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Justinian angled his flight over tall pine trees and headed for a patch of sand.  Wind whooshed through his wings, ruffling the white feathers.  A blue lake sparkled, sapphire-like, in the distance.  Near it a collection of old wooden buildings lined a handful of sleepy streets like an abandoned playset.    
This landscape was not like home.  Not like France, with its mild, rolling plains and regal old forests.  He had spent too much time hiding in a cave beneath the streets of Paris.  This place, this Florida, was alien.
Justinian’s wings beat once, twice, slowing his descent to a sandy clearing studded with palmettos.  No one was around to see, but if they were, they would see nothing.  Not even the flaming sword strapped to his back.  As an angel he was visible only when he wanted to be.  It was safe.
It was also lonely.
Was this such a good idea, to visit someone who wasn’t expecting him?  He had met her only once, after all.  But his dilemma embarrassed him.  To speak to someone who already knew him well would tie his tongue.  
Instead, he sought out the witch—Lizzy—who had looked at him like he was something to be admired.  A statue in the Louvre.  Not a poor excuse for an angel, who had long ago given up on his responsibilities.
Time had faded his rough workman’s clothing, and his flight across the Atlantic made the fabric crisp with salt.  What color remained had been kissed with dust from the Florida air.  He wondered if he should change.  He had made the mistake, once before, of appearing in his angelic robes, his halo, his sandals—and it had gone disastrously.
No.  He would keep his plain clothing.  A snap of the fingers removed all traces of dust and salt.  
He shifted his pack and walked on.
The dry ground made a crunching sound under his boots, and the sun blazed through the pine branches.  A road peppered with hand-painted signs marked the end of the forest.
Lyonia Spiritualist Camp, Population 66.  Books and Gifts.  Certified Mediums and Healers.  Walk-ins Welcome.
Justinian hoped his walk-in would be welcome.  
Another set of signs pointed the way to a Fairy Trail and a Welcome Center.  He turned toward the Welcome Center.
The Welcome Center stood at the intersection of Spiritualist Street and Mediumship Way.  An old wooden building, like all the others, surrounded by haphazard patches of grass, stuffed with cherub statues and windchimes, colorful streamers and gazing balls, pinwheels and stepping stones.  Justinian paused, momentarily bewildered by the disorder, so different from his simple underground room hidden in the catacombs beneath Paris.  
The broad wooden steps to the raised front porch creaked under his weight.  The door squealed open with a cheerful rattle of more chimes and trinkets, and a blast of chilled air, heavy with incense, washed over him.  The door banged closed behind him.
Crystals of every shape and size—small as a cut diamond, large as a magnum wine bottle—filled a table.  Books promising chakra alignment and spiritual enlightenment faced outward on brightly colored displays.  Candles covered in dried petals layered another perfumed scent on top of the incense.
Should he buy something as a present?  The only money he had was old French gold, and what would the shop attendant make of that?  Nothing good.  He reached back to pat the antique bottle in his bag, reassuring himself.  Then he squeezed his large, muscled body past the crystal display and a rack of souvenir t-shirts to reach the attendant.
The attendant perched on a stool, behind a counter, overseeing some kind of money machine.  She had great streaks of white in her hair, and a wise face softened by friendliness.  “Howdy-do!” she said.  
“Hello, madame,” he rumbled, feeling rusty, and conscious of his heavy French accent.  “I am looking for a tea shop run by a woman named Lizzy.”
“Tea shop’s around the corner, down Metaphysical Street.  You know where that is?”
Justinian shook his head solemnly.
The attendant whipped out a paper map with a practiced flourish and laid it on the glass case between them.  She tapped it with one finger.  “You’re here, at the Welcome Center.  You go outside, turn left, keep going to the next cross street, then turn right.  Look for the sign with the cat and the tea kettle.  Can’t miss it.”  She pushed the paper across the counter.
He gathered it up in his large hands and dipped his head.  “Thank you, madame.”
“Be sure to stop by the Fairy Trail while you’re over that way.  Everybody loves it!”
Justinian studied the map so carefully he bumped into a windchime on the way out.  He followed the directions, just as the woman said, all the way to Metaphysical Street.
Great oak trees lined the street, spreading deeper shade beneath the higher canopy of pine.  He passed several small houses before he spotted the sign: The Tea Kittle, featuring a grumpy-looking cat with folded ears next to a steaming tea kettle.  A play on words.  At least this yard was free of the clutter that decorated the others.  
He stood on the sidewalk, rooted like the oaks, unable to move.  His flaming sword was of no use.  There was nothing to fight except his urge to take off into the sky, run away, pretend he had never come.  Return to his cave and drink his gift all alone.
A horrible sound erupted from the pink flowering bushes by the porch.  
Justinian jumped into a fighting stance.  Could it be a demon?  An old foe returned to finish the fight?  Praise Heaven.  It would give him something to do with all his pent-up energy.
The pink flowers parted.  It was only a bent-eared cat, the real version of the one on the sign.  The cat scowled at him, as if to say: Coward.  You can’t even knock.
Justinian unsheathed his sword and waved it at the beast.  Not to hurt it; to make it run away and stop looking at him like that.
The cat barely glanced at the burning weapon before it settled in the grass and began to lash its tail back and forth.
Justinian sheathed the sword and felt ashamed.  He hadn’t been very angelic.
He looked at the door of the tea shop.  He had come so far.  All he had to do was go inside.  
The cat made a rather alarming noise, like expensive satin ripping slowly on saw blades.
Justinian regarded it with one eyebrow raised.  “‘Miaou, miaou,’?  What are you intending to say, monsieur?”  Justinian nodded slowly.  “You are telling me to go inside, are you not?  Yes, I believe you are.”  He surveyed the tea shop once more, with its whitewashed wooden siding, old glass windows, and a couple of steps leading to the front porch and the front door.  “D’accord, my friend.  I will go.”  But he did not move.
The bent-eared cat rolled on its back, flexing its paws carelessly in the air, before righting itself and fixing Justinian with a hazel stare.
The cat’s gaze landed with the sure force of magic, a jade compulsion—or perhaps just a surprising amount of feline judgment.
Justinian steeled himself and walked forward.
[image: image-placeholder]Lizzy watched the woman across from her swirl the dregs of the teacup three times clockwise.  “Now concentrate on your question, and make a wish that the cup will reveal the answer accurately.  Then slowly turn the cup over the saucer.”  
The sitter glanced at Lizzy with wide, excited eyes before following the directions.
Lizzy stifled a sigh.  It was all bunk.  She couldn’t read tea leaves to save her life.  But it was much easier to maintain the fiction than go by the truth, which was that she was a clairvoyant witch who could read people by looking at them.  Even better if she touched them.  
The tea shop, inherited from her mother, made her living well enough to maintain a small life in a very small town.  They had collected many of the dishes together, at local thrift stores.  Her mother had always said each one had its own story.
Lizzy took the cup and saucer from the sitter.  This set was one of her favorites: creamy white porcelain and tiny pink roses embellished with gold.  She carefully turned the cup face-up.
Angel wings.  Again.
Lizzy frowned.  She’d been getting that symbol for a week.  Of course she knew all the tasseography symbols—the sitters expected it—and she did her best to throw in as many as she could, so they went away happy, even though the true reading was all her own and had nothing to do with tea.
The sitter was staring at her, practically bouncing on the edge of her seat.  “Well?  What does it say?”
Lizzy came to with a start.  “Oh!  Right.  Yes, I see some really fantastic things in here.  May I hold your hand?  The vibrations help.”  She smiled, aiming high-wattage charm across the table, and held out her hand, tipped with Barbie-pink nails.
The sitter eagerly took her hand.  Then it was just a matter of throwing out symbols—apples and birds, candles and castles—while doing the actual reading.  “See this?  The horseshoe shape?”  Lizzy waited for the sitter to study the meaningless blob and nod.  “It means you will have success in choosing a business partner.”  It was true.  It was hard to say how she knew, but she knew, unerringly.  The sitter was trying to start a business and would soon run into the right person to form a team and make it work.  
“In the far future—see the bottom of the cup?—this house means you will find business success.  The knife nearby means to be on guard against a betrayal.”  Apparently, the ideal business partner would also be the one to try to take it over.  “Get a lawyer to help you formalize your business.  Don’t do it on a handshake.”
The sitter released her hand and picked up the cup, raising it to her face like she was looking into the eyepiece of a telescope.  “You can see all that?”
“I can.”  Lizzy did her best to look mysterious.  It was hard, because her natural look was more on the bubbly side.
The woman set the cup down and pulled some bills out of her purse.  She slid them across the table, then stood.
Lizzy scooped up the bills, discreetly counting.  Between the tea, the reading, and the tip, she’d made a fair hour’s wages.  As long as the tourists kept coming in at the same clip, for plain tea or for readings, she’d be in good shape.
The sitter opened the tea shop door.  Bright afternoon sunshine blazed in, outlining a hulking form in the doorway.  “Oh, excuse me,” the woman said, stepping back to allow whoever it was to step inside.
The silhouetted figure swayed as if shifting weight from foot to foot.  Hesitating.  “Your pardon, madame,” he said, in a gravelly French accent that immediately rang bells.  He politely moved out of the way and reached his thick arm out to hold the door for the sitter to leave.
Angel wings.  Justinian.  The angel she’d met in Paris when helping her new friends Raya and Phoenix defeat a power-mad witch.  A power-mad witch who happened to be Lizzy’s mentor.  And now here she was, home from Paris, home from that grand adventure.  Back in her dusty, sleepy town, reading fortunes for small bills.  Mentor-less, direction-less, and—to tell the truth—kind of bored.
Until now.
Lizzy hastily tucked the money away and hopped up from her fortune-telling table.  “Justinian!”  She practically skipped across the tea shop to the doorway.  Seized his arm and all but dragged him inside.  “How did you get here?”
A pause, full of Justinian’s usual gravity.  “I flew.”
Of course he had—and not on an airplane, either.  The day they’d met, in Paris, he’d exploded out of the sky in full regalia, wings and all, so abruptly that she had fainted in shock.  This new outfit—humble, almost working-class—suited him even better than the short white robe, flaming sword, and blinding halo.  “What are you doing here?  I thought you were going back to your cave!”
In the small shop he practically loomed.  He hunched his shoulders, seeming to try to make himself smaller.  “I thought… I thought I would go on a trip.”
“How exciting!  Like a vacation?”
“Yes.”  He paused.  “No.  Not exactly.”  Standing there, he looked less like an angel and more like a lost bear.  His paws seized one of the rickety chairs as if he needed it for moral support.  “I thought maybe—maybe you could help.”
“Help?”  Lizzy’s mind whirled.  Why would an angel need help?  Then again, anything was better than sitting around waiting for tourists.  This was excitement.  This was adventure.  
This was fun.
She took his hand, not to read him—witches couldn’t read angels, anyway—but to show her willingness to help.
Unfortunately, it seemed to fluster him even more.  “Perhaps it was a bad idea—”
“No!” Lizzy cried.  “No, of course it wasn’t.  Come on.  Let’s have tea!”  She drew him further into the shop, to the front counter with its bar stools facing
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