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 Back on the Road


Three weeks had passed since the village slid into the sea, and Sara still dreamed about it more nights than not. 
Not nightmares, exactly. She dreamed of cold green light and a small shape with glowing eyes weaving between her ankles, and she always woke reaching for a cat that was never there. Granger had stopped asking if she was all right when she woke like that. He just pulled her closer and waited for her breathing to even out again.
They had a new car now, a sensible silver sedan the rental company let them buy outright once the insurance settlement came through — Acts of God, the adjuster had called it, landslide and subsidence, and he had not asked why there was no address for the town in question, only a set of GPS coordinates that, when he tried to look them up, returned nothing but open water. Sara had two cameras hanging from the rearview mirror bracket where her sun hat used to hang, the old one and the new one, and she still couldn't look through the viewfinder of the old one without a small, foolish hope rising in her chest.
"You're doing the thing again," Granger said, glancing over from the driver's seat.
"What thing?"
"Waiting for him to show up in the pictures."
Sara lowered the camera. "He liked me. Cats don't just stop liking someone."
"He's not a cat, Sara. Not anymore." Granger said it gently, the way he'd said most things since that night, as if the whole world had gotten fragile and needed handling with care. "He went back into the water with the others. I watched him do it."
"I know what I saw." She turned to look out the window at the pines sliding by, gold late-summer light slanting long through the trunks. "I just don't think that's the last of him. He liked being looked at too much."
Granger didn't argue. He had learned, in three weeks, not to argue with his wife about ghosts and ghost cats.
They still had ten days left on the honeymoon they had promised each other, and against all reasonable advice — Sara's mother's, mostly, delivered in a long, tearful phone call after they'd finally worked up the nerve to explain, in the vaguest terms possible, why their old minivan was gone — they had decided to keep going. Sara had a portfolio to finish. Lighthouses to photograph. And, though neither of them said it aloud, neither of them wanted to go home yet and let the ordinary business of living — his football season starting, her negatives waiting in boxes — swallow up what had happened to them, before they'd had the chance to be simply amazed by it, together, out here on the road where it still felt like theirs.
"There's a covered bridge on this detour," Sara said, tracing the paper map open on her knees. She still preferred paper; cell service had never quite trusted her since that night. "And a glassworks museum. Might be nice for an afternoon before the coast again."
Granger checked the exit sign coming up out of the trees. FENWICK HOLLOW — 4 MI, it read, the paint on the old wooden marker peeling in long curls like birch bark.
"Sure," he said, easing onto the exit ramp. "One afternoon. Somewhere normal, for a change."
Sara laughed, but she was already reaching for her camera.
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 Fenwick Hollow


The town sat in a green bowl of hills around a millpond so still it looked painted, a white steeple standing sentinel above the trees on the far shore and, closer, a squat brick building with FENWICK GLASSWORKS still legible in ghost-white letters on its chimney, though the chimney hadn't smoked in decades by the look of the moss climbing it. 
Sara thought that it was so pretty that the scenery made her fingers itch for the shutter release. Flower boxes on every windowsill. A bandstand in the square, freshly painted. A pond with a stagnant, greenish water. An old woman sweeping her porch who lifted a hand in an unhurried wave as they drove past.
"See," Granger said. "Normal."
"Almost suspiciously normal," Sara said, but she was smiling.
They parked near the square and got out to stretch their legs. 
The air smelled of cut grass and planted flowers: marigolds, geraniums, roses, and peonies. A church bell somewhere tolled the hour, unhurried, four slow strokes.
"Afternoon," said the woman with the broom, who had moved closer without either of them noticing. She had sharp, kind eyes and a housedress patterned with cornflowers. Her gaze dropped, quick and involuntary, to Sara's left hand, to the thin gold band there, and something crossed her face — there and gone so fast Sara almost doubted she'd seen it.
"Afternoon," Granger said easily. "Lovely town you've got."
"We like it." The woman's smile didn't quite reach her eyes. "Passing through?"
"Just for the afternoon," Sara said. "We heard there's a glassworks museum?"
"The old works closed to visitors years back. " She paused, her eyes veering again to Sara's left hand, before she added, "Thomas Renner keeps a shop in the front rooms — curiosities, he calls it. Been in his family since the glassworks was running." The woman's broom had gone still against the porch step. "You two are newly married."
It wasn't a question.
 Sara touched her ring self-consciously. "Is it that obvious?"
"You've got the look," the woman said, and there was something almost sad in how she said it, the way you might say it about a bruise that hadn't turned up ugly purple yet. "Enjoy your afternoon. Renner's is down past the bandstand, the building with the blue door." She picked her broom back up, and the conversation, apparently, was over.
Sara watched her go back to sweeping a porch that already looked swept clean. "Okay," she murmured. "That wasn't what I expected. Slightly weird."
"Small towns," Granger said, though he didn't sound entirely convinced either. "Everybody's a character. Come on! You wanted to see that museum."
They walked past the bandstand hand in hand, past shopfronts with hand-lettered signs and, Sara noticed only once they'd gone by, not one single window with a mirror or a piece of polished glass displayed in it, in a town that had built its whole fortune making glassworks. 
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  Renner's Curiosities


The blue door stuck when Granger pushed it. He leaned his shoulder into it, and it gave all at once, sending him half a step forward as a bell chimed overhead. 
Sara followed him inside and stopped.
The shop smelled of dust, old varnish, and paint, but underneath those familiar scents was something she couldn't immediately place. Something damp and faintly metallic.
She breathed in again. It smelled like the millpond. Not exactly the water itself, but the dark earth around its edges, where mud and weeds sat beneath still water. It was strange to find the scent here, in a dry shop halfway up the hill.
"You smell that?" she asked.
Granger glanced back at her. "Dust?"
"Never mind."
The shop was crowded and dim, with sunlight filtering green through the leaves of an oak pressed close against the front windows. Shelves climbed from floor to ceiling, crowded with chipped china, tarnished silver spoons arranged in faded velvet trays, porcelain figurines, old books, and cloudy glass bottles. A case near the counter held more than twenty pocket watches, all stopped at different times.
Glass paperweights caught what little light reached them and scattered trembling rainbows across the floorboards.
A man rose from behind the counter at the sound of the bell. He was elderly and slightly stooped, with a soft, weathered face and reading glasses pushed into a shock of white hair. He looked exactly like the sort of man Sara expected to find running an antique shop in Fenwick Hollow: gentle, a little lonely, and entirely accustomed to strangers wandering in and asking about things that had belonged to dead people.
Then he looked at Sara. Something changed. His pleasant expression disappeared so quickly that she wondered if she had imagined it. His eyes widened, and for a second he simply stared at her.
Sara had seen that look already today.
The woman sweeping the sidewalk had looked at her the same way.
Then the moment passed.
"Afternoon," the man said. "Thomas Renner. Welcome to my little corner of clutter."
"Sara, and this is my husband, Granger."
"Newlyweds?"
Sara smiled. "Is it that obvious?"
Renner's gaze dropped briefly to her wedding ring.
"Sometimes."
Again, something in his expression bothered her, but before she could decide what it was, his easy smile returned.
"We're just passing through," Sara said. "Your town is beautiful. Somebody mentioned this building used to be connected to a glassworks?"
"My great-great-grandfather's works, yes. Fenwick Glassworks." Renner came around the counter. "Finest glass on the Eastern Seaboard in its day, or so my grandmother always insisted."
"So she might have been biased."
"Terribly." He smiled. "Mostly windowpanes and bottles, if I'm being truthful, but the mirrors were the pride of the family. Silvered by hand. My grandmother kept all the old catalogues."
Sara glanced around with renewed interest. "Do you have any?"
"Glass?"
"Mirrors. I'm a photographer, but I collect old glass, too. I love what happens to light in it."
Renner's smile faded a little. "I have a few."
He hesitated before adding, "They're in the back."
He led them through a curtained doorway into a smaller room. 
It was cooler there.
Sara noticed that immediately.
The front room had been stuffy from the afternoon heat, but the air beyond the curtain felt several degrees colder. Dust lay thick along the edges of the floorboards, and the oak outside the single narrow window cast the room in a greenish light.
Along the back wall hung perhaps a dozen mirrors. Some were enormous, with heavy carved frames. Others were small dressing-table mirrors, oval and square, their silver backing mottled with age. One had gone almost completely black around the edges.
Sara stepped closer. "Oh, these are beautiful."
"Most came out of houses around town," Renner said. "People don't want old mirrors anymore. Too heavy. Too imperfect."
"That's what I like about them."
She moved from one to the next. Then she saw the hand mirror.
It stood alone in the center of the room.
Unlike the others, it wasn't hanging on the wall or crowded onto a shelf. Someone had placed it carefully on a small wooden stand.
It was meant to be held, with a handle carved from bone or antler that had yellowed to the color of old piano keys. Vines wound along the handle and around the frame. Hidden among them were two sets of initials. A.F. and C.W.
Sara leaned closer.
The glass was remarkably clear. Too clear, perhaps. Every other mirror in the room showed its age, but this one remained almost flawless, except that its surface seemed darker than it should have been.
She saw herself in it. Her face. Her hair. Granger standing behind her. Renner near the curtain.
Sara shifted her head slightly.
Her reflection followed… A fraction too late.
She muttered,  "That's strange."
"What?" Granger asked.
She moved again. This time the reflection moved with her. "Nothing."
She reached toward the handle. "That one's not for sale."
Renner said it so sharply that Sara jerked her hand back. "Oh. Sorry."
His hand had gone to his chest. He seemed unaware of it. "No, I'm sorry." He lowered his hand. "Old habit. It's been in the family a very long time."
"Of course."
"Sentimental value."
Sara nodded, although something about the explanation felt rehearsed.
Renner turned toward the wall of mirrors with sudden enthusiasm. "Now, that oval one is a lovely piece. Original backing, beveled edge, walnut frame. Late nineteenth century, most likely."
Granger looked at Sara. "Want it?"
She smiled. "Actually, yes."
Renner took the mirror down for them, and Sara examined the frame while he explained how the bevel had been cut. It really was beautiful. Granger paid for it, and Renner wrapped it carefully in several layers of paper.
That should have been the end of it.
But while Granger wandered back into the front room to investigate the stopped pocket watches, Sara found herself looking over her shoulder.
The hand mirror
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