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Chapter 1


The words on the back of the lighthouse postcard haunt me: The light reveals what the shadows hide.
It's the same handwriting that's been leading me on a wild hyena chase for three years.
No, really, it's been hilarious.
I have no proof, but I know it's Adrienne's handwriting as much as I don't know where she is or what happened to her. I tell myself, like I always do, that she’s still alive. That she’s just messing with me. That this is another breadcrumb in her ridiculous, elaborate scavenger hunt.
Except, this one feels different. This one feels like a dare.
Which is why I'm driving as fast as I can in the opposite direction of where that lighthouse stands in my childhood hometown.
Rain streaks across Snurfle’s windshield, slicing through the dark highway like little ghosts darting for cover. I tighten my grip on the steering wheel, my mind tumbling back to the summer nights Adrienne and I snuck out to the lighthouse. The memories still sting, mostly because we were caught by the cops and had to deal with my parents' judgey faces.
That was the night they lost their one and only cis, heterosexual daughter.
To be clear, they never had such a child, but that was the night the porcelain doll shell my parents dressed me in got a big ol' crack in her skirt.
"Think-KING?" Shade squawks. The ghost raven's prying is a welcome distraction and brings me back to the present. She points her beak at the postcard taunting me on the dashboard.
The rain's runaway ghosts are scattering shadows across Shade's shiny, blue-black feathers. On overcast days like today, she almost looks solid, with only a hint of what's behind her peeking through her semi-transparent form. Despite how real she is to me, though, most other people can't see or hear her.
"Yeah... thinking." I mutter.
"Snurfle TOO fast!" the raven says matter-of-factly.
I glance down at the speedometer. "I mean, 88's not that fast," I say. Even so, I ease my foot off the pedal and do my best to keep Snurf at 70.
I have the urge to throw the postcard out the window. Not that it would help. I've already ripped up, burned, and flushed the last three that've popped up over the past few weeks.
The ripped one, I found whole and unharmed, in a drawer an hour later.
Somehow, the burned one made its way into my cardigan pocket, completely unsinged.
And the last postcard I tried to get rid of nearly decapitated me!
Okay, so I'm exaggerating, but I'm almost certain decapitation would've been less painful than the slice I felt when that thing flew in Snurf's open window.
What?
I don't care how tough you are. Paper cuts hurt like a switch!
So I don't bother trying to get rid of the postcards anymore. No matter where I go, Adrienne's messages always find me. No matter how fast I drive, I can't escape.
But that doesn't mean I'm going to blindly follow them forever.
And this one?
I'm sure it's just another dead end in a long line of failed leads.
Even still, the postcard is stuck in my van, just like its words are stuck in my head: like a bad song.
For three years I've followed the postcard's cryptic messages all over the flabbergasting country. And what have they led me to? Weird, rando towns with weird, rando mysteries that somehow always end up being my problem.
I'm seriously starting to think Adrienne is just trolling me at this point.
I'm not Sherlock clucking Holmes. I'm not even Watson.
Plus, I really can't think of anything worse than going back to Foggy Pines. Ugh. Sorry. Just threw up in my mouth a little.
I may not be able to destroy the postcard, but I can certainly keep ignoring it.
And then my phone rings, making me jump.
My mother's voice is calm and detached, but the words are still a gut punch: "I'm sorry Pie-pie, but I have horrible news. Your father died last night."
"What? How?"
"It was a heart attack."
I stare at the rain-slick road racing beneath me.
"I know you don't talk to him, but the funeral is on Sunday. I–I thought you'd want to know."
Every muscle in my body screams that I don’t owe that man a thing. My first impulse is to make some kind of excuse about why I can't make it.
Instead, I hear myself saying, “Okay. I’ll be there.”
After we hang up, I realize I didn’t say sorry. But let’s be real—I’m not sure I am. At least I won't have to see his disappointed face.
Or will I?
What if there's an open casket?
I could totally see my mother reprimanding the morgue makeup artist. "You made him look too happy. No. No–no. Try again."
I glance over at Shade, who's watching me with an unblinking gaze. "Guess we're going home after all," I say, trying to sound nonchalant.
"Home?!" Shade squawks. Her eyes widen, but her surprise is brief. When her expression settles, she looks amused, even eager.
She's such a tiny turd.
I always suspect that Shade knows more than she lets on. Whether she's bound by some ghostly contract, or just likes to watch me squirm, I'll never know for sure.
She's been with me for a long time, but she's never met my family. They're history—too far back in the past.
"We look forward when we're driving," Adrienne always said, and I tended to agree. We didn't talk about the past unless it was something we wanted to cherish or laugh about.
I do my best to continue the tradition. I don't talk about my past. Of course, my thoughts are like wild horses. There's no reinin' those babies in.
I take the next exit ramp and turn on the GPS.
"Happy Adrienne?!" I yell, hoping she can somehow hear me. "Thought we were supposed to be looking forward," I grumble.
Despite the hurricane of dread I'm driving towards, I feel a small sense of relief at finally having a destination. It's like I'm in the eye of the storm, with a splash of warm sunshine breaking through, because a nice long drive feels like exactly what I need.
When I get behind the wheel, it's usually a balm to my nervous system, but the aimless trips I've been taking recently have had the opposite effect. Like I'm on a hamster wheel, spinning in endless circles and going nowhere.
Driving is the only thing that keeps me sane, and I'll need every bit of sanity I can grasp, to make it through this weekend.






  
  [image: ]
Chapter 2


We pass the welcome sign into Foggy Pines late Friday night. Breathing in deeply, I catch a whiff of the salty sea intermingled with a subtle piney smell. Maybe I've missed Maine more than I realized. 
A banner flaps in the wind, beckoning us to join the town's "77th Annual Murder Mystery Weekend & Town-Wide Scavenger Hunt."
Every fall, around Halloween, the event kicks off with some murder mystery theater. The story unfolds over three nights with interactive performances that encourage audience participation. While there are official teams of role-playing sleuths attempting to catch the culprit, anyone can search for clues in the scavenger hunt that follows.
It’s a quirky community event, an excuse for neighbors to don their coziest sweaters, sip cider, and support local businesses.
While the evenings are often the highlight of community anticipation, it's the daytime events that have me interested now. Local vendors, selling everything from food to handmade knick-knacks, pop up their tents, taking advantage of any last trickle of tourists chasing the changing leaves.
Though I wince at the thought of seeing familiar faces, or more accurately, answering to those small-town faces, I can't deny the opportunity to get some pity sales. Hey, gas ain't free.
People in Foggy Pines are born and raised to, well, birth and raise people. Living in a van full time is something sad to them. And crocheting is a hobby for housewives, not a job.
But for me, both of those things represent freedom.
They don't get it and I won't waste my breath trying to explain it to them.
Nah, I'll save that breath for breathing in the fresh air wherever my next stop is after this one.
I'd texted my mom an extended ETA just to give myself some space. The one benefit of returning somewhere familiar is that I know just where to park.
I switch off my headlights as I turn down the sandy road that leads towards the lighthouse. I don't expect to run into anyone else on my way to the beach, but I also don't want to draw any attention from passers-by on the road.
The one-lane path I'm following is super secluded in the summer, but the bare, boney trees have only just lost their leaves. We're still months from the day when they'll grow back and fill in the gaps.
I'm cruising down the sandy road, lost in my thoughts, when suddenly a shadowy figure waving their hands appears in my path. I have to slam on the brakes to avoid hitting them and bring Snurf to a screeching halt, the tires kicking up a cloud of dust.
Quickly, I hop out of the van to check on them. "Are you alright?" I call out, hurrying over to where the person, an older man I see, has fallen onto his butt. He's gripping a shovel sideways with both hands and he thrusts it at me. I use it as a handle to pull him up. At his full height, he's a good head taller than my mediocre five and a half feet.
"Are you aware that your headlights are out?!" he snaps, and as the nearly full moon peeks out from behind clouds, I can see the shadows of his bushy eyebrows are angled down in anger.
I glance back at Snurf's dark exterior. "Huh, must have forgotten to turn them on," I mutter.
The man narrows his eyes at me, but as he examines my face, his expression shifts. "Oh, Piper, it's only you," he says, his tone softening. "It's downright suspicious to be driving through here like that—thought you might be a thief!"
I blink in confusion. "A thief?" There's something familiar about this man's voice, but in the dark, with the moonlight above and behind him, I can't really make out his features. The silhouette of his clothing is oversized and baggy, but I can't see the color, much less anything else.
He nods gravely. "Yes, of course, someone after my antiques. We've staged the lighthouse with some of the most impressive pieces from my shop, and when I saw the van I couldn't help but suspect..." He trails off, then shakes his head. "But here I am rambling on. And well, of course, I've heard what's happened. I'm so very sorry for your loss."
I feel a pang in my chest at the mention of my father.
"Not ready to go home yet, I gather?" the man, who I now recognize as Victor Dubois, says gently. From a complete stranger, I might be offended, but my mom spends half her salary at Victor's antique shop and he knows her well.
I nod, glancing back at Snurf. "Guess not. Not quite yet." I hesitate, then ask, "Is it okay if I park on the beach overnight?"
Victor nods. "Of course, of course. But I should warn you, the place will be swarming with people for the scavenger hunt soon." He pauses, then looks around. He wanders away a few feet and leans down to pick up something. "Just doing some last minute decorating," Victor says, holding up a spray paint can.
"Oh and just a heads up—in case you're feeling nostalgic, I feel it's my duty to inform you that the old lighthouse keeper's cottage is not exactly... structurally sound these days. Best to steer clear."
I feel a lump in my throat at the insinuation. Adrienne's moonlit face, full of longing, flashes in my memory, but her expression quickly twists in fear, rimmed in flashing red and blue light. "Got it... well... if that's all, I'm going to park."
As I turn to head back to the van, Victor calls out, "Piper? I really am sorry about your father."
I nod, not trusting myself to speak, and climb back into Snurf.
For Victor's benefit, I twist on the headlights before I roll by.
The path opens up to the beach and I park beneath the lighthouse in a secluded spot hidden by rocks.
In the dark, I slide open the panel leading from the cab into the van's living space. I grab the postcard from the dash and crawl through the small doorway. 
I climb onto the large L-shaped couch, and then onto the floor. On this side of the bulkhead, it's hard to tell you're in a van. Grabbing a remote from its wall mount, I black-out all three windows in the living space with a single tap.
I dial in my favorite evening mood lighting and LEDs, all along a full-length crack in the slot-canyon-inspired accent ceiling, cast a warm glow onto the cream-colored couch below. 
With the same control panel I used to turn on the lights, I tap into the security system. The screen shows feeds from all four exterior cameras. Nothing but stillness and silence out there.
Good. That's just the way I like it.
Quickly, I check all the other systems and levels. Batteries are fully charged thanks to the long drive. Looks like I'll need to fill up my fresh water tank soon, so a shower's out, but I still have plenty of propane.
I switch on the heat and open up the fridge, mindlessly. Nothing even remotely appealing in there.
Not bothering to rummage through the pantry, I move on to my treasure drawer. It's overflowing with old letters and photos. I pull a random letter from the pile and return to the couch.
I unfold the letter and run my fingers over the faded ink, tracing the loops and curves of Adrienne's signature.
The letter is dated around a year before she disappeared and I've read it at least one hundred times. She was researching a mysterious prism that went missing. "The legends say," she wrote, "its light had supernatural powers—that it could warp reality and even shift timelines."
I sigh, placing the letter on the table.
The Foggy Pines postcard lies next to it, a photo of the lighthouse against a backdrop of swirling fog.
I flip it over to the message side. No stamp or postmark, no return address. Only the message: The light reveals what the shadows hide.
I compare the word "light" in the letter to the "light" written on the postcard.
Yup. Identical. No surprise there.
It's been three years since Adrienne vanished and not a day goes by that I don't think about her. The desperate need to know what happened—it's a weight I carry with me everywhere I go.
This van, our home on wheels, is the only place I've ever felt remotely at peace. And now, with Adrienne gone, I'm restless even here.
I glance around the familiar space, at the remnants of our life together. Adrienne's handmade throw blanket is folded on the far side of the couch. Our adventure wall is full of stickers, one from each place we visited together. Every inch of this van is a testament to the life we built, the dreams we shared.
And now, it's all I have left.
What once felt cozy and safe, now feels hollow and pointless.
I sigh and lean down to pull out my crafting drawer from under the couch. Crocheting always helps clear my mind, and right now, I need that more than ever. Plus, it might not be too late to ask for a booth at the scavenger hunt.
I sort through the overflowing jumble of yarn and hooks until I find what I'm looking for: several plump amigurumi pumpkins I started weeks ago. I've just got to add the eyes and mouths to finish them, but somehow the motivation has eluded me. I'm done so quickly, I decide to start a fresh batch of pumpkins.
As I set to work, muscle memory takes over and begins to soothe my restless thoughts. Each stitch is a meditation, a way to ground myself in the present moment. I lose myself in the rhythmic movements, the gentle pull of the yarn.
The postcard still taunts me from the table, a hauntingly familiar image, a light in the darkness, drawing me in like a moth.
I know Adrienne is out there, trying to guide me... to somewhere. I always hope that somewhere is to her... but after so many years, my hope is fading.
"Will the light finally reveal where you are?" I whisper.
The handwriting clearly confirms these messages are Adrienne's. But why leave them so cryptic?
I lean forward over the table and read out loud:
"'The light reveals what the shadows hide.'"
As I continue crocheting, my mind whirls through all of our time together in Foggy Pines. We used to meet on the beach every night, that last summer here.
In that memory, I'm standing on the beach just after sunset, and the lighthouse beam has been sweeping across the choppy ocean in rhythmic waves.
I remember Adrienne's hand slipping into mine.
"I feel like it's only when we're here that we can fully be ourselves," Adrienne said softly. "In the rest of Foggy Pines, we're always hiding."
I nodded silently, because I knew exactly what she meant. Even though we'd been seeing each other for months, our relationship was still a secret from everyone else. It felt like I was living two separate lives—one with her on that beach at night and another in town during the day.
Adrienne turned to me with an excited look on her face. "On a more fun note, the scavenger hunt is tomorrow!"
I rolled my eyes, but with a smile.
"What? What's your problem with the hunt?"
"Do you really think this town needs any more scavengers?"
She laughed. "Come on! It'll be fun! Come with me."
"I thought you said this was the only place where we could be ourselves."
"I mean... we could still go as friends."
I looked down at our intertwined hands and then into Adrienne’s blue eyes. "Don't take this the wrong way, but I'm tired of pretending, and I guess I'm just not ready for everyone else to know, just yet."
She nodded, slowly, in understanding. "It's okay, I get it. Let's just focus on tonight then."
In the present, I sigh heavily and lean back, giving my swivel table a spin. The memory is so vivid it feels like yesterday. But that was thirteen years ago.
What I wouldn't give now to do anything one more time with Adrienne. No matter how lame.
I stand up, feeling restless all of a sudden. Grabbing the remote from the table, I clear the blackout tint from just the largest window—the one in the sliding door opposite the couch.
The lighthouse beam cuts through the night outside, just like I've seen it do thousands— hundreds of thousands?—of times before.
The light reveals what the shadows hide.
It seems too obvious now not to make sense of it that way.
I climb back into the cab. Shade appears on the dashboard, giving me an inquisitive look as I crawl over to the glove box and dig for my binoculars.
I wave her off without another word and slip back into the main space.
Settled onto the couch once more, with my binoculars in hand, I turn off all of the lights so my eyes adjust to seeing in the dark.
The lighthouse beam slices through the fog high above us and—there it is, up on the hill: the old abandoned lighthouse keeper's cottage.
Adrienne used to tell me stories about how she would sneak inside as a kid and explore all its nooks and crannies.
And then, there were the times we snuck in together. Of course, during those visits, we weren't focused on exploring anything but each other. I only get to enjoy the nostalgia for a few seconds before shame sweeps in like a blackout curtain.
The cottage is where we were caught.
As the entire town seems to know and remember. Victor's comment flashes as the first instance of proof, and I'm sure it won't be the last.
Could the cottage be where she wants me to go? Is something important waiting there for me?
I toss my binoculars aside and stretch back onto the couch with my arms behind my head.
Nothing that can't wait until morning.
I only blink up at the canyon-themed ceiling twice before my eyes feel heavy. Forcing myself up, I lean on the button that slowly lowers my queen-size bed.
Oh, it's not just an awesome accent ceiling, it's also the bottom of the bed.
Once I'm done converting the living room into night mode, I climb up onto the bed and roll over, taking in the starry scene beyond Snurf's full-length skylights.
After a few more droopy blinks, the stars blur out of view. They're replaced by fitful dreams: visions of lighthouses coming alive and devouring ships lost at sea.
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Chapter 3


Iawaken to a BANG-BANG-BANG!!! My eyes fly open and I instinctively sit up in bed, bashing my head into the glass above. 
Snurf is a luxury campervan, but it's more of a compact kind of luxury.
Rolling onto my stomach, I crawl over to the foot of the bed. A quick scan of the kitchen reveals nothing. But I can't see below me.
I freeze, briefly looking over my shoulder. I can't see inside the cab either. The slider's still closed.
I'm waiting for another sound to give away its location...
When nothing happens, I hesitantly reach out to check the security cameras.
When the quartered screen appears, I jump at the wide-eyed face that's filling one frame. Matted, wet hair clings to a clammy-looking, gray forehead. Blurry, milky-blue eyes scan the lens up and down, like she can actually see through it and is sizing me up.
I tap to bring the face full screen and let out a relieved sigh.
Most people would have the exact opposite reaction to the semi-transparent spirit peering into the lens—but then, most people don't see ghosts.
The thing is, I know that real people can do far more damage. Spooks, while annoying, are mostly harmless.
Besides, I know this one.
Well, I don't know her personally, but she's a regular here. Her hair is soaked and dripping water into a puddle that pools at her feet. Her dirty, threadbare dress could be from the late 1800s.
We called her the drowned girl; Adrienne and I. She was the first ghost I described to Adrienne when I told her my secret. We guessed she was in her late teens or early twenties when she died.
I'd forgotten about her, honestly.
It was before we built our first van and left this place behind. Before Adrienne started helping me unravel countless ghosts' mysteries. She never could resist a puzzle.
BANG-BANG-BANG!!! With another jolt, I'm brought back to the present.
"You're a ghost for shucks sake! Just come in!" I scream.
Slowly, the girl's faded form ripples through the back door like disturbed smoke.
In a flash she disappears and then reappears right in front of me.
"Ahhhh!" I really hate when spooks do that.
"AH-ha!" Shade cackles as she appears next to me.
"Great, they're multiplying." I mutter.
I slide down from the bed, dragging my blanket behind me. I wrap it around me, as I raise the bed back up to the ceiling.
"What can I do for you at..." I squint at the clock, "five-fifty-five in the morning?" Cocooned in my blanket, I collapse onto the couch.
The ghost sways as if she's trying to look behind me, trying to peer through me, and slowly her features morph into another, much older woman. A much drier, thinner, and taller woman with more modern clothes. She's wearing red-rimmed glasses, a cream-colored sweater, and jeans.
She looks familiar, but I can't really place her.
"Who is that supposed to be?" I ask.
Her eyes widen briefly, and her expression reminds me of the look my mother used to give me growing up: silent expectation of my response.
I shake my head apologetically.
The drowned girl shakes her head too, sighing, and as she deflates, she simultaneously drops the illusion of the other woman and disappears.
Everything spirits manifest into this plane of existence takes an incredible effort. I'm sure holding that form totally exhausted her. Not to mention all the banging.
"Well I'm up now." I mutter to myself.
I stare blankly at the postcard on the table. I don't want to move. I'm not ready to face the day.
"Up, up... UP-n-AT-em!" Shade squawks. She waddles and hops over to the espresso machine and pecks the brew button with her beak.
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Chapter 4


Now that I'm caffeinated, I'm ready for some food. 
I walk into Margo's bakery and diner, and the aroma of warm bread and pastries immediately lifts my mood. Margo and a woman with wild, silver-streaked hair, are huddled near the counter, their voices low as they discuss something in earnest.
"If it isn't Piper Ashwood," Margo calls out, her voice carrying across the small shop. She gestures for me to join them as her stocky frame shuffles around the counter. "Sorry 'bout your daddy, honey."
Well that makes one of us.
Margo bustles toward me, her charm bracelet jingling like wind chimes. A bright yellow headscarf with orange parrots sits crooked on her curls and she's dusted with flour and cinnamon—or is that cocoa powder clinging to her apron?
I approach hesitantly and accept an uncomfortable hug.
The crazy-haired woman turns to offer me a sympathetic smile, and I'm shocked to see that she isn't nearly as old as I thought she was. I'm only a bit less surprised that I recognize her—Foggy Pines is a small town, after all, and I spent my entire childhood here.
Still, I can't believe I'm looking at Cora Clark, who's only four or five years older than me. Her clothes and hair alone add decades to her appearance, but if I focus on just her face, I can see her true age.
Can someone in their mid-thirties go that gray naturally?
Cora's family owns the local bookshop, and she's also a bestselling author, which I only know because Adrienne totally geeked-out over the book. It's all about local hauntings and history. One of the ghost stories in her book made it onto a popular YouTube channel, putting Foggy Pines on the map as one of the most haunted places in the United States.
I try to remember what color Cora's hair was when I saw her photo on the back of the book.
Not wanting to gawk or interrupt their conversation, I turn to scan the specials board.
"Anyway," Margo continues, "that poor woman probably just got lost in the fog. Let's not jump to conclusions."
If this were any other town I would mind my own business, but I can't help myself. "What poor woman?"
Cora leans toward me, her eyes wide and magnified behind thick glasses. "Miss Tallulah. She went missing last night during the hunt." Cora pulls out a silver locket on a delicate chain, and dangles it above the counter. "And I found this tucked into one of the clues last night."
"What is it?" I ask.
"I think it's a ghost clue." Cora whispers.
"Ghost clue? Oh please, it's just kids playing pranks," Margo says with a dismissive wave of her hand.
More often than not, there's a surprise, unofficial clue that pops up during the scavenger hunt, usually hidden alongside one of the planned clues. Whether or not these ghost clues have been planted by humans or are actually of supernatural origin is a long-debated argument among locals.
Shade appears on the counter in front of the locket, fluttering to hop closer to it and leaning in. As the locket sways, so does Shade's head. Of course, no one else can be distracted by her head bobbing but me.
So when I crack a smile, Cora thinks it's aimed at her. She retracts her hand and scoffs.
"Do you think those kids could prank me too?" Cora whisper-spits, "I'm telling you, I saw Miss Tallulah with a ghost! And now here's a locket with her face in it—an unregistered clue that appeared out of nowhere, and you're telling me it's a prank? Well if it is a prank, it was no doubt performed by someone the police should be questioning."
"Um-hmm," Margo hums, waving Cora off as she continues to mutter to herself. Then Margo turns to me. "So what'll it be? Better get your order in before the morning rush."
"Pumpkin pie?" I ask with a sheepish half-smile.
Margo shakes her head but goes to get it, "Some things never change."
I take a seat at a table by the window. I'm too embarrassed to ask who Miss Tallulah is. After all, this is my hometown, even if it's been over a decade since I've been here. The name is vaguely familiar...
Just then, Shade launches herself into the air and starts flying around. She snatches up silverware from all the surrounding tables and piles them up in front of me.
I've got all the incriminating silverware spilling from my hands when Margo returns with my pie. She raises an eyebrow and clears her throat loudly.
I laugh nervously. "Oh, um... they looked a bit spotty, so I thought I'd shine them up for you."
Margo hums noncommittally but says nothing more about it.
Shade lets out a cackling caw that no one else can be annoyed by but me.
"You're hilarious," I mutter to the ghost bird after Margo's out of earshot.
As I'm eating my pumpkin pie, it suddenly occurs to me that I do know this Miss Tallulah. Or, at least I know of her. Not sure we’ve ever met, though.
She was that librarian Adrienne was so fond of when we lived here. Didn't they occasionally write to each other after we left? Adrienne was friendly with so many librarians, so it's hard to remember for sure.
As I prepare to leave, Margo waves off my attempt to pay. "No worries this time around," she says with a knowing glance.
"Thank you." I wasn't always so gracious. I used to get so mad when this would happen. I'd pay and leave an extra big tip. As if that'd teach them to check themselves before they made their next assumption about a stranger. Then Adrienne made a few good points.
"Why can't you just accept a gift?" she asked me one day.
"Because I don't need any handouts. I'm sick of people's pity!"
"So you pay a premium to prove them wrong?"
I froze. I'd never thought about it that way.
"People like helping other people. Why take that away from them?" She was right, of course. She often was.
"How's your mom holding up?" Margo says.
You probably know better than I do, I think. But I say, "She's holding up."
Margo nods. "So I assume you'll be staying here for a while."
If by 'a while' she means as little time as possible, then yes. I smile politely. Then, hesitantly, "So, I know it's last minute, but is there anyone I can get in touch with to set up my booth at the  hunt?"
Margo nods. "Of course. Mayor Donovan's running the show, and I'm sure he'd be happy to have you. I'll call him up and let him know you're coming."
"Oh, you don't have to—"
"Consider it done!"
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