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To my dear friend Jolene Dawe. Thanks for everything, always.

And also thanks to Laure Beth Lynch for inspiring Trevor’s “Call to Arianrhod”



​Fulmer House, December 25, 2PM

Abigail grunted as she pushed the trunk’s lid up. Inside, a treasure trove of sketchbooks. She removed each one, flipping through the yellowed pages with care. Every sketch inside made her breath catch in her throat. She couldn’t remember seeing these drawings before, but her grandmother’s gallery still held many of the precious carvings Trevor Fulmer had produced. Even now, they brought in the bulk of their customers. Between this house, the gallery, and the university who helped each year with a small traveling exhibit of the works the Fulmer family’s fame would be assured.

She handed the book to her assistant and tugged forth three more. Underneath them all, a gleam of red leather caught her eye. A swatch of black set in the center and she tipped it in the low light to read.

“What do you have there, Abigail?”

“More recipes, I guess.” She opened the cover and read the title, drawn in Trevor’s sure hand:

Caitlin’s Book of Shadows

Abigail gasped. No, not recipes.

Was it true? Had she really committed something like this to old-fashioned pen and ink? She flipped a few pages, reading entries.

I’d like to put in some orange trees.

Trevor told me Arianrhod might stop by.

She narrowed her eyes at the text. Was this really Caitlin’s work? She’d have to compare it to what they called Caitlin’s ideas pages—those pages scattered throughout Trevor’s five decades of collected sketchbooks wherein his wife had jotted down random thoughts and lists. Though the bulk of Caitlin’s work existed in electronic print the notebooks and this shared a similar slant. Although their grandson’s handwriting did seem comparable to this . . .

“We’ll have to have the book authenticated to be sure.” Abigail finally shut the cover and set it atop the pile. Scanning the old attic, she sighed. “I think that’s the last of them.”

Her assistant opened another trunk. Inside, old dresses, sweaters. “I guess so. Maybe there’s more somewhere else? Didn’t your grandma have a safety deposit box with some of their stuff inside?”

“I didn’t see anything like this.” She tucked the book under her arm. “Maybe Trevor’s father had others.” Abigail crossed to the door and paused on the threshold for one last look at the attic. A car revved its engine as it zoomed by outside. “Send me that last inventory you did of his house.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“If that doesn’t yield anything—” She scrolled through her phone and frowned at her list of contacts. It seemed incomplete. “I’ll hit the state archive again.” A thought occurred to her. “When you went through Beryl Freedman’s stuff, did you find her granddaughter’s number?”

“It’s on your desk.”

“Good work. Finish up here and then, go home. I’m sorry to interrupt your Christmas, Stephanie.”

“It’s no problem, ma’am. For the Fulmers—” She whistled. “I’d leave the Queen’s lunch, were she ever to invite me.”

“So would I.”

Abigail smiled and patted her assistant’s shoulder, then headed for the office on the second floor. The architectural plans said this used to be Caitlin and Trevor’s bedroom. Now it held Abigail’s desk, her computer, books, and files. Bookshelves lined the south wall. Some of Trevor’s smaller carvings stood here and there along the shelves tucked in between bound catalogs and reference books: Some of his small chairs, a trio of squirrels, a warrior in her chariot, spear raised to strike.

She set the book on her desk, running her fingers over its soft leather cover again. Caitlin’s book of shadows. She couldn’t wait to read the story therein. Had Caitlin written it herself? If not, who had?

Some said she entertained the devil. Some said she spoke to the dead and heroes from the distant past. Was it true? No one knew, but perhaps this would solve some of the mystery?

What would it say about the famous gardener and mythology blogger from a half century ago? Abigail tucked the book under her arm and drove home to her Christmas dinner, but the book stayed in the back of her mind.

When her dinner guests departed for the night, she settled into her office and slipped on a pair of soft archival gloves. After fingering the cover in a moment of reverent silence, she opened the book. The Christmas cleaning could wait.
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Caitlin worked the afternoon away in Kameko’s Print Shop, packaging a new order when the door opened. Hofter stepped into the shop. Caitlin froze. Hadn’t Arianrhod insisted she’d “taken care of him”? How, exactly, when there he was, flitting here and there amongst the customers, smiling, brandishing his claw-tipped fingers.

Caitlin narrowed her eyes watching him, unsure of what her eyes told her. He can’t be here.

She tried to will the unwelcome vision away but Hofter refused her silent order to leave. He approached one gentleman waiting in line. Hofter’s claws flashed. The man yelped and cursed.

Had he cut the gentleman? At least that’s what she thought she saw. She dropped the bundle of fliers she’d been carrying and screamed.

In the next second, Hofter disappeared but she couldn’t stop screaming.

Calvin sprinted out the office door. “What’s going on here?”

Hofter was gone and yet, she kept on screaming.

Calvin took her by the arms and shook her. “What is it, Caitlin?”

She pointed to the crowd. Hofter had disappeared and she knew though Calvin’s gaze followed the direction of her finger, he saw nothing.

“Maybe you need to take a break. Go on. Mark can handle things for now.” He turned and shouted over his shoulder, “Mark?”

The student assistant slinked into Caitlin’s spot at the counter as she tried to keep from running out the door.

Hands shaking, she pulled her purse from her locker seeking her cell phone to call Beryl.

“Sweetie,” Beryl said, “are you sure it was Hofter?”

“I saw him, plain as day.” Her mouth was so dry and heart pounding so hard she could barely get the words out. “There’s no doubt in my mind he’s not as imprisoned as she promised.”

“I’ll be right there.”

Yet, it seemed to take forever for Beryl to arrive. When she did, Caitlin stood back trying to do her work as she watched Beryl scrutinize the afternoon crowd of customers. She couldn’t stop shaking.

Beryl finally sauntered up to the counter and shook her head. “I don’t see him, Cait. I don’t even feel any remnants of him.” She reached out and ran her hand down Caitlin’s arm. The touch calmed her—a little. Not as much as she would’ve liked it to. “Sweetie, why don’t you go home and get some rest?”

Caitlin nodded to a watching, curious Calvin. “I would if I could, but I’m stuck here until closing.”

Beryl waved him over and proceeded to flirt with him. Caitlin didn’t know how she did it, but she managed to talk him into letting her leave. Driving her to Dr. Austin’s office herself, Beryl waited until Caitlin reformed from the puddle of sobbing goo she turned into. How she didn’t tell Dr. Austin the true nature of the monster she dealt with, how she managed to stay out of the nuthouse, was beyond Caitlin’s power to discern.

Even when she closed the door and the drapes that night, she could’ve sworn she saw Hofter hanging in the air outside her windows, grinning his evil, impish smile.

“Are you okay, honey?” Trevor asked.

“Yeah. I’m fine.” Liar. She slammed the drapes shut. Go to Hell, Hofter! And stay there!!!

At least, she supposed, he didn’t invite himself to her party—yet.

No, better not to think that.

Christmas was coming. Things could only get better—right?
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