was like a blow to my diaphragm. No. Don’t look at him. I momentarily lost my breath and my stomach flopped as if I were falling. Mom’s favorite song: the one we played at the funeral. 

Somewhere Over the Rainbow, recorded by Israel Kamakawiwo'ole'.

I pretended to not notice the song, but I was paralyzed. I couldn’t bring myself to reach up and change the station. I fought it as hard as I could, but I was brought back to that day. 

Mom’s friend Bane played the song on his ukulele. I watched his fingers strum and pluck the strings as he sang. Tears streamed down his brown face, but his voice never cracked. Bane and Mom were friends since infancy. He was the only person in the world who knew everything about her. Everyone from the island came to see Mom and Rocco laid to rest. All the mourners wore bright colors and their necks adorned with leis. 

When it was time to scatter their ashes in the ocean, I couldn’t get on my board. Dad, Bane, and some of the other doctors at Mom’s hospital got into a yellow canoe and carried their ashes out in gourds. It was a tradition in Mom’s family to have a burial at sea. I watched from land, squishing the sand between my toes as Bane’s wife Alana hugged my shoulders. 
“It’s not too late, we can ride out together,” she said to me. 
“I can’t. It should have been me,” I said, watching the canoe shrink until it was a yellow blob on the horizon. I collapsed to the ground clenching fists full of wet sand. The scent of salt water enveloped me as my tears mixed with the sea. I stayed there until someone dragged me home when it was over.

I hadn’t cried since Mom and Rocco’s funeral. I must have cried everything I had until there was nothing left to come out. Suddenly, Dad cleared his throat. The radio was off. How long was I daydreaming? He was talking but I didn’t hear what he was saying because I was thinking about home. Dad pulled into an almost empty parking lot next to a brick building with red awnings above the windows.
“Where are we?” I asked.
“Just outside of Boston. This is Vinny’s, the pizza place I was telling you about.” he said.
“Oh, yeah,” I feigned recollection.
Walking in, the aroma of cheese and garlic hugged us at the door. We sat at a table with two chairs and a red gingham tablecloth. I almost thought we were under dressed until I saw the crayons on the table and the man with the goofy mustache on the menu. Dad told the waitress we didn’t need the menus. He ordered us both root beers in frosty mugs and a medium pizza with ham and pineapple to share. I prayed that the food would come quickly so I wouldn’t have to suffer through conversation. 

“You know, they call it a Hawaiian pizza, but it actually originated in Canada. That’s why they call the ham Canadian bacon,” Dad said to me with his eyebrows raised waiting for a reply. 

“Cool,” I said in monotone. 

About fifteen minutes crawled by slowly as I stared out the window. Dad’s words were a baritone melody nearly lulling me to sleep. Finally, our pizza arrived. The scent of warm pineapple flowed from the pizza and commanded me into memory. We had pineapple on the boat. Rocco loved pineapple. He ate it almost every day, fresh from the trees in our yard. I used to tell him he would turn into a pineapple if he wasn’t more careful. I tried to fight the memory, but it came back to me again.

The sun was orange, and the waves were mellow. Mom was wearing her green and white hibiscus print bathing suit that complimented her long chestnut hair and shimmery tanned skin. Rocco was sitting on the floor of the boat playing with his toy cars and trucks. He was wearing his lime green life vest. Mom was watching him and smiling as the wind blew Rocco’s long brown locks into his face.

The clouds rolled in, and the sky darkened suddenly. The waves, now jagged, crashed hard against the side of the boat. 

“Meranda, it’s about time we head home,” Mom said to me.

“Mana, it’s time for home,” Rocco repeated. 

I turned to pull up the anchor just as a wave hit the side of the boat with such force that I was sent flying into the ocean. I landed hard on my back against the water and the wind was knocked out of me. Struggling to resurface and catch my breath, I fought hard to get my head above the water. I desperately tried to make it back to the boat and yelled for Mom, who I thought was probably already throwing the life preserver out to me; she wasn’t there. My view inside the boat was blocked, so I was unsure if Rocco was still there. 

In a panic I searched the surface of the water but all I could see were waves. I took in a deep breath and went under searching for Mom and Rocco, but I couldn’t see them. I came up for air and repeated my search three more times. Nothing. The last time I came up, the lime green of Rocco’s life vest bobbed on the horizon. I swam furiously the fifty feet to the vest but as I got closer, Rocco wasn’t in it. My baby brother was gone. Mom was gone. There was a sharp pain at the back of my head, and everything went dark. 

“Meranda, I think you will really like it in Holy Orchard if you give it a chance. You have an entire family: a grandmother, aunts and cousins who can’t wait to meet you,” Dad said, snapping me out of my daydream. I continued to stare out the window refusing to acknowledge that I heard my dad speaking to me. If they are so great, why did it take fifteen years and losing Mom and Rocco for you to tell me about them? “Honey, you will still be able to surf, it will just be a little different from what you are used to. I loved Massachusetts when I was your age,” Dad said trying to convince me I had something to look forward to. Hence why you left?

***
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Shortly after taking the exit off the interstate, there was a sign that said, “Welcome to Holy Orchard.” Dad pointed to the sign and said, “Meranda! Look! We’re almost there!”

I was horrified to see the part that said, “Population 981.” Could this get any worse?

“Dad?! There’s only 981 people in this town?” I grumbled. 

“Well, now there’s 983,” he said using his dad humor.

We slowed to stop at a stop sign and there were rows of big houses with lots of windows. Every yard seemed to have an apple tree or two in it. We took a right on Apple Tree Road. Really? How original. We drove up on what must have been the main street in town because we quickly came upon store fronts. They were beautiful old buildings that looked like they had been maintained well. Fresh paint and no cracks like I would expect of something so old.  Dad pointed out all the places that this or that happened, but I was not interested in listening. 

An elderly man was mowing a lawn, two girls riding their bikes, and a woman in yoga pants walked a golden retriever. 

“Up here on the right, the blue one,” Dad said pointing to a large blue Victorian house with white trim. He pulled into the driveway and a woman with blond curly hair stepped out onto the porch. “We’re here.”
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Chapter 2

MERANDA
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Dad turned off the ignition and popped the trunk with the press of a button. We both got out of the car, and I looked around at my new home. Apparently, the blond woman was my grandma. She didn’t look like what I imagined a grandma to look like. She had long curly blond hair with the start of crow’s feet in the corners of her eyes. She was wearing a yellow and blue floral summer dress and flip flops. The way she ran to the car and hugged my dad, I knew she couldn’t be anyone but my grandma.

“Oh, Nathan! My Nathan is home!” she cried, with a single tear gliding down her cheek. “And Meranda! My beautiful granddaughter! You look just like your mother!” she said hugging me tight. She knew my mom. I was usually uncomfortable around strangers, but I was at ease in her arms. I took in a deep breath and inhaled the intoxicating scent of her. Lavender. It was strange like I had known her my whole life. 

Grandma held me out in front of her, smiling, “You have such a lovely tan. Are you hungry? I baked banana bread. Do you like apple pie? I have a roast in the crock pot.”

I felt strange. I was so angry and hostile moments before arriving, but suddenly I felt... pleasant? Maybe it was the calming effects of the lavender that swirled around me when Grandma hugged me, or maybe everything wasn’t as terrible as I thought it was. I took too long pondering my sudden change in emotion and forgot that Grandma had asked me a question. 

“Don’t be rude. Answer your grandmother,” Dad said.

“Oh, Darling. She isn’t being rude. She is just taking in her new surroundings. Come inside, sweetheart. I will show you to your room. You are probably exhausted after that flight. How long was it?” Grandma asked as she took my hand to guide me inside. 

“Umm, eighteen and a half hours if you count the layover in Seattle,” I said as I followed her inside. 

“Was it your first time on an airplane?” Grandma asked.

“Yes. I’m not a fan,” I grumbled. 

Grandma smiled with a look of empathy. “I never enjoyed flying either,” she said as she stopped in the entry way. “This is the foyer. We hang our coats in here on these hooks. It’s nice and warm out now, but it gets cold in the winter. We take our shoes off in here, too.”

Grandma slid off her flip flops, while Dad and I followed her lead. I set my sandals next to hers and Dad set his next to mine. Grandma took my hand again and led me into the room to the left.

“This is the living room,” Grandma said, pausing to allow me to look around.

The floor was beautiful hardwood. It was dark colored, but I wasn’t sure what kind. Black walnut maybe, but I was no expert. There was a blue sofa and two chairs to match. White curtains with large blue flowers framed the sides of a giant window overlooking the front yard. An empty fireplace sat at the end of the room and a painting of four children hung above it. Grandma noticed me staring at the painting.

“Ah, I had that painting done of the only photograph that existed with all four of my children in it. My sweet Sarah passed away in infancy,” Grandma said with a glossiness in her eyes and a slight crack in her voice. My intuition told me she was remembering something sad. 

“Sarah? Dad is that where I got my middle name?” I asked, suddenly intrigued.

“Yes, your mother and I agreed to name you Meranda Sarah after my mother and baby sister who was only with us a short time,” Dad said. 

“Your name is Meranda, too?” I asked, turning to face my grandma. 

“It sure is, my dear. I was enormously proud when your dad told me he was naming you after me,” she said, smiling.

There was an opening, and I took it. “Why didn’t my dad tell me about you?” I asked, as if he wasn’t standing right there. “Why weren’t you in my life?”

Dad opened his mouth as his face transformed into surprise and anger. I was sure he was going to yell or scold me, but Grandma put her hand up to stop him before he could speak.  

“Darling, your dad and I weren’t on the best of terms when you were born. Please don’t be angry with him. There will be plenty of time to talk about the past, but it’s all water under the bridge. I am just so excited to have the two of you home and I am looking forward to introducing you to the rest of your family. They want to let you get settled in first, though. They are coming for dinner tomorrow.”

I wanted to ask more questions. I wanted to hear more, but Grandma’s words were enough. At least for that moment. After a brief pause, Grandma smiled and continued the tour. She led us through to the library which doubled as her office. It smelled inviting, like old books and patchouli. There was a reading nook with large pink cushions. I noticed a lamp with a gold base and a white and floral shade. We didn’t spend much time in there, but I would check it out later when I had more time to myself. 

Grandma seemed to sense the moment I became too tired to enjoy the tour. “How about I show you to your room, so you can take a nap before dinner? I can show you the rest of the house later,” she said sweetly. 

I yawned and nodded as she led me up a staircase lined with a wall of family photos. I held onto the banister and followed closely up the stairs. My dad followed behind us. 

“Nathan, your room is where you left it. You are free to redecorate if you choose. I kept everything the same,” Grandma said with a little sadness in her voice as Dad walked ahead and went to his room. She seemed to snap out of it quickly and smiled as she looked back at me. “Your aunt Sarah’s old room sat empty for many years after she died. We used it as a nursery for your cousins when they lived here. It’s been several years since it’s been used. Maybe you can liven it up again. When you are feeling up to it, we can go shopping for some things to make it more personal.”

Grandma led me down a hall of rooms. We passed a large painting of red and orange flowers. “Those are poppies. My favorite flower. Your grandfather Samuel painted it for me, many years ago,” she said smiling like she was remembering fondly. 

“Where is he?” I asked. “My grandfather?”

“Oh, my dear, he passed away when your dad was a little boy. He had a bad heart. He was a good man and an amazing painter. You would have loved him,” she said.

At the end of the hall was an open door. Grandma led me through it. “Like I said, we can go shopping later this week and redecorate. You just get settled in and I will be downstairs in the kitchen. The bathroom is right across the hall and your dad’s room is next to that.” Grandma smiled and closed the door gently. 
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Chapter 3

GRACE
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Staring up at the ceiling, I laid down on my freshly made four-poster bed, holding Tinkerbell on my chest. Tinkerbell was a fuzzy orange kitten that I had been fostering. She lost her mother and needed to be bottle fed around the clock. Her eyes weren’t even open yet when I got her, but at that moment they were as blue as sapphire. As I looked deeply into Tink’s eyes, the sapphire around the psychic’s neck came into memory.

Emily, Bess, Olivia, and I walked through the gate of the County Fair. The fragrant smell of barnyard and fried food was in the air. We were on a mission as we walked past the Ferris wheel and straight on to the psychic’s trailer. The sounds of laughter and delighted fearful screams surrounded us as the sun disappeared below the horizon. Genevieve the Psychic was dressed like a cheesy fortune teller. The door of her trailer had a purple and blue beaded curtain, and she was robed like a gypsy in gold and blue. A large sapphire pendant dangled from her neck. 

Olivia, known to us as “Liv,” had no confidence in Genevieve the Psychic. She complained the whole way to the fair and was agitated the entire time. The rest of us were confident in Genevieve’s abilities. We did our research. Genevieve was an expert, and she was difficult to find, but we found her. 

She invited us into her trailer. A pullout bed was open in the back with several boxes stacked on top. The table had a square of green velour draped over it like a tablecloth and there was a fancy crystal ball in the middle. Genevieve excused herself to use the restroom and asked us to wait. Liv suggested we not waste our money and ditch while the psychic was gone. 

“This is stupid. We are really going to pay this lady thirty dollars apiece to give us some generic reading that she gives everyone who comes to see her?” Liv whispered. 

Bess started to lose her nerve as well. “Maybe she’s right. She looks like a phony.” 

“I promise, if this doesn’t work, I will personally reimburse all of your money. This is going to work; I can feel it. She is going to know something.” I pleaded with the group.

Tinkerbell purred loudly as she curled up to my neck. I gently cradled her and brought her over to the pet carrier I had been keeping her in. I laid her on the blue fleece blanket and closed the carrier door. A wooden box with a triquetra carved into the top sat on top of my vanity. I walked over, opened the lid, and peered inside. My money was stashed in that box and at that moment I had $300 in tips I saved from my summer job waitressing at the café. It was time I accepted the fact that I had to reimburse my friends the cost of that psychic. I plopped down on my bed defeated, remembering what the psychic said.

“Your magic is not powerful enough because you are missing a person. There is another witch who is destined to be part of your coven. With her, your magic will be much stronger,” Genevieve the psychic said.

“Really? How do we find her?” I asked as I leaned closer. 

“Well, you wait. As I said, she is destined to come, she is just far away and completely unaware that she is a witch,” Genevieve replied as she pushed her chair back to stand.

“How do you know this?” Liv asked in a snotty tone, glaring at the psychic.

“You don’t have to believe me, but I am a psychic and you girls came to me, remember?”

“There is really nothing we can do to find her?” Emily asked sincerely. 

“Well, I suppose you could do a spell to call a lost witch, but we are out of time. I have a line waiting.”

Everyone stood up as Genevieve walked to the door of the trailer to lead us out. 

“Do you have a spell to call a lost witch?” I asked before she opened the door.

“What kind of witches are you? Do you not have a Book of Shadows or mothers or grandmothers who have practiced magic? Surely you can figure out how to call a witch?” She said rushing us out the door. 

My cell phone chimed to alert me of an incoming text. I recognized the tone as the one I had set for Liv and expected it to be a text demanding the money I owed her for the psychic. We found a spell to call a lost witch in the Grimoire my grandmother gave me before she died last year. We performed the ritual and spell in the woods the day after we visited the psychic at the fair. 

There was a note in Grandmother’s handwriting that said if the spell worked, our missing witch would come to us within two weeks. That night would be two weeks exactly and there had been no sign of our missing witch. I looked at my phone to read Liv’s text and found that she was only asking me to cover her shift at the café tomorrow morning. I replied, “Yes.” 

Car doors slammed outside. It sounded like someone was at my house. Mrs. Wickstrom from next door shouted excitedly, “Oh, Nathan! My Nathan is home! And Meranda! My beautiful granddaughter! You look just like your mother!”

I ran to my window and looked to my neighbor’s house. There was a man and a teenage girl about my age standing in the driveway next door. She had long brown hair and tan skin. She was wearing a blue t-shirt with writing that I couldn’t read and khaki shorts.  It worked. That has to be her!
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Chapter 4

MERANDA
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The walls were papered in a sage green with pink roses. I didn’t mind it. I looked around the room and every piece of furniture was white. There was a full size four poster bed with pink and green bedding. It was so inviting after my long flight and car ride. I sat down on the bed and noticed the mirror on the vanity across the room. My reflection was tired, staring back at me. I do look like my mom. 

Exhaustion was creeping in, but I wanted to explore everything. I got up and searched around in all the drawers of the dresser and the vanity. I opened the wardrobe cabinet. That was empty too. I walked over to the window on the other side of the bed and found several packages addressed to my grandma from Hawaii. I almost forgot we sent some of my things. I opened the first box and smiled as Rocco’s stuffed cheetah stood out among my journal, a stack of neatly folded t-shirts, a framed photo of me and my best friend Leilani, and the boho bag she made for me as a going away present. My tears streamed quickly down my face, but I continued smiling. 

After rummaging through my things for about twenty minutes, I needed to take that nap. I pulled back the duvet and pushed some of the overstuffed pillows off to the side. I laid down, hugged Rocco’s cheetah to my chest, and closed my eyes. When I opened them, my grandma was standing over the bed smiling. 

“Grandma! You startled me!” I said, my voice shaking.

“Oh dear, I am sorry. I didn’t want to let you sleep too much longer. You already missed dinner and you slept all through the night,” Grandma said as I sat up.

“It’s morning?” I asked, almost not believing her.

“You slept so soundly. I unpacked your suitcases and put your clothes in the wardrobe. I hope you don’t mind. I wanted it to feel like you’ve moved in.”

“No, I don’t mind. I can’t believe I didn’t wake up. I am usually such a light sleeper,” I said, still amazed that it was morning.

“I knew you were tired. It was almost magical how deeply you were sleeping. Anyway, your dad wants to take us to breakfast at Ruth’s Café downtown. They have home cooking almost as good as mine. Hop in the shower and come down when you are ready. Take your time, dear.”

Grandma left my room and closed the door behind her. I set Rocco’s cheetah on the vanity and searched in the filled wardrobe for something to wear. A red summer dress with large white flowers on it stood out from the rest. Works for me.  I selected a clean white bra and panties, then I headed for the door.

The bathroom was across the hall from my room. I walked in and instantly noticed the teal brick-style tiles and the white claw-footed tub in the middle of the room near the window. There was a white sink on a pedestal, a large mirror above it and a stand-up shower with a glass door in the corner. I closed the bathroom door and got ready for the day.
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GRACE
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My shift at Ruth’s Café started at 5:30 AM. All morning I had the regular customers coming in for coffee and breakfast. Even though I never drank it, I’ve always loved the smell of coffee and it was extra strong today. Tony rang the bell that signaled one of my orders was ready. I walked up to the window and pulled down two plates of blueberry smile pancakes (two blueberries for the eyes and a slice of bacon for the mouth) and a plate with a veggie omelet with extra cheese for table four. 

At table four sat my favorite customers- Mr. Bardley and his six-year-old twins (one boy and one girl.) Bardley and the twins had been coming to Ruth’s Café every Sunday morning since they were born, while Mrs. Bardley hosted the weekly Women of Holy Orchard tea at their house. I’d become a pro at carrying three plates at once by resting one of the pancake orders on my arm and balancing carefully all the way to their table. I set Mr. Bardley’s plate down first, so that I could use my free hand to grab the plate resting on my arm. I set one order of pancakes in front of Morgan (the girl twin) first and the other plate in front of Brayden (the boy twin.)

“Why do you always give my sister her pancakes first?” Brayden asked me.

“Well, because she’s always sitting the farthest away. It wouldn’t be polite to reach over your food to give her a plate, would it?” I asked. 

Brayden stared at me quizzically and announced to the table that he would be sitting by the wall next week. Everyone laughed then happily took their first bites of food. 

“Let me know if you need a refill on your orange juice,” I said as I walked away. I almost forgot about our missing witch, Meranda, but she kept popping back into my mind. I texted Bess, Emily, and Liv last night to tell them. They all agreed that we needed to meet her before we would believe it was really her. 

The bells on the door chimed to alert me that a customer had come in. Meranda was standing there with her father and Mrs. Wickstrom. They quickly selected a booth and sat down. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as I grabbed three menus and rushed over to their table. 
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Chapter 6

MERANDA
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After I finished my shower and was ready for the day, it was nearly nine AM. Dad said he wanted to treat me and Grandma to breakfast at Ruth’s Café. It was funny that the whole reason we had to move was because we didn’t have any money but, somehow, he could treat us to breakfast. I didn’t comment on that. 

Dad wanted us to walk to the café because it was only a few blocks away. The houses were nothing like the ones back home in Hawaii. They were all two or three stories, some with bay windows, many with gables or towers. There was a house painted black. I had never in my life seen a black house before. The lady was out walking the golden retriever again. Grandma waved and yelled a greeting. 

After we walked a couple of blocks, I commented that there were a lot of apple trees. Grandma and Dad opened their mouths to talk at the same time, but Dad stayed silent and allowed Grandma to go first. 

“Well, they call the town Holy Orchard for a reason. Most of what makes up Holy Orchard today was actually an apple orchard owned by the first mayor of the town back in the 1600’s. Eli Wickstrom,” Grandma said.

“Wickstrom? One of our ancestors?” I asked, genuinely interested. 

“Nathan, you never told her our history?” Grandma asked with her eyebrows lowered.

Dad shrugged, and Grandma continued.

“Yes, our ancestor. Eli Wickstrom was
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