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CHAPTER 1
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Anna Denning gagged and dug her fingers into the envelope in her hand. She glanced back at the bedroom doorway then down again at the woman on the floor. 
The woman lay on her right side, her left eye staring half-lidded at the ruffled bedskirt inches from her face. Her mouth was parted, her lips stained brown. The bedskirt and the woman’s white bathrobe were spotted the same dark brown, and a brown puddle mushroomed across the carpet from her mouth to the bed.
Sixty seconds ago a woman had called out, telling Anna to come inside the house, come down the hall to the bedroom on the left. But the woman at her feet hadn’t been alive sixty seconds ago, Anna thought. Was it Susan Muncy? Anna had never met her before, but this was the right address and who else would be here, in a bedroom of the Muncy house, lying on the floor in her own vomit?
The sour odor filled Anna’s nostrils. Neither had this woman died that long ago, she thought. The carpet was still wet, the stench still strong. She had to get out before she was sick.
She turned and saw shards of glass peppering the carpet on the far side of the bedroom near a pair of French doors. A few of the longer shards stood erect in the fibers, and leaning against one of the doors was a round, silver frame, splinters of glass jutting from its inside rim like teeth in the splayed jaws of a shark.
The other door was ajar—just half an inch, but each time the wind blew, it sent a sliver of cold air into the room. Anna carefully made her way around the shards and looked through the door’s glass panels to the deck outside, squinting in the bright Colorado sun.
Snow had been swept aside in the shape of a fan by the outward-swinging door. There were footsteps in the snow from the door to the garage side of the house, and where the deck ended, two feet above the ground, someone had knocked snow from the railing.
The police. She had to call them now. Her cell phone was in her purse, in the glove compartment of her Jimmy, parked outside the house. She glanced quickly about the room and saw a cordless phone on the nightstand nearest the door. But this wasn’t an accident scene—not with the glass, the footsteps in the snow, the woman calling out—and she didn’t dare touch that phone or anything else in the room.
A high-pitched scraping sound came from somewhere down the hall. Anna froze, straining to identify it. At first she thought the noise was coming from outside the house. A branch scraping a window, something metal loose in the wind. But the sound grew louder and lost the random rhythm of the wind. Was someone inside the house? The person who’d left by the deck could have circled around and come in through the front door.
She sidestepped the broken glass and hurried to the bedroom door, stopping just inside the door frame, listening. When she heard the noise again, she knew what it was. Fingernails on glass. She wheeled around and looked behind her, searching the deck outside the French doors. Police evidence or not, she had to grab the phone on the nightstand.
In two steps she was there. She dialed 911 then pressed the receiver to her black fleece jacket, muffling the sound of the operator. Could she risk speaking? What if someone was inside the house? The police could identify the location of any emergency call made—all she had to do was keep the line open.
Rooted in place, the phone to her jacket, she heard another noise, this one louder. Then the sound of the front door slamming shut.
“Susan? For crying out loud, the door was open. We talked about this.”
A man’s voice. Susan’s husband? A neighbor?
“Answer me. Where are you?”
Whoever it was, he knew Susan, and he was heading down the hall. And she was standing in Susan’s bedroom near her body, holding her phone. There was no telling how the man would react if he saw her without any warning. She had to say something before he came to the door.
“Mr. Muncy, is that you? I’m Anna Denning, back here.” She set the phone on the nightstand but didn’t hang up.
Anna felt the man’s footfalls hard on the floor as he made for the bedroom.
“Who are you? What are you doing in my house?” As his eyes fell from Anna to the black glass, a look of alarm spread across his face. “What happened? Susan?”
Anna lifted her arm to point at the body hidden from view by the large bed, but Muncy turned and headed down the hall, toward the kitchen and great room, calling out for his wife.
“Mr. Muncy,” Anna said, following him. “Stop. There’s been an accident.” An accident. Whatever had happened in that room, it wasn’t an accident. But she didn’t know what else to say.
He spun around. “What accident?”
“Your wife.” Anna gestured toward the bedroom. “I’m so sorry,” she said as he rushed past her.
Muncy cried out. Anna walked to the far end of the hall. He howled his grief and Anna turned her head toward the great room. The house was chilly, but she was sweating, and her glasses began to fog from the bottom up. She unzipped her jacket then took off her glasses and blew on the lenses.
“Who is this? Who called you?”
She slipped her glasses back on and stared down the hall. Muncy was talking into the phone. The operator was still on the line.
She heard a bang, plastic on plastic. He’d slammed the phone into its cradle. He shot out of the bedroom and raced toward Anna. “You.” He flung out a forefinger, directing it at her. “Don’t move.”
Anna tensed. “That was 911,” she said, pressing her back to the wall and staring up at him. “On the bedroom phone. I heard a noise and I dialed.” He was thin but tall. Anna was five feet ten and he towered over her. If he lashed out she was trapped.
His eyes were brimming with tears, his chin thrust forward. “Don’t move an inch. I’m calling the police.”
He marched into the kitchen and reached for the wall phone near the refrigerator, keeping an eye on Anna as he dialed. “My God,” he whispered as he waited for an answer. He ran his hand across his head, palming back a forest of short dark hair. “Yes, I need the police, now. This is Tom Muncy, 2198 Snow Mesa Drive. My wife’s dead.”
He motioned for Anna to move from the end of the hall toward the kitchen. She crept forward, toward the granite-topped kitchen island, wondering if she should run for the front door. Wondering if he was even talking to the police. What if he was responsible for Susan Muncy’s death? When she was ten feet from the island he made a motion with his palm, a “stay” signal like the one she used on her German shepherd mix, Jackson. She stopped.
“No, I didn’t call before, someone else did. There’s an intruder in my house, a woman.” The skin under his fingernails went white as he gripped the phone. “She’s right in front of me. Brown hair, about thirty-five. I’ve never seen her before.” He took the phone away from his mouth. “What’s your name?”
“Anna Denning. I was hired by your daughter to research your wife’s family tree as a Christmas present. I came to deliver it, the front door was open and—”
“What?” Muncy fixed his eyes on her and lowered his head slightly, a bull ready to charge.
“I heard someone tell me to come in.”
“You’re a liar.”
“Someone else was in your house, Mr. Muncy.”
Muncy raised the phone to his lips, keeping his eyes on Anna. “She says our daughter hired her to research some family tree. We don’t have a daughter. I think you’d better get here now.”




CHAPTER 2
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“Mrs. Denning, this was in the hall. It has your name on it.” Detective Lonnie Schaeffer of the Elk Park Police held up a large envelope in his latex-gloved hand. 
“I must have dropped it,” Anna said. “That envelope is why I was here this morning. I was hired to research Susan Muncy’s family tree and deliver the results this morning.” She couldn’t believe it was Lonnie Schaeffer standing six feet away from her in this stranger’s house. She hadn’t talked to him in two years.
Schaeffer crimped the brad at the back of the envelope and pried open the flap. He extracted a folder and began flipping through its pages. The dark tuft of hair front and center on his head, surrounded by pale, bare scalp, was even smaller than when Anna had last seen him. And he’d gained some weight. His barrel chest pulled at the single closed button on his black suit jacket, pinching the fabric into a butterfly. He didn’t seem to recognize her.
“Who hired you?” he asked.
“Jazmin Morningstar.” Anna exchanged looks with an officer taking notes. “Jazmin with a z. She works at a store downtown called What Ye Will. I only met her once, the day she hired me. She paid me extra to deliver my research.”
“To Mrs. Muncy,” Schaeffer said, continuing to flip through the pages.
“Her mother, yes.”
“When was this?”
“Two weeks ago. Can I sit down?”
Schaeffer glanced up at Anna then toward the great room. “Is Mr. Muncy still in the bedroom?” he asked the officer with the notepad.
The officer pointed down the hall. “First bedroom on the right, with Armstrong.”
“This way,” Schaeffer said to Anna, nodding toward the great room. Schaeffer wanted privacy, Anna realized, and it was hard to find it in this part of the house. It was one large room, from the front door to the open kitchen to the oak-floored great room. At the far end of the great room were floor-to-ceiling windows and yet another deck, this one overlooking the glen below and Rocky Mountain National Park a few miles in the distance. A million-dollar house. Maybe two million.
Schaeffer took a dozen long strides to an armchair then turned, watching Anna closely as she followed and took a seat on the couch nearest the chair. She sank into it, wilting, feeling as though her bones had suddenly lost their ability to hold her up.
Schaeffer sat, placed the open folder on the coffee table in front of him, and peeled off his gloves. He leaned forward and turned two more pages, a scowl beginning to form on his face. “Have you been paid for this job yet?” he asked.
“I was paid half up front, by check. I’m supposed to get the other half today.”
“Does this Jazmin Morningstar get a copy of your work?”
“She asked me to e-mail her the results, so I did, yesterday. A little after five o’clock.”
He looked up. “Can you give us a copy of the canceled check later today?”
Anna nodded. “I bank online. I’ll print out a copy.”
“Are you aware that the Muncys don’t have a daughter?”
“Now I am.”
“I’m curious,” Schaeffer said, tapping the folder. “If this is a family tree, why are there only women’s names in it? Where are the men?”
“That’s what Jazmin wanted.” Anna shrugged. “I thought she might have started her own research and run into dead ends. Sometimes it’s harder to find information on women. They marry, change names. She only wanted me to research the women in Susan’s direct line. Burial places, their husbands’ names, how many children they had.”
“But not the boy children?”
“Right.”
Anna’s right hand found her wedding ring. She kneaded it with her thumb, as she often did to calm her nerves, sliding it to the knuckle and back. Sean. In the two years since her husband had died only the empty shape, the outline, of her life had gone on. The heart and soul of it were behind her, fading into the ever-receding past.
“What are these names in parentheses?”
“Women’s maiden names.”
“And these?” Schaeffer pulled two sheet-sized black-and-white photos from a pocket at the back of the folder.
“Jazmin said they were family homes and I should include them in the final package because her mother liked to put together photo albums.”
Schaeffer laid the photos on the coffee table. “They’re just houses. I don’t see any people.”
Anna didn’t know what to say. She did the work she was paid for. It was how she earned her living. Was she supposed to question why there were no people in the photos? It wasn’t her business. She rarely saw her clients, in fact. She took on projects through her website and emailed clients the results. Even a city the size of Denver, sixty miles to the southeast, couldn’t offer enough work to pay her bills, much less Elk Park, a mountain town of nine thousand.
Schaeffer turned the photos face down. “Looks like someone wrote addresses on the backs.”
At the sound of wheels scratching along the wood floor, Anna turned. Two men were pushing a gurney from the hall to the front door. Atop it was a zippered vinyl bag holding Susan Muncy’s body. Tom followed behind, his arms hanging heavy at his sides. He was watching strangers take his wife’s lifeless body from his house as other strangers sat in his great room and still more roamed his house, poking and prodding. Anna’s heart ached for him.
She was grateful she’d never seen Sean that way. Her husband had given her a kiss goodbye on a bright autumn day and walked out of the house, mandolin in hand, on his way to a bluegrass jam with friends in Loveland, twenty-five miles east. Several hours later, driving home, he was hit by a truck heading in the opposite direction. The truck’s driver had fallen asleep and crossed the median.
It was Lonnie Schaeffer who had come to her door that night. She heard herself scream, once. Then she ran into her living room, staring back at him, her mouth wide, unable to speak. Children. After the first shock, that was what she thought. We were going to have children. She’d seen the detective only a handful of times since then, mostly downtown, at a distance, and every time she was reminded of that night. So she avoided him. Like Sean’s friends avoided her.
Tom stopped behind Schaeffer’s chair as the gurney left the house. “Where are they taking her?” he asked.
“The county morgue. I’ll leave you a name and telephone number. And my number.”
“An autopsy?”
“Yes.”
A grimace formed on Tom’s thin, rectangular face. “She would’ve hated that.”
“It’s necessary. I’m sorry.”
“Everyone keeps saying that.” Tom stuffed his hands into the pockets of his khaki-colored pants. “Except the person who was here when she died.” He glared at Anna.
“I am sorry, Mr. Muncy. I didn’t know your wife, but—”
“Yes you did,” Tom said. It was a statement, not an argument. “And you know Jazmin, and Darlene Richelle, and the whole rat’s nest of them.”
“Mr. Muncy, please.” Schaeffer stood and extended a hand toward the hall. “Wait in the bedroom if you would. Two more minutes.”
As soon as Muncy left the great room, Schaeffer looked back at Anna then gestured at the folder. “I need to hang onto that for now.”
“All right.”
“Mr. Muncy seems to think you know Jazmin Morningstar as more than just a client. Any idea why?”
“No idea. It makes no sense. I don’t know her, I don’t know him. Or his wife.” Anna felt a queasiness in her stomach. She directed her gaze out the windows of the great room to the mountain peaks in the distance. It was a trick her parents had taught her on family car trips long ago. If you feel sick, look out the window, focus on something far away.
She wanted to go, to leave this house. Jackson was waiting for her in the car. She hadn’t done anything wrong. At most she’d been foolish, agreeing to make a delivery to people she didn’t know. But she needed the money, and it had seemed like a bargain. Thirty dollars extra, on top of her usual fee, just to deliver the results of her research. She should have said no.
“And the door was open when you got here?”
“A few inches. You can see where snow blew into the foyer.” She gestured toward the front door. Melted snow dotted the tile in the foyer, and tiny rivers followed the grout lines into the kitchen, puddling near the kitchen island. The island’s granite shone like a polished Mercedes under the pendant lights above.
“So you came in?”
“I shouted for Mrs. Muncy, and that’s when I heard someone tell me to come in. But I shut the door behind me.” She tugged at the neck of her turtleneck sweater. The furnace hadn’t kicked on yet to heat the still-cool house, but she felt uncomfortably warm.
“Mr. Muncy said the door was open.”
“Then someone opened it again, because I shut it when I came in.”
“You walked back to the bedroom. Then what?”
“I saw Mrs. Muncy.”
“Right away?”
“No, she was on the other side of the bed.”
“You didn’t see her but you walked into the bedroom. Why?”
“I smelled something.”
A ring came from the detective’s inside jacket pocket. He pulled out his cell phone and flipped it open, holding a finger up to Anna. “One minute.” He walked toward the front door and out of earshot.
Anna’s eyes settled on the mountains again. At the edge of her field of vision she saw Tom Muncy enter the great room from the hall. She turned her eyes to him. He was staring at her, she thought, with the same intensity Jackson watched squirrels in the park. He thought she was responsible for his wife’s death. She couldn’t sit there silently as his eyes bore into her, his accusation unspoken but as clear as Colorado’s winter blue sky. She stood.
“Mr. Muncy . . .”
In two strides of his long legs, Tom was in front of her, a foot from her face, his eyes wild. It was the second time he’d done that to her. He hadn’t raised a hand to her, not yet, but he liked how she quaked when she thought he might. At first Anna was willing to let it go, believing that grief had made him a bully, but he seemed too practiced at it. It was a part of him. She folded her arms across her chest and straightened her spine.
“You’re finished,” Muncy said, his voice low, sliding through clenched jaws. “Your reputation’s down the sewer. If you want to make money, move to Wyoming because you’re not going to work in this state.” He took half a swaggering step forward. Anna could feel the heat of his breath on her face. “And in case Darlene has forgotten, I’m on the town council and state board. Tell her I’ll protect myself any way I have to.”
“You tell her. You know her, I don’t.” Anna kept her arms folded and met Muncy’s eyes without flinching. No one was going to threaten her or her business.
He sneered. “So Darlene thinks she has power. A witch. Tell her to watch what a politician can do. Better yet, tell her to watch what happens to you.” He flashed a tight-lipped smile. “Of course she’ll have her own plans for you, once she finds out what you’ve done. Better lock your doors and bone up on your witchcraft.”
From the corner of her eye Anna saw Schaeffer, phone to his ear, pivot in her direction. “Mr. Muncy.” He snapped his phone shut and moved swiftly toward Muncy.
“I’m just asking about What Ye Will,” Muncy said, backing away and jamming his fists into his pockets. “I’m wondering if she’s looking forward to its expansion next year. Twice as much room for her wicca, witchcraft, and pagan paraphernalia.”
“I don’t know anything about it,” Anna said. It bewildered her that he thought she knew all about the store and the people who worked there. She’d been in the place once, that’s all, to meet Jazmin and get a down payment on her genealogical research.
“Sure you do,” Muncy said.
Anna shook her head. “It’s not really my thing.” Not anymore, she thought. Her first year in college she’d been involved in wicca. She’d dipped her toe into it, anyway. She’d stood just inside its borders, testing it, challenging it to give her a feeling of power, of control over her own life. She’d even said a few spells, late at night in her college dorm room. Nothing ever happened.
But the wiccans she met that year were warm—they made a show of being warm—and they accepted what they called her “path.” Without knowing or asking what that path was. They made her lazy. She accepted anyone, anything, any path. The path into the woods, the path leading to a cliff. Acceptance, acceptance. It ate away at her soul. That was eighteen years ago.
She’d wanted to take a tour around What Ye Will the day she met Jazmin, to see what passed for wicca and witchcraft these days, but the odor of incense coming from every corner, a dizzy mixture of sandalwood and patchouli, had been overpowering. She’d taken the information and check from the girl and exited quickly.
Now she’d have a look at the store. Jazmin Morningstar, the teenaged girl who worked there, the wiccan, as she’d called herself ten times the day they’d met, had used her to get at Tom Muncy. The question was why.
One of the officers who’d been in the bedroom stepped to where the hallway met the great room, looking from Schaeffer to Muncy, his hands wrapped around a camera hanging by a strap from his neck.
“Problem, Josh?” Schaeffer said.
“Yeah, there is something. Mr. Muncy, about the black glass on the bedroom carpet. Was it broken before?”
“It wasn’t.”
“The pieces are silvered on the back, like a mirror. What was it?”
Tom watched him with utter disdain. “A mirror.”
“A black mirror?” the officer said. “But you can’t see anything in a black mirror.”
The expression on Tom’s face never changed. “My wife would disagree with you.”




CHAPTER 3
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Anna gripped and ungripped the Jimmy’s steering wheel, punched it, then grabbed it hard as the back end of the Jimmy slid momentarily into the opposing lane. Jazmin had lied to her, and someone inside the Muncys’ house had called to her, drawing her in. Because of that Tom Muncy had found her standing over his wife’s body. 
Sean had always said there were no coincidences. He’d believed in God’s guiding hand in the smallest of matters. Anna wasn’t so sure. The past two years of her life had poked large holes in that theory. But this? Not all of this was coincidence. It couldn’t be.
Whatever it was, Muncy, a town council member said to be in line for state senator, was out to ruin her business. He struck Anna as the sort of man who carried out his threats. Genealogy was her living. If she lost her business, she’d lose her house. She needed answers, and Jazmin Morningstar had them.
Anna turned right onto Summit Avenue and checked her rearview mirror. Jackson raised his head and quivered with excitement. Somehow he always knew when she was on Summit, the town’s main street. It meant he was moments from the Buffalo Café, the coffee shop with the stuffed buffalo named Cody outside its front door and a Siberian husky named Suka out back, waiting to play.
Anna slowed, stopped at a red light, and searched the curb for a parking spot near What Ye Will. Nothing. Just ahead, beyond the store at the end of the block, Summit curved sharply north, making it look as though downtown ended abruptly there, at the base of a rocky outcrop. From May to September tourists choked the sidewalks of this block, taking photographs as proof of their summer in the Rockies.
When the light turned green, Anna checked her back and side mirrors then made a U-turn. She pulled into a vacant spot across the street from the store and parked beneath a bare ash, its trunk wrapped in white Christmas lights.
“Stay, Jackson,” she said, shutting off the engine. She raised the zipper on her jacket and sprinted across the road just ahead of a Ford pickup. The cold, fresh air hit her lungs, propelling her forward.
Inside the store, Anna quickly spotted Jazmin behind a glass-topped sales counter, smiling as she talked with a customer, waving her small, white hands about, the black polish on her nails giving her fingers a blunt, pruned look.
Jazmin saw Anna approach and her smile faded. She froze briefly but recovered, handing the woman a small, thick brush fashioned from sage twigs and directing her to the cash register on the other side of the store. Tugging at the fringed ends of the yellow scarf that encircled her neck, Jazmin watched the woman walk off. She refused to meet Anna’s eyes.
“Jazmin, I need to talk to you,” Anna said.
“Just a minute.” Jazmin gathered several twig brushes from atop the counter and began to arrange them underneath. Smudge sticks, Anna thought. I remember now. The brushes were smudge sticks. You burned them during rituals.
Jazmin’s nose was inches from the glass, and her short, fine hair fell across her cheekbones, hiding her face. Judging by the inch-long roots, Anna guessed Jazmin’s hair was naturally ash blonde. It was odd she would dye it with something the color of a traffic cone. Anna had always hated her own hair. It wasn’t dark or light, just medium brown, and far too wavy. And there was twice as much gray in it as two years ago, the last time she’d bothered to color it. At least it matched her gray eyes.
Jazmin stood straight and looked at Anna. She made no effort to brush the hair from the left side of her face, though it must have muddied her vision. “Can I help you?”
“I was at the Muncys’ house this morning.” She decided not to mention Susan’s death for now. “Mr. Muncy says you’re not his daughter.”
“And?” Jazmin shot a glance across the room before looking back to Anna.
“And when you hired me, you told me you were the Muncys’ daughter.”
“Does it matter?”
“That you lied to me and used me? Yes.”
“Can I just . . .” Jazmin motioned over her shoulder to a coffee maker on a small table behind her. “I need some.” She grabbed the carafe, poured coffee into a white mug, then slapped a packet of creamer against the table top. She was buying time, Anna thought, waiting for reinforcements.
Anna looked around the store. The walls were lined with wood tables and old hutches overflowing with candles, incense, chalices, and gemstone pendants on chains. A woman behind the cash register was dipping a tea bag in and out of a cup, listening to a man about Jazmin’s age talk. His reddish brown hair was a jangle of tight braids, each sporting a colored bead at the end. The woman was much older, maybe fifty, and with every few dunks of her tea bag she tugged at the string of lapis-colored stones around her neck.
“Tell me what’s going on,” Anna said, looking back at Jazmin.
“I paid you half already, right?” Jazmin turned and took a long, noisy sip from her mug. She watched Anna over its rim, her blue eyes narrowing.
“Yes. I’m collecting the other half today.”
“I can write you a check for it now. So we’re set, right?” Again she looked across the room. Whoever was supposed to come to her aid wasn’t picking up on her signals.
“No, we’re not set. I want to know why you hired me to do Susan Muncy’s family tree.”
“What’s the big deal?”
Jazmin wasn’t giving an inch. Anna knew she had to tell her what had happened. “The big deal is, Susan Muncy is dead.”
Jazmin lowered her mug to the counter, the expression on her face changing from surprise to skepticism. “I don’t believe you.”
“You lied to me and sent me to her house this morning.” Anna placed both her palms on the counter and leaned forward. She would make Jazmin understand how serious this was. “Tom Muncy thinks I had something to do with his wife’s death. The police may consider me a suspect.”
“She’s really dead?”
“Yes.”
“What happened?” Jazmin’s face had softened and there was a hint of fear in her eyes.
“No one knows yet.” Anna straightened.
“I’m going to pay you the rest right now.” Jazmin spoke louder now, raising an alarm. “Let me get my checkbook.”
“Can I help?” The woman with the lapis necklace appeared at Anna’s side, smiling first at her and then at Jazmin, one hand to her chest in a gesture of concern.
“This is Anna Denning,” Jazmin said. “She did the family tree for me.”
“Oh, yes,” the woman said, grinning and sticking out her hand, “I’m Darlene Richelle, the owner.”
Anna shook hands. So this was Darlene. Anna rarely met a woman who loomed over her, but Darlene did. She must have been six feet tall. She was large-boned and solid looking, an unbreakable woman with a broad, welcoming smile.
“I was just talking to Jazmin about that family tree,” Anna said.
“Is there a problem?”
Anna opened her mouth then clamped it shut. This was between her and Jazmin. “Jazmin and I can talk later,” she said. “I didn’t know how else to get in touch with her. If you can give me your phone number, Jazmin.” Anna made a writing motion with her hand. “I left my purse in the car.”
“Just a minute,” Darlene said, pivoting on her heel. “Rowan, pen and paper.”
The young man with the braids took a pen and small square of blue paper from holders near the register and trotted up to Darlene. “Here ya go.”
“My phone is broken,” Jazmin said. She looked blankly at Anna, challenging her to make the next move.
Anna had never heard anything so silly. It’s broken, you fix it. “Do you plan on getting it fixed?”
“Give her the number anyway,” Darlene said, setting the pen and scrap of paper on the counter in front of Jazmin. “And give her your address in case you don’t fix it.”
Jazmin stiffened. “Address?”
“Yes.”
The request was way out of line, and Jazmin, who began to write on the paper, clearly thought she’d been given an order. But Anna needed to know why Jazmin had lied to her, and if going to the girl’s home was the only way to find out, she would. She smiled at Darlene.
“I saw the family tree,” Darlene said. “You do good work.”
“Thank you.”
“Oh, you’re Anna Denning,” the man with the braids said. “Cool how you got all that information from a couple names and dates.”
So sometime between five o’clock last night and this morning, Jazmin had shown the Muncy family tree around the store. But why pay for research into a stranger’s genealogy then show the results around? Anna wondered. And why had Darlene and Rowan dropped their work to talk to her and eagerly tell her they’d seen the Muncy tree?
“By the way, this is Rowan Glamorgan,” Darlene said to Anna. “He works here too.”
Rowan lifted his chin in greeting.
“Glamorgan?” Anna said. She knew names. It sounded Welsh.
“It’s my pagan name. So’s Rowan.”
“Here.” Jazmin handed the paper to Anna and glanced at Rowan.
“We’re all different here,” Darlene said to Anna. She drew her auburn hair from her neck and stroked it into a ponytail over her shoulder. “Pagans, druids, witches.”
“Fluffy bunnies,” Rowan added.
“Cut it out, Rowan,” Jazmin said.
“Come on, Jaz,” Rowan said, spreading his hands in apology. “You know I’m only joking.”
“Yeah, well.” Jazmin’s mouth twisted into a crooked smile. Anna could see the two were friends, used to taking and giving verbal jabs, but how “fluffy bunnies” was any sort of jab escaped her.
“Anyway, you left out wiccan,” Jazmin said. “The store name’s the wiccan rede, right?”
Rowan turned to Anna. “A wiccan saying,” he explained. “It’s ‘An it harm none, do what ye will.’”
“I see.” Anna had discovered the rede as a teenager in a book about the supposed ancient roots of wicca. It was only later she learned just how recent a fabrication the “old religion” was. But people tended to open up to the uninformed stranger, so that’s what she’d be. Ignorant of the rede.
“Rede.” Darlene drew out the vowel, underscoring the word. “Concocted by a fraud for McWiccans and fluffy bunnies.”
McWiccans, fluffy bunnies. These were new words. Anna made a mental note to look them up later.
“I think I hear my herb delivery,” Darlene said. She shot a smile at Anna and made her way to a door at the back of the store.
“Never mind, Jaz,” Rowan said. He was watching Jazmin as she studied the frame around the counter’s glass top, fingering a chip in the wood. The girl looked fragile, out of place and easily hurt, and Anna felt a twinge of pity for her. What was she doing in this store? She was young enough to still be living at home. She was no match for Darlene or Rowan. Their personalities overwhelmed hers.
Jazmin continued to poke at the chip in the frame, and as she did, the expression on her face changed, as though a new and disturbing thought were slowly entering her mind. “When did Susan Muncy die?” she asked without looking up.
“This morning,” Anna said.
“What?” Rowan said. “She’s dead?”
“I’ll tell you later,” Jazmin said. She at last stopped fidgeting and looked up at Rowan.
“Okay, later.” Rowan pointed to a customer standing near the cash register. “Anyway, I have to get back to work.” He raised his chin at Anna again and headed for the register.
Anna looked back at Jazmin. “Why did you ask about—”
“We need more mirrors,” Jazmin said. It was clear she wasn’t going to answer any of Anna’s questions. At least not in the store. She tapped on the glass counter, pointing at a round black mirror about eight inches in diameter, its silver frame marked with symbols. A smaller version of the mirror in Susan Muncy’s bedroom.
“What kind of mirror is that?” Anna said, gesturing with her head.
“A scrying mirror,” Jazmin said. “You get visions with it. Before we sell one Darlene purifies it with oil and consecrates it under the moon. She has an amazing spell written by Julian Brandon.”
“The occultist?” Anna said. Julian Brandon was famous. Up there with Aleister Crowley.
Jazmin nodded. “Darlene’s grandmother knew him personally. She lived with him in London for a while, in the 1950s.” She was proud, honored to be working for a woman with such a grandmother.
“How does it work?”
“You go in a room and turn the light out. You take a candle”—Jazmin waved her hand, swatting at an invisible fly—“but it’s too hard to explain.” She paused, probing Anna’s face for a trace of mockery. “It becomes a portal.”
“Oh.” Anna thought of asking where this portal led but decided against it. She could see in Jazmin’s face and hear in the reverential tone of her voice that the girl believed in these black mirrors. She probably had one, consecrated under the moon.
Anna heard the door to the store’s office swing shut and saw Darlene approach the counter, taking long, quick strides. Anna checked her watch, holding her wrist aloft until Darlene slid alongside her. “I need to run,” she said before Darlene could speak. Time to meet Liz at the Buffalo Café. It was strange, Anna thought, that Darlene, who must have been busy, wanted to spend more time talking to her. It set her radar off.
“I’m sorry you had a problem with your genealogy,” Darlene said.
“What do you mean?” Anna said.
“I feel responsible,” Darlene said, hands to her breastbone.
“For what?”
“I suggested Jazmin hire you.”
Darlene’s statement only led to more questions, but they could wait. Anna wanted out of What Ye Will. The store’s incense and oils were assaulting her senses. And so was the image of poor Susan Muncy. She needed clean air, coffee, and a talk with her sane friend Liz Halvorsen.
“Everything’s fine,” Anna said.
“Well, you needed the work. Being a widow, I mean.”
“Excuse me?” Anna tried to keep the surprise she felt from coming out in her voice.
Darlene lifted her shoulders. “I’m sure I read about your husband. Sean Denning. Died in a car accident a couple years ago? I’m divorced, so I know it’s hard to support yourself, even when you don’t have kids.”
What bilge, Anna thought. She looked from Darlene to Jazmin. Jazmin’s head jerked almost imperceptibly. For some reason, Anna was sure of it, Darlene had just made a power play. She wanted Anna to know she had information on her. No husband, no children—the sort of information anyone could have found—but the information itself wasn’t important. What mattered was that Darlene wanted Anna to know she had it.
“You’re not upset, are you?” Darlene asked.
“Don’t worry about it,” Anna said. Until she knew more about Darlene, she was going to appear unruffled.
“Good. We should drop the whole thing. Our conversation, the work you did for Jazmin, all of it. I think it’s best, don’t you?”
Anna almost laughed at the ham-fisted display of intimidation. It didn’t deserve an answer. She wasn’t going to drop anything. She would dig until she found out what was going on. After all, she was a genealogist. Digging was what she did. “I have to go, I’m late.” She exited the front door, inhaling deeply as the cold air hit her face.
After a warm November, winter was finally here. Snow clouds were gathering over Rocky Mountain National Park a few miles to the west, becoming a darker gray beyond, over the continental divide. Snow for the next three days. That’s what the weatherman on channel 9 had said.
She was a lousy driver in the snow, especially on the streets outside downtown, which rose and fell over ridges and through glens, ice-bound where junipers and ponderosas shielded them from the sun. Sean could drive their battered old Jimmy anywhere, on snow and ice, climbing up Black Bear Road to the park, taking the slippery bridge across Elk Lake. He was brave, and she’d felt safe. Two years ago.




CHAPTER 4

[image: image-placeholder]

“They’re off and running,” Anna said as she entered the long, narrow café from the back door. 
“Suka knew Jackson was coming today,” said Grace Bell, pouring coffee into a cup and handing it to Anna. “Dogs know these things.”
“Thanks, Grace, I needed this. It’s been an awful morning.”
“Sit down, then,” Grace said, waving at a small table where a woman was working on a laptop computer. “Liz has her face in her computer again, hardly knows you walked in.”
“I know,” the woman said, her eyes never leaving the computer’s screen.
Anna sank into the chair opposite Liz and wrapped her hands around her cup.
“She’s been on that thing since she came in,” Grace said from behind the counter. “This is a café, not an office.”
“I run a news website, Grace.” Liz looked up from the screen. “And you’re the one who got wireless for the Buffalo.”
“I won’t make a mistake like that again,” Grace said. She wiped her hands on her apron, placed her hands on her generous hips, and surveyed the café. Seeing her other customers engrossed in conversation or coffee, she returned to the counter.
Grace Bell was the scolding mother of Buffalo Café, a Summit Avenue fixture for more than twenty years. She had introduced Anna to Liz and had been Anna’s first guide to the town eight years earlier, when she and Sean had moved as newlyweds to Elk Park. Where to find the best produce and best brew pubs, the shops that charged too much, the shortcuts to take during tourist season—a fount of information from “a tough old bird,” as Sean had called her.
Grace was tough. And she was Anna’s inspiration. Grace’s own husband had died fifteen years before Sean, but she’d carried on. She opened the doors of her little café every day except Sunday. Anna had liked her from the start, and she loved her after Sean died for never once giving her the standard lecture about getting over it, getting on with her life and finding someone new.
“If I were you I’d keep that laptop shut,” Anna said.
“I can’t,” Liz said. “There’s an important council meeting tonight and I need to post before and after reports.”
“I was just at Tom Muncy’s house.”
“Councilman Muncy?” Liz straightened in her chair. “What were you doing there?”
“Delivering research on Susan Muncy’s family tree.” Anna took a gulp of coffee and jammed her hands into her pockets. They were beginning to shake, and the cold was seeping through her jacket and across her skin as though someone had poured an icy drink over her shoulders.
“What happened? Anna, you’re white as a sheet.”
As Anna recounted the events at the Muncy house, Liz ran a crooked finger over her red beaded necklace and her mouth became a small oval rimmed in peach-colored lip gloss.
“That’s horrible,” Liz said when Anna had finished. “You poor thing, no wonder you’re so pale. What do you think happened to her?”
“It didn’t look like she had any injuries, not even from the broken glass.” Anna remembered Susan’s tortured fists, the vomit, her pale skin. “Something made her sick.”
“Just a sec.” Liz reached into her coat pocket for her ringing cell phone and checked to see who was dialing. “I have to take this, it’s one of my contacts,” she said, pressing a button on the phone.
Anna smiled. A year ago her friend didn’t have contacts. She’d been a woman in her late thirties embarking on what more than a few people told her was an empty-nest reaction to her only child leaving home for college in Colorado Springs. But her husband Dan had been all for it, and that encouragement was all Liz had needed. A year after the launch of ElkNews.com, it was the number one place Elk Park residents went for town news—even before the local paper.
Liz hung up and dialed another number. Getting no answer, she pocketed her phone. “My contact at the police department,” she said. “About Susan Muncy.”
“Already?”
“He says cops in the department are talking overdose or poison, leaning toward poison.” Liz peered into her cup to see how much coffee was left then downed what remained in one gulp. “I can’t believe you were just there.”
Anna leaned back in her chair. Poison had been her first thought too.
“Why were you doing Susan Muncy’s family tree?” Liz asked.
“I was hired by someone who said she was Susan’s daughter.” Anna told Liz about Jazmin and Rowan, and the veiled and open threats from both Tom and Darlene. Liz frowned as she listened, a look of concern spreading across her face.
“Muncy threatened to put you out of business? Why is Darlene Richelle involved?”
Anna tried for a lighter tone to ease the worry she saw in Liz’s eyes. “It’s crazy. I don’t know any of these people.”
“I do. I know about them, anyway. Let’s stoke the boilers. Cappuccino?”
“No, just black coffee. Oh, cripes.”
“What?”
“I just remembered I didn’t get my check from Jazmin. I didn’t get paid.”
“Never mind.” Liz stood and took both coffee cups to the counter for refills. Anna shifted in her seat to take a look out the café’s front window. She went over the morning in her mind. Tom Muncy was sure she was involved in Susan’s death, if not directly then through Darlene. He was also sure she knew Darlene. If he thought she knew something, then she’d better know it, for her own protection. Whatever was going on, it all came back to Susan’s family tree.
It had started to snow and the wind had picked up, driving the tiny flakes sideways in the cold
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