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      My name is Artie Woodward, and I’m the happiest girl alive.

      Wow! I never thought that phrase would apply to me, especially when I was a kid. I mean, I’m a seer. I see things normal people don’t, things they couldn’t see, even if they wanted to, which no one in their right mind would. I mean, even I don’t want to see the terrors, but I don’t have a choice. I was born with this strange ability to see the unseen, to know the unknowable.

      I thought I was alone. Thought I’d spend my whole life alone.

      Sure, my mom and dad loved me, but even they thought I was weird. They worried about me constantly and dragged me to more shrinks than I care to remember. None of them helped. After all, they all thought I was imagining things. Except I wasn’t. So I learned to hide.

      I became adept at hiding. I hid my knowledge from my parents. I tried desperately to hide my weirdness from the kids at school. But most importantly, I hid the fact that I could see them, that I knew they existed, from the terrors themselves. And as long as I hid, I stayed safe.

      Lonely, but safe.

      So how did I grow up to be the happiest girl in the world? How did my life change from hidden and lonely to fulfilled and glowing with contentment?

      Jed Kendrick found me.

      We recognized each other, and our loneliness ended. We were both seers, and on our first day at McKinley High we became a team, but that’s another story. Suffice it to say we’ve fought terrors together for nearly six years and have developed an unshakable bond.

      And along the way, we fell in love.

      And now, I’m the happiest girl in the world because in late September I’ll become Jed Kendrick’s wife, and he’ll become Artie Woodward’s husband. The Woodward-Kendrick team will be official in the eyes of the world.

      But first, we had to make a pilgrimage to Ireland. Jed’s grannie insisted.
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      On a beautiful summer day in mid-August, Grannie O’Toole met us at the Dublin airport. We emerged from a sea of people to find her waiting for us, an island of calm in the form of a small, lean woman with frizzy gray hair that Jed assured me had once been curly and deep red.

      “Jedidiah Kendrick,” she called, opening her arms and stepping toward us with lively impatience. “Come and give your grannie a hug!”

      Jed obeyed without hesitation, wrapping the little woman in his long arms and lifting her right off the airport’s tiled floor.

      “It’s so good to see you, Grannie,” he said as he placed her gently back on her feet. He grinned like a loon as he released her and angled his body to include me in their conversation. “Grannie, this is Artie, the love of my life.” His eyes twinkled as he reached for my hand. “Artie, this is Grannie O’Toole, the best Irish grannie a boy could ever dream of.”

      Grannie O’Toole reached for my other hand while still maintaining a firm grasp on my husband-to-be. As our fingers met, a circle of energy clicked into place. Suddenly, the three of us really were an island in a sea of people. The pervasive buzz of voices around us muffled, people flowed past us without seeming to notice our existence. We were a rock in the stream that they avoided without awareness.

      Grannie nodded. “I wondered,” she said, her voice calm and quiet. “I knew Jeremiah was a seer from the moment of his birth.” She turned her faded hazel eyes on Jed. “You held the potential, but Jerry held the power. Even here in Ireland, I felt the change when he died and you accepted the mantle.”

      Jed startled. I felt the slight pull of his fingers on mine, saw his gaze tighten and focus as he stared at his grandmother. “You knew?” he asked. The question held a tinge of accusation, and I heard his unvoiced thought. You knew what I was and you didn’t bother to explain? Left me to discover everything for myself?

      “Aye, child. I knew.”

      Jed tried to withdraw, to pull away from this woman he thought he’d known, but she held him. She must’ve been stronger than she looked, for my big, strong man failed to break the continuity of our circle.

      “Be at peace, my boy,” she said in that calm, quiet voice. “It’s part of the curse of our blood that we cannot acknowledge one another until our power is fully developed. I could no more help you to find your way than you’ll be able to help the next seer in our line.” She turned her attention to me. “But you,” she said, “you’re a surprise. I wondered about the young woman our Jed had fallen for, worried that she might be Fae. ‘Tis why I insisted on meeting before the wedding. If you were less than human, I needed to ensure you revealed your true nature before my boy took vows that would bind him to you for eternity.”

      I was the one who startled now. Every instinct I owned urged me to hide, as I’d done so effectively before Jed and I found each other, but I willed myself to stillness and looked Grannie O’Toole straight in the eye. She met my gaze without flinching and I read nothing but sincerity and warmth.

      “Fae?” I asked. “As in fairies? Are fairies real then?”

      Her eyes widened. “Of course they are,” she exclaimed. “Are you telling me you’ve attained the years necessary to contemplate marriage without ever encountering the Fae?”

      My jaw dropped and I turned my gaze on Jed. “Is she saying that the terrors are really fairies?” I asked. “I always thought fairies were little winged creatures who danced in mushroom circles and slept on flower petals.”

      Grannie guffawed, there was no other word for the snort of laughter than emanated from her small body, pulling my attention back to her.

      “Sorry,” she said. “I can see we’ve a lot of catching up to do. Let’s break this circle and speak of normal things until I get you home. My house is warded, strongly warded, against the Fae. We won’t need physical contact there in order to have a private conversation.”

      And so saying, she broke our contact, as easily as if we’d both been toddlers. While she’d been able to hold me like a vise, I had no more luck clutching her fingers than I would’ve had capturing a moonbeam. I had the feeling Grannie O’Toole had a lot to teach me.

      Thank all that is holy, I was absolutely correct.
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      Grannie O’Toole’s house was a charming cottage in the Dublin suburb of Shankill. With its whitewashed walls, jewel-red front door, overhanging thatch roof, and blue window boxes filled to overflowing with red chrysanthemums and white baby’s breath, the cottage was everything I’d ever imagined of finding in Ireland. The only thing missing from my perfect vision was its setting. Instead of being surrounded by acres of rolling hills in brilliant shades of emerald green, the little cottage was hemmed in on two sides by neighboring homes and in front by a heavily trafficked cobblestone street.

      The three of us piled out of the cab Grannie had hired at the airport and soon stood with our meager baggage — a backpack and duffle for Jed and a carry-on size rolling case for me — in the street in front of Grannie’s cottage. As we approached that red door, I felt a slight resistance, as if the house pushed me back to the street. An overwhelming urge to walk past swept over me. I stopped, glanced around, and noted a puzzled expression on Jed’s face. He felt it too.

      Grannie smiled, placed one hand on the door, then held her other out to us. “Touch my hand,” she encouraged. “Just a finger will do.”

      When both of us complied, she nodded and said, “Jedidiah Kendrick and Artemis Woodward are welcome in my home. Please, come in.”

      The resistance vanished, as did my need to walk away.

      Of course. Grannie had mentioned that her home was warded against the Fae. Evidently those wards worked against seer blood as well, and Jed and I had now been invited inside their protective shield. I shivered, but held my questions until we were safely inside those innocent looking whitewashed walls.

      “I wasn’t sure if you’d want to share a room,” Grannie said breezily as she led us into a comfortable, lived-in front room. A well-worn sofa upholstered in a tweed fabric the green of budding leaves and heaped with throw pillows in bright jewel tones rested before an authentic fireplace complete with stone hearth and a planed log mantle. Two overstuffed chairs in matching upholstery provided additional seating. “But seeing as you’re only handfast and not actually married, I’ve given you each your own space.” She grinned. “That, and I didn’t want to give up my own room!”

      She led us through a cheery kitchen with white pine cabinets and pretty lace curtains, and up a narrow staircase. I hadn’t expected a second floor and found myself on a compact landing between two doors leading to identical small rooms tucked under the cottage’s eaves.

      “These were originally children’s quarters,” she explained as Jed and I separated and stowed our luggage in the windowless cells. Each was furnished with a single twin bed covered with a colorful quilt, an old-fashioned washstand complete with basin and ewer, and a drawer unit cunningly built into space beneath the eaves. The sloping roof meant Jed could barely stand in his room, and only near the door. “They’re tight, but you’ll not be spending much time in them.”

      We trooped back down the stairs and Grannie completed the tour with a glimpse of her bedroom, spacious and sunny compared to the upstairs rooms, and a shared bath complete with old-fashioned claw-footed tub.

      At her insistence, Jed and I settled in the front room while she bustled around the kitchen making tea. Once we were all possessed of steaming cups with a rose patterned plate of shortbread cookies resting on the pine coffee table, Grannie returned to the subject of seers and fairies.

      “So,” she said, settling into the depths of her overstuffed chair. “Tell me about your experience of the Fae. What did you call them? Terrors?”

      I glanced at Jed, waited for him to take the lead.

      “That’s what Artie named them,” he said with a nod in my direction. “She’s seen them since birth. Like you said in the airport, I didn’t see them until Jerry died. He was the seer, I was just his twin.”

      Grannie turned to me, her blue eyes seeming to pierce my very soul. “I know Jed’s bloodline,” she said, “know he inherited his ability from my line, but what about you, young woman? How do you come to see the Fae?”

      Grannie’s scrutiny unnerved me. Without thinking, I angled my head so that my
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