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      Sitting on your keister for days on end is not as much fun as it sounds.

      That was what Darcy Sweet had discovered while sitting around the house with nothing to do for the last week but look out the kitchen window at her white Honda Civic sitting unused in the driveway and the few stubborn leaves left on the trees in the middle of November. It hadn’t snowed yet, and she could see the birds in the branches and the puffy clouds that were wisping across an otherwise blue sky.  It wasn’t all that unusual for the snow to hold off until after Thanksgiving.  Not that it mattered.  For now she was practically housebound.

      But, that was what happened when you fell off a ladder in your own bookstore and broke your leg.  Doctor Sandal orders you on bedrest.  Your family waits on you hand and foot, which is great at first, and then just becomes totally humiliating after that.  Your plaster cast starts to itch and even the funny smiley faces and hearts that your nine year old daughter has drawn all over it don’t make you happy anymore.  You have to wear shorts and sweatpants instead of your favorite jeans and khakis.  And, there’s only so many reruns and bad movies you can watch.

      Thank God for books.

      She took a breath.  It was just possible that she’d had too much time to sit here and think about these things.

      It was nearly three o’clock now, and it wouldn’t be much longer before the school bus came to drop off her daughter Colby from school.  Jon would be home from work in a couple of hours, too.  The job of small town police chief had its perks, and one of those was that he usually got to come home on time.  Usually.  After all, this was Misty Hollow, and things weren’t always as ‘small town’ here as they should be.

      There hadn’t been a really, truly big mystery here for months, and Darcy counted each day without one as a blessing.  It was enough to make Darcy believe that things might be normal in their lovely little town for the rest of all time.

      She could just see her reflection in the glass of the kitchen window, and she stuck out her tongue at herself.  “Don’t jinx it,” she said out loud.  “You start saying everything is going to be normal, and that’s when you know something bad is going to happen.  It happens every time.”

      Her reflection smiled back at her.  Was that really what she looked like now?  Yes, she supposed it was.  Older, and wiser.  Still pretty, according to her wonderful husband Jon Tinker.  It was hard to believe that she’d been a teenager when she first came to this house of her Great Aunt’s.  That was… more years ago than she cared to think about right now.  It was hard to see that girl’s heart-shaped face in her own anymore.

      There were fine lines at the corners of her soft green eyes whenever she smiled.  Her dark hair wasn’t long now like it used to be because she’d cut it nearly as short as her sister Grace wore hers.  It had been something of a necessity, because when you had two young kids like Darcy did their little hands tended to grab at things.  The last time her son Zane had a piggyback ride, his fingers had tangled in her tresses and that was the end of that.  Her short style bobbed with her whenever she hobbled around on her crutch.

      She would always be Darcy Sweet.  Just with a few changes.

      Well.  That was enough reminiscing for now.  She had to get ready for Colby to come home.  Zane was in the living room, napping in his playpen, and she was hoping he would sleep for another hour before he got up.  It had been something of an argument between her and Jon about whether she could watch the kids with a broken leg.  Colby was already more mature than most girls her age, Darcy had reminded him, and Zane was on a regular sleep schedule for now.  When he wasn’t in his playpen, he was crawling around the completely baby-proofed living room.

      Thankfully the safety gates were enough to keep the speedster penned into this one space.  There was one on the stairs keeping him from getting up to the second floor, and a fold-away one that they had attached to the entryway between the kitchen and the living room.  Darcy wasn’t stupid.  She could totally take care of her son all by herself, even with a broken leg.  As long as she stacked the odds in her favor.  He was just over a year old now, and although he’d mastered crawling right on schedule, and had moved on to walking a few feet at a time, the stairs were going to have to wait.  Same with the kitchen and all the fun but deadly implements he might get his hands on in there.

      Jon had finally relented after making her promise to call him if anything happened.  Anything at all, he emphasized.  She didn’t blame him for being cautious.  For the first few days wearing the cast, whenever Darcy had needed to get up and down the stairs she’d tried skinnying up them backwards on her bum.  That took even longer than hopping on her good foot, her crutch in one hand and the other keeping a death grip on the railing.  If little Zane had learned to take those stairs, like he’d already learned to zip across the carpet on his hands and knees, then Darcy would have ended up breaking her other leg trying to keep up with him.

      So the living room had been turned into his own private kingdom.  Toys and books were within easy reach, and every electrical outlet had been covered, every sharp corner cushioned with foam edging.  Nothing had been left to chance.  Until Zane grew a little bigger, he couldn’t get into any trouble in here.

      Darcy was happy to have her little baby stay a little baby for now.  Colby had grown up much too fast as it was.  Darcy wanted to enjoy this time with her children.  It was exactly why she had told Jon that she didn’t need someone to help her at home while he was at work.  She had to be careful, but she could manage.  She jealously wanted this time to belong to her and no one else.  It was just a broken leg.  She could manage.  Colby had been an amazing helper with her little brother, too.

      So.  She should think about getting something ready for supper.  Looking down at her leg in its cast, propped up on the kitchen chair next to the one she was sitting in, Darcy frowned.  Well.  Maybe she’d call Jon and have him pick something up for supper.  It wouldn’t be so bad to admit she was a woman with a broken leg, just for today.  Settling the padded brace of the crutch under her arm, on the opposite side from the broken leg like the doctor had instructed, she levered herself up and took a few steps.  Her muscles were sore from her toes all the way up to her shoulders, and her good ankle had started to throb from having to carry her full weight all the time.

      Yeah.  A day off from being Supermom would be all right with her.

      There was more she needed to do today yet.  She needed to call and check in with Izzy at the bookstore.  Her partner was more than capable of running the Sweet Read bookstore for a few days on her own.  She had certainly done it plenty of times in the past.  Still, Darcy couldn’t just ignore her responsibilities there.  She had to at least check in, even if she couldn’t make it back to work full time until her leg had healed.

      Great Aunt Millie had started that store, after all, and it had been Darcy’s pride and joy ever since she’d taken over.  Izzy McIntosh had an amazing head for business, and Darcy simply couldn’t have asked for a better next door neighbor, but if she didn’t start doing her part Izzy was likely going to quit and move to Canada or something.

      She had to start organizing the Thanksgiving dinner she’d been roped into hosting here at the house, too, but she was going to put off thinking about that until tomorrow.  Again.

      So.  She needed to call the bookstore, and then call Jon about dinner.

      As she was about to go and get the phone from the living room, there was a knock at the front door.

      That was a surprise, to be sure.  She wasn’t expecting anyone.  The curtain over the window in the front door kept her from seeing who it was.  Just a tall shadow standing there and waiting to be let in.  They must have walked here from town.  There were just the two houses on her street and she certainly would have noticed a car pulling up and into the driveway.

      It might be one of her neighbors, maybe.  She still had people dropping by to visit and ask if she was doing all right after her fall even now, a week later.  That was just the way Misty Hollow did things.  Neighbors helped their neighbors.  She liked living in a place where people came first.

      Of course, sometimes people who knocked on her front door were here to ask for help in, well, very special circumstances.  That had been a regular thing for the people of Misty Hollow since Darcy could remember.  She had a reputation for seeing things that other people missed, and knowing things that she just shouldn’t be able to know.  For a lot of years after she moved here, people thought she was just odd.  No one thought that anymore.  Or if they did, no one said it out loud.

      Being able to see ghosts kind of set you apart from everyone else.

      She smiled to herself as she hobbled to the door on her good foot and her crutch.  Very few people knew what she could do.  For most of her friends her paranormal abilities wouldn’t matter.  As for the rest of them… well.  Even if it changed things for them, it wouldn’t change things for her.  She’d still go on being exactly who she was.

      “Who is it?” she called out when she was halfway across the kitchen.

      “It’s Anthony Faber,” a familiar voice answered.

      Oh.  Well, she certainly wasn’t expecting him.  She opened the door as soon as she got to it and then performed an awkward backward hop to get out of the way.  “Hi, Anthony.  I thought our meeting was set for tomorrow?”

      “It was, it was,” he agreed with a wide smile.  “But I was just down at the bookstore talking to your friend Isabelle McIntosh.  Lovely woman, I have to say.”

      “She prefers Izzy.”  Darcy closed the door behind him.  “Did you walk here from town?”

      “I did, actually.  I figured it’s a beautiful day out, especially for this time of year, and it’s not that far to walk.  My car will be all right in town, won’t it?”

      “Oh, I’m sure it will.  We haven’t had any petty thefts here in Misty Hollow for a long time.”

      “Just one of the reasons I like being the rep for our company in this area.”

      Anthony’s smile was infectious.  Darcy couldn’t help but smile back at him even though she knew he was here to discuss the claim she’d filed over her accident.  It was all strictly routine, but their insurance company was asking about a gazillion questions and even though Anthony was being super considerate about it, ultimately, he worked for the company and he had to serve their best interests.

      Even so, from all the time they’d spent talking on the phone he seemed like a very nice guy and she couldn’t help but like him.

      He stuck out a beefy hand for her to shake, his long arms extending well past the cuffs of a gray wool coat that went down past his knees.  He had the face of an insurance salesman to be sure, wide and expressive, with bright brown eyes that were as shiny as new pennies.  Under his coat he wore a business suit.  In a leather satchel strung crossways over his shoulder would be the documents she needed to look over and sign.  He was all business, and comfortable being so.

      “It’s good to finally meet you,” he said to Darcy, stepping over to the table and unshouldering his satchel.  “I don’t think this will take too long.  It’s not a bad time, is it?”

      “No, it’s fine.  I’m just waiting for my daughter to get off the school bus.”  As Anthony took a seat she peeked into the living room to make sure Zane was still asleep.  “Sorry, my son is in his playpen.  Just wanted to check on him.”

      “Mm-hmm, I understand completely.  Kids are important.  He’s a baby, is he?”

      “One year old now.  Hard to believe.”  She smiled, like she did every time she talked about her kids.  “Do you have children, Anthony?”

      “No, ma’am, I don’t.”  He undid the flap on his satchel and took out a manila file folder packed full of papers.  “Never found the time, I suppose.”

      “Oh, that’s too bad.  Well, you’ve still got time.”

      “I suppose.”  He smiled, and pointed to her leg.  “How’s the injury?”

      “The doctor said five weeks, probably, so I’ve got a ways to go.  I’ll still be in this when Thanksgiving rolls around.  It’s no fun, I can tell you that.”

      “I’m sure it’s not!” he chuckled.  “Not like you fell off that ladder in your store on purpose, right?”

      She remembered the moment when the ladder’s track had broken free from the wall above her, when she’d been freefalling with no way to stop herself.  “No.  It was definitely not how I wanted to spend my day.”

      “Well.  Now we’ve got all this paperwork to go over and we get to spend some quality time together you and me.  So it’s not all bad, right?”

      They went over some basic questions about her policy, and her personal information, and some pleasant chit-chat in between.  It had been a long time since Darcy had put in an insurance claim on her store.  The last time, there had been a car wreck that had sent half an engine block through the front window.

      Darcy found herself itching at the side of her cast, right above the knee, as they sat there talking.  She needed to get up and move for a little bit.  “Would you like some tea, Anthony?”

      “Why, yes, I would.”  He finished filling in a line on the fifth page of a form.  “That’s very nice of you Miss Sweet.”

      “It’s Mrs. Sweet, actually.”  Darcy hopped to the countertop on her crutch.  “Don’t worry.  It’s a common mistake.  My husband and I both decided to keep our last names when we married.  Our girls get my name, like my daughter Colby, and our boys get Jon’s name.  So Zane is Zane Tinker.”

      “Well I must say, that’s very forward thinking of you guys.  I’m not sure I’d be able to do that with my family.  If I ever had one, that is.”

      “Do you have a wife?” Darcy asked as she balanced herself to get the teabags down from the cabinet.  Were these always this high?  “She must be a very patient woman if you’re always driving around for your company.”

      “Nope.  No wife either.  Like I said, I guess I just never found time for a family.”

      Darcy finally had the box of tea in her hand.  The next task was to get water into the kettle and set it on the stove to boil.  She was doing pretty well for a woman on a crutch.

      The front door opened again at the same time that Darcy heard the school bus pulling away with a honk of the horn.  Colby came running in with a swirl of dark auburn hair and a pixie’s grin.  “I’m here, Mom!  I’ll help make the tea.”

      It didn’t surprise Darcy at all that Colby knew what her mother was doing before she even opened the door.  She always knew.  At just nine years old, little Colby was already stronger with her gift than Darcy had been at twice that age.

      She was one of the bright spots in Darcy’s world, and those mysterious blue-green eyes of hers were the perfect combination of her mom and dad.  There would never be any doubt whose daughter she was.

      “Thanks, Starshine,” Darcy told her, using Colby’s nickname.  “Your timing couldn’t be more perfect.  How was school?”

      “It was okay.  Nothing great.”  After putting the kettle on the stove and carefully turning on the burner, Colby shrugged out of her pink hoodie.  The dress underneath hadn’t picked up a single stain for a change.  “It’s almost Thanksgiving break, you know, so we aren’t starting anything new.  I’ll get the plates and cups out, if you want?”

      “That would be great, honey.  Thanks again.”  She sat back down, happy to put her crutch aside once more.  “Colby, this is Mister Faber.  He’s here to talk to me about my accident.”

      Colby nodded.  “He’s the insurance man.  Insurance is what you pay when something bad happens to someone.”

      Anthony laughed uproariously at Colby’s simple explanation.  “Well, yes, that’s one way of putting it.  There’s a bit more to it than that but it’s nothing you’ll have to worry about for lots of years to come, little lady.”

      “I’m not little,” Colby informed him as she started setting the table.  “I happen to be a twenty year old woman trapped in a nine-year-old’s body.”

      Darcy hid her smile behind her hand.  Anthony could only stare, and it was more obvious in that moment that he’d never had children than it was when he’d said it out loud.

      The plates and cups were set, but Darcy noticed the mistake that Colby had made as she spun away, heading for the living room.

      “Oh, Starshine… you put out three settings.  It’s just me and Mister Faber.  We only need two.”

      “No, I did it right,” Colby told her, spinning in a circle so that her dress flared.  “You’re going to have company, Mom.  I’ll check on Zane.  Then can I watch television?”

      Sometimes it made Darcy dizzy trying to keep up with this girl whenever she got going.  “Sure, you can watch television.  Just keep the volume down, all right?”

      “’Kay.  Quiet as a church mouse,” Colby promised.

      When Colby was in the next room, Anthony tapped his pen against the stack of papers.  “That’s quite the daughter you have there.”

      “Don’t I know it.”  Darcy watched her daughter through the open doorway for a moment, proud of this family she’d helped create.

      Then she turned back to Anthony, and stopped.

      Behind him, a translucent specter hovered inches from the floor.  The ghost of a young woman had entered Darcy’s home, and stood there, staring at Darcy with piercing intensity.

      The ghost spoke to her, but across the distance that existed between the world of the dead and the world of the living, the sound of it was a barely audible static to Darcy’s ears.

      “…see me…”

      “Darcy?” Anthony asked her suddenly.  “Are you all right?  You look awful all of a sudden.  Is it your leg?  Does it hurt?”

      “Er, no,” she said, snapping her eyes away from the ghost and back to him.  “I’m fine, really.  So.  You said you had some questions for me?”

      She couldn’t let him know there was a ghost here.  It was better to pretend they were still alone, and see what happened next.

      Anthony was watching her strangely, and that pen was still tapping against the papers.  He could tell something was wrong but those forms weren’t going to fill themselves out.  “Well.  I suppose we can get down to it.”

      Except that was when the hot water started to whistle in the kettle.  Darcy smiled at him apologetically and got up again.  As she did, she cast her gaze quickly over his shoulder at the ghost again.

      She was young looking, in her late twenties at most, which made her even younger than Darcy.  A beauty mark on her left cheek was prominent against the pale shimmer of her image.  She wore a blue tank top and cut off jean shorts, not all that much different from what Darcy liked to wear in the summertime, and a necklace that sparkled even on this side of eternity.  There was enough of a resemblance around the wide cheeks and the shape of her ears to make it obvious this ghost was a close relative of Anthony’s, even if she had curls of red hair cascading over her shoulders.

      And still that cold, intense stare.

      It was the necklace that caught Darcy’s eyes particularly.  It had a thick gold chain and a dangling triangular pendant, pale blue and streaked with lines of silvery white.  Turquoise, Darcy thought, but it was hard to tell with the hazy appearance the ghost girl had.

      Now the third cup that Colby had set out made sense.  They were going to have company, Colby had said.  Darcy knew by now to take her daughter seriously when she said things like that.

      This just wasn’t the company she’d been expecting.

      “So, Anthony,” she said casually as she took the kettle off the burner.  “You aren’t married, but you must have family?  Do they live around here?”

      “No, no, it’s just me.”  For the first time since he came here to see her, his smile slipped.  “My parents are gone, and that’s just the way of the world, I suppose.  Had a sister once, but she disappeared three years ago.  Nobody’s seen her since and to tell you the truth I’m worried about her.  I still see her face, sometimes, with that red mop of hair curled around her face.  She had this freckle on her left cheek.  A beauty mark, I think they call it.”

      Darcy looked up at the ghost, as Anthony continued to describe her perfectly.

      “Oh, and she was a beauty,” he added.  “All the boys liked my sister back when we were in school, that’s for sure.  She only had eyes for one guy though.  Stayed with him right up until she went missing.  You know, it’s funny you should ask me about her.”

      “Oh?” Darcy said.  “Why’s that?”

      “I just mean, because the anniversary of her disappearance is in a few days.  The day when she went missing.  Yeah.  That was a hard day for me.  She always seems closer to me at this time of year.”

      There was no doubt this ghost was Anthony’s sister.  If their resemblance hadn’t tipped her off, then that description certainly would have.  That meant that Anthony’s sister hadn’t just disappeared.

      She was dead.

      As Darcy watched her closely, the spectral image of his sister knelt down closer to Anthony, and moved her lips like she was whispering in her brother’s ear.  It was impossible for him to hear whatever she was saying, but he still lifted a hand to swipe at his cheek.  He’d felt something, faint though it may have been.

      She could see why Anthony felt his sister’s presence at this time every year.  His sister came back to haunt him on the date that she’d died.  The same day each year.  And, if Darcy was right, the ghost was trying to tell him the secrets of her death.

      “…see me…”

      It was moments like this when Darcy had to choose between what she wanted to tell people, and what she thought they were ready to hear.  Sure, she could tell Anthony that his sister was dead, and that her spirit was right here in the kitchen with them.  If she did that she ran the risk of him shutting down.  He would most likely call her a liar—and several other choice names—and storm out of her house.  Just because she knew it was true, didn’t mean it had to be said.

      Not until she had a lot more information.

      Pouring water into the teacups for both of them, Darcy’s thoughts began to spin.  Ghosts who hadn’t moved on to the afterlife were nearly always stuck here because of some unresolved issue.  Usually, it was because they had died tragically or unexpectedly and they needed the comfort of knowing why.  They needed that resolution.  Spirits could be trapped on this side of the veil for years if they didn’t find the answers they were looking for.  Murder victims were the hardest because they not only needed to know the why of their deaths, they needed to know who did it as well.

      If a spirit was stuck between worlds long enough, they could even turn violent, and start lashing out at the living.  Not everything in Poltergeist had been made up by Hollywood.

      Darcy looked at the ghost again.  True, Anthony’s sister was dead… but had she been murdered?

      Dropping back into her chair, Darcy propped her leg up on the one next to her to relieve the strain on her muscles, and then very intently concentrated on bobbing her teabag in her cup.  She needed a moment to think.  She needed to know why this ghost was here, and if she could help.  A ghost that had been coming back year after year now, trying to make herself heard, could spell all sorts of trouble.

      After another moment, she set the teabag aside, and cleared her throat.  “So, Anthony, tell me.  What was your sister like?  If you don’t mind my asking, I mean.”

      Behind him the ghost scowled and tried to yell something at both of them while she fisted her hands against her hips.  Darcy listened as hard as she could, but the ghost’s words were lost in silence.

      Anthony raised an eyebrow at her as he stirred sugar into his cup.  “Marcia was her name.  Um.  Why do you ask?”

      “Well,” she said, “sometimes it’s easier to talk about these things.  When we feel the loss of our loved ones so deeply it’s hard to keep it all bottled up.  Talking about her… it will be like she’s still here.”

      Marcia’s glare turned on Darcy, and she shivered.

      He thought about that as he set his spoon aside, and left his drink untouched.  “I appreciate the offer, Darcy, but I don’t want to bore you with the details.  I mean, you hardly even know me.”

      “No, please.  I’d like to hear about Marcia.”  The ghost glared at her, but Darcy kept going.  “Don’t you have any idea where she is?  Or if she’s, you know, alive or dead?”

      Anthony heaved a heavy breath.  “No I don’t.  Nobody knows for sure.  She disappeared one night from her house in Rose Lake.  Didn’t tell anyone where she was going.  Not me, not her boss at work, not her friends… no one.”

      “Rose Lake?”  That was a little community about fifty miles north of Misty Hollow.  There wasn’t much there.  Lots of homes, and a four-way intersection, and she thought there might be a church. And of course there was the lake. “So, you and your sister grew up in this area?”

      “We did, actually.  Yeah.  See, that’s the other reason why I like being the rep for this area.  I know the people, and I know what matters to folks who live in places like this.  Marcia was a secretary at a smalltime accounting firm.  She liked what she did okay, I guess, but maybe she got tired of her life and took off.  That’s what I told the police, anyway.  To tell the truth, I just don’t know.”

      Marcia beat her fists at the air and shouted out a long string of what Darcy could only imagine would have been profanity.  She hadn’t left town.  She died.  Marcia screamed and ranted in silent fury, unable to make her brother see that she hadn’t run away in some sort of midlife crisis.  Somehow, the truth was going to be much worse.

      “There were no suspects, I take it?” she asked.  “I mean, no reason to think she was taken by anyone against her will?  No reason to believe this was anything except your sister just taking off for no reason?”

      Almost at the same time, Anthony and Marcia’s ghost turned identical stares on Darcy.  “You mean to inquire,” Anthony said to her, “is there any reason to believe my sister is dead.”

      “I’m sorry,” Darcy said immediately.  She could see the truth, standing right there in her kitchen, but Anthony couldn’t.  Marcia was definitely dead.  If she wanted to keep Anthony talking about it, however, she couldn’t push him so hard.  “I’m just trying to be a good listener for you.”

      “Well, I appreciate that.  Really.”  He shrugged.  “If I’m being honest then I guess I don’t really know if she’s still alive.  I mean, it wasn’t like her to do something like this but at the same time, it’s just impossible to believe that anyone would want to kill Marcia.  Everyone loved her.  That man of hers certainly did.  I did.  Even her bosses at the accounting firm over in Rose Lake couldn’t get enough of her.  They were always having her work overtime because she was so good at what she did.  I mean, she didn’t have an enemy in the world.”

      “What about friends?” Darcy asked.  “Her friends must have known something about where she might have gone or who she might have been with.  Did you ask her boyfriend?”

      “First thing I did.  He lives here in Misty Hollow, believe it or not.  Matthew Courson.  You know him?”

      It took Darcy a moment to place him, but yes, she did.  “He works down at the hardware store.  Sort of a quiet man, keeps to himself?”

      “Yup.  That’s him.  He seemed to be as confused about Marcia leaving as I was.”  He sighed heavily.  “I never thought Marcia would have a reason to run away.  Still, I can’t shake the feeling that she’s with me, every year, right around this same time.  I guess it’s just my way of dealing with the guilt.”

      Darcy’s ears perked up at that.  “Guilt?  For what?”

      “Because part of me knows it would be easier if she was dead.”  He finally reached for his tea, but only to wrap his fingers around the cup and keep his hands from trembling.  After a moment, he managed a smile.  “Well, that’s enough of a trip down memory lane for me.  Thank you for asking about my sister.  You were right.  It does help to talk about her.  Now.  Let’s finish these forms, shall we?

      His pen tapped, tapped, tapped on the pages again, and Darcy knew he was becoming impatient.  She needed to stop pressing or he might begin to suspect her interest in Marcia was more than just neighborly concern.

      Darcy’s sixth sense was telling her something was wrong here.  Little alarm bells were ringing at the back of her mind.  She needed to find out what secrets Marcia might be hiding so that she could bring Anthony some peace, and help Marcia move on.

      That wasn’t going to be easy from the confines of her house, she thought to herself, with this leg still in a cast…

      Her thoughts skipped a beat as Marcia glared down at her again.  While Anthony droned on about insurance policies and indemnity clauses and liability waivers, Marcia put a ghostly hand to her waist, and lifted up the bottom of her tank top.

      In the middle of her stomach was a puckered and angry looking red slash.  It was just below her belly button.

      What could it mean, she wondered?

      “Darcy?” Anthony asked, holding his pen out to her.  “Are you ready to begin?”

      Yes, Darcy thought to herself.  She certainly was.
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      “I still wish you’d let me hire a helper for you,” Jon told her for what must have been the hundredth time.  “Just until you get out of that thing.”

      Bouncing Zane on his knee, Darcy’s husband pointed with a finger under the kitchen table, indicating her cast still propped up on its own chair.

      In response, Darcy stuck her tongue out at him.

      “For Pete’s sake,” she said.  “We’ve been over this.  I don’t need a babysitter.  I’m just in a cast, I’m not an invalid.”

      “It wouldn’t be a babysitter.”  He emphasized that word, making faces at their big boy as Zane babbled and giggled with delight.  “Mommy doesn’t need a babysitter, does she Zane?  No she does not.  She just needs help around the house until she has two functional legs again.  Can you say ‘functional?’  Can you say that?”

      “Pthffffft, buh buh, Mama” was Zane’s response.

      “There, see?  Zane agrees with me.”

      “That’s because,” she said with a smile, “he’s Daddy’s little boy.”

      He was, too.  Of the two of them he was definitely starting to resemble his father more, with those blue eyes and that cute chin and that tuft of hair at the top of his head that was too dark to call blonde and too light to call anything else.  Well, the hair color didn’t match maybe, but Darcy could already tell he was going to grow up to be a heartbreaker in the looks department just like his father.

      Jon Tinker was tall, with dark wavy hair that she loved to run her fingers through, and just the barest touch of gray working its way in behind his ears.  He had the body of a man half his age, and there were times when he worked circles around some of the younger officers in his employ.  More than that, though, he had a good soul, and a brave heart.  Zane would be fine if he grew into the same kind of man his father was.

      Dinner was over, and Colby had gone off to the living room with her school books.  The pizza and wings Jon had brought home from the local pizza place in town had been excellent.  She really liked their food.  Now that Misty Hollow was growing by leaps and bounds the choices for takeout were a lot better.  Even Helen’s old bakery had been refurbished from the fire that had left it gutted, and now it had been reincarnated into a holistic foods restaurant.  Not anything Darcy cared for but she knew several people in town who swore by it.

      Their dinner conversation had wandered over several topics while Darcy had waited for an opening to tell Jon about Anthony’s sister.

      Now the talk had turned around to her and her injured leg again.  Her wonderful husband was protective of her, and she loved him for it, but she was more than capable of taking care of herself.  However, if he wanted to discuss her broken leg then she was going to use that to her advantage.

      “Anthony Faber was here today,” she said innocently.  Picking up one of the pizza crusts on her plate, she chewed on the edge of the crust as she eyed Jon.  “You remember who he is, right?”

      “The insurance agent for the bookstore, sure,” Jon said, his eyebrows scrunching together.  “Everything okay?  I thought your claim was all set.”

      “Well, I think it is.”

      “You think it is?  Darcy, part of the wall in the bookstore gave way.  And, sure, it might not have been such a big deal if it hadn’t been the part the sliding ladder was attached to, but it was, and you were on the ladder at the time and that makes it a big deal as far as I’m concerned.  If that doesn’t amount to a claim for the insurance then I don’t know what does.”

      “I agree, Jon,” she said, a little stiffly.  This was her business they were talking about, and she was fully capable of taking care of everything related to it.  At the same time, she knew there would be unpaid medical expenses from their health insurance and they needed to have the store’s insurance cover those plus the repairs to that wall like it was supposed to.  “Anthony just said that there were some forms to be filled out and approved.  I think it’s just routine.”

      “Or it’s the company’s way of stalling.”  He shook his head, making sure to keep a smile on his face for Zane’s benefit even as he frowned with his eyes.  “Maybe I’ll have a talk with him.  What’s his name?  Anthony Faber?  Maybe if the town police chief puts in a polite request for his company to expedite things, then all of this red tape will go away.”

      “You can’t always fight my battles for me,” Darcy said, looking at Jon through her lashes.  “I’m a big girl now.  I’ve been taking care of my own problems since high school.  Besides, I don’t think he’s intentionally holding anything up.  He’s a nice guy, and he’s trying to help.  His mind is a little distracted.  That’s all.”

      “Distracted by what?” he asked.

      There.  Finally, she had the opening she’d been waiting for.  “It turns out his sister disappeared three years ago.  This week is the anniversary of the last time he saw her.  It’s hitting him pretty hard.”

      “Whoa, whoa.  ‘Disappeared?’  You mean, like she ran away?”

      “I don’t know,” Darcy admitted honestly.

      “Or, like she just vanished?  Or was she kidnapped or something?”

      “Jon, I don’t know.”

      “Abducted by aliens?” he suggested sarcastically.

      “Jon.  This is serious.”

      “Right.  Well, that’s too bad, I agree.”  Jon picked Zane up, getting up from his chair while he balanced the squiggly little boy on his shoulder.  Zane latched his little arms around his father’s neck with a sigh of pure contentment.  “It must really suck wondering what happened to her.  Okay.  Fine, but if he doesn’t get this done for you then I’m going to talk to the insurance company directly.”

      “Uh, I think what you mean is that I’ll talk to them directly.”  Honestly, it was like ever since she broken her leg he’d started to treat her like an invalid.  He had seemingly forgotten entirely that she had faced down both criminals and ghosts in her lifetime and came out victorious with both every time.  Mostly.  “It’s my store, Jon, I’ll take care of it.  I was just mentioning Anthony’s sister because I thought, um, that you might be able to help him.”

      “Help him?”

      “Yes, help him.  You are a police officer, as I recall.”

      “Sure, but if they don’t live in town I can’t exactly jump in with both feet.  You know that, too,” his face scrunched up, the wheels in his mind starting to turn.  “So, I guess the question is why you’re so interested in getting your police officer husband involved in a missing person’s case.”

      “Um, well, you see…”

      It was like the words just failed her.  She’d been prepared to tell him all about it but now that the moment was here, she hesitated.  Jon knew all about her extra senses, her talents for seeing ghosts and reaching out to the other side.  He loved her unconditionally.  More than that, he supported her whenever she used her powers to help people.  He was the best thing that had happened to her in her entire life, with the exception of her daughter and her son.

      So maybe it was just old habits that made it seem harder than it really was to open up to him.

      Jon wasn’t having any of that, though.  He knew her too well.  “Ah.  The sister’s not missing.  She’s dead.  You saw her ghost, didn’t you?”

      From the living room, Colby called out, “Mom had some company today.  The angry lady.”

      Jon’s eyebrows shot up.  “The angry lady?”

      Darcy really, really wished that her daughter had worded that differently.

      It was the first time that Colby had spoken since dinner.  She’d been in there on the floor doing her homework, quiet as a mouse, with Tiptoe curled up on the backs of her legs.  The sleek gray cat had grown quite a bit, but she was still very much a kitten, and she adored Colby.  Darcy had heard the television go on a couple of times, too, which she didn’t mind as long as homework got done neatly and correctly.

      “Thanks, Colby,” Darcy called back to her daughter, barely keeping her sarcasm in check.

      “You’re welcome, Mom.”

      It was hard to tell, but Darcy thought she heard a little sarcasm there, too.  Colby was definitely her mother’s daughter.

      “Burf abu, Mama,” Zane said, taking his sister’s side like a good little brother.

      “Well,” Jon said into the silence.  “Since the cat’s out of the bag, why don’t you tell me about this angry lady’s ghost?”

      “There’s not much to tell, really.”  Darcy pictured the ghost standing in her kitchen again.  A pretty young woman, her life ripped away from her before her time… somehow.  “She appeared with Anthony here in the kitchen, and hung around the whole time he was here, and then left when he did.  It’s like she’s following him.”

      “Haunting him?”

      “Yeah, I guess so,” Darcy decided.  “Screaming at him, actually, trying to get him to hear her.  It’s like she appears to him at this same time every year, and won’t leave him alone until the death-aversary is over.”

      Jon stared at her.  “Her… what now?”

      “Death-aversary,” Colby answered him.  She’d picked up her stuff and now she was standing in the open doorway between the kitchen and the living room with her notebooks folded into her arms up against her chest.  “It’s the anniversary of Marcia’s death.  I don’t think she likes being dead.”

      At her feet, Tiptoe meowed softly in agreement.

      “Well, no,” Jon said with an amused tilt of his head.  “I expect she doesn’t like it at all.  I mean, who would?”

      Zane burbled spit bubbles around his tongue, adding in his two cents.

      Colby looked at both of them like they were missing the obvious.  “Great Aunt Millie doesn’t mind being a ghost.  She likes it where she is.  Mostly people like it when they move on to a better place after they die.  Death isn’t anything to be afraid of.”

      Millie, even though she was Darcy’s great aunt, had been the woman to raise her right here in this house.  Darcy’s own mother had basically kicked her out when she became so strong in her gifts that her mother didn’t know what to do with her.  The family had patched things up since then, with a lot of secrets coming out along the way, and through it all Millie had watched over everything from beyond the grave.  She was there to offer advice when Darcy needed it, even if the advice wasn’t always so clear or so easy.

      So Colby was right in a way.  Some people enjoyed moving on to what came after death.  Marcia Faber obviously wasn’t happy where she was, however, and Darcy needed to find a way to help her.

      A shadow had passed over Jon’s face, but he schooled his expression back into place quickly, and Darcy was reasonably sure Colby didn’t notice.  “Well,” he said out loud, “I don’t know much about what happens after death, Starshine.  That’s your mom’s department.  Hers and yours.  I don’t think a lot about dying.”

      “But, you did die once,” Colby reminded him.  “It’s okay, Daddy.  Everybody dies someday.”

      Darcy and Jon exchanged a glance.  The time that Jon had died—just for a few brief seconds—had been the worst moment in her life.  Even though she could see and talk to ghosts she did not want to have her life with Jon end any time soon.

      She could tell that he was thinking the same things she was.  Colby wasn’t like most girls her age, and she understood death better than most people ten times her age, but sometimes she still had a lot to learn about the way the world works.

      Jon reached over with Zane still perched on his arm and ruffled his daughter’s dark hair, making the reddish highlights shine under the kitchen lights.  “Someday is good enough for me, Starshine, as long as it doesn’t come too soon.”

      A passing thought occurred to Darcy.  She sincerely hoped Colby’s life would be easier than her own had been.  Especially puberty, when kids were cruel and really enjoyed pointing out anyone who was different than they were.

      “I’ll be fine, Mom,” Colby said to her.  She hefted up her books as she said it.  “It’s just a little work, that’s all.”

      Darcy heard the way those words spoke directly to her concerns for her daughter.  She smiled, wishing that Colby’s bright outlook on life—and death—could be enough to make her feel better.

      Tiptoe meowed, and Colby looked down at her while the cat flicked one gray ear.

      “Oh you’re right,” Colby said to her feline friend.  “We should go take care of that.  Um.  Mom, Dad, I’ll be up in my room. ‘Kay?”

      “’Kay?”  Jon sounded surprised.  “Since when do you say, ‘kay?”

      Colby rolled her eyes.  “Dad, it’s just something I say.  Seriously.”

      “Uh-huh.  I see.  Just something you say.”

      “Yup.”  Colby smiled at him like she was very pleased with herself.

      “Sure.  Just try not to say it too much, all right?”

      With a wicked little girl grin, Colby nodded her head.  “’Kay.”

      Tiptoe meowed again, her tail swishing against her paws.  That actually reminded Darcy.  She hadn’t seen someone else around all day.  “Hey, Colby, have you seen Smudge anywhere?”

      Her daughter seemed to sag under the weight of something other than her books.  “He’s upstairs, Mom.  He gets tired real easy.”

      “That’s something that happens,” Jon explained to her, “when we get old.  Moving on to the next life might be nothing to be afraid of, but just before you get there most people tend to slow down, and get tired a lot.  Maybe everyone’s more afraid of that part than anything else.”

      Colby considered that, looking down at the floor as she shifted from foot to foot.    “How come cats have to get old so much quicker than people?”

      That was a very good question, Darcy thought to herself, and not one that grownups thought about very much.  Sometimes Colby could act so mature, and other times she was still very much the little girl who they both loved.

      To Darcy’s surprise, it was Jon who answered the question.  “Cats are like thousand-watt lightbulbs.  They don’t last as long but that’s because their light burns brighter.”

      Tiptoe put her paw up on Colby’s foot, like she was agreeing with that little pearl of impromptu wisdom.

      “Yeah,” Colby said, a little more enthusiastically.  “I think you’re right.  Come on Tiptoe.  Let’s go upstairs.”

      Zane reached out for his sister with grasping hands, asking her for a hug with a string of nonsense syllables.  Colby obliged him with a quick hug and a kiss on his forehead.  “Love you, little brother.”

      Then she was off, and Tiptoe was racing her up the stairs to her room.

      Jon hugged Zane, too.  “Sister loves you, doesn’t she Zane?”

      “Ga-plbbpht,” was the answer, which was probably a long winded way to say ‘yes’ in the vocabulary of a one-year-old.  At least, that was how Darcy took it.

      “So, seriously,” Jon said to her.  “When did our little girl start using the phrase ‘kay’?”

      “She learned it from Ellen,” Darcy explained.  “She’s decided she wants to be just like Ellen when she grows up.”

      “Really.  Just like her, huh?”

      “Sure,” Darcy said with a little shrug.  “By the time she grows out of it she’ll be old enough to know the sordid facts of Ellen’s past.  Right now she only knows that Ellen is a strong and confident woman with a cool car.  There’s definitely worse role models out there that our daughter could have chosen.”

      Jon nodded, but he wasn’t willing to admit that he agreed.  He’d come to an uneasy truce with their friend, and her past life as a killer-for-hire.  Part of that was because of how she’d helped save Jon’s life, but she’d proven herself to be a good friend in lots of other ways, too.  It had been a while since she’d seen Ellen Gless, especially now that her son Connor and Izzy McIntosh’s daughter Lilly from next door had both gone off to college.  She would have to find some time for them to get together.  Maybe after Thanksgiving.

      Motherhood had taken up a lot of her time, and it seemed like now that she had reached a point in her life when she had lots of friends that she could spend time with, she didn’t have the time to make it happen.

      “No, no, ba, ba, pffbt,” Zane gurgled, as if to prove her point.

      “Let’s see if our big man wants a little bit more of his dinner,” Darcy suggested.  “Then we should talk more about Anthony’s sister.”

      “Don’t you have other things to worry about?” Jon asked her.

      “What could be more important than another mystery?” she said with a smile.

      “How about letting your leg rest so it can heal?  And,” he added, “don’t forget we’re hosting Thanksgiving here this year.”

      Darcy tossed her head back, and rolled her eyes at the ceiling.  “Don’t remind me.”

      She would rather face down a hundred angry ghosts, than sit through another awkward family dinner full of silence and secrets.
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      Darcy sat on their bed, trying to decide if it was worth the effort to put on her pajama bottoms or if she should maybe just sleep in her panties tonight.  Of course, Jon wouldn’t mind.  It did her heart good to know that her husband could still find her attractive even with her leg in a cast.  The kids were in bed, and for the next few hours it was just time for the two of them to be together.

      “So let me get this straight,” Jon said to her, already in his pajama pants and shrugging into an old white t-shirt.  “Anthony Faber has a sister who went missing, and no one knows what happened to her, except for you of course because you saw her ghost.  So we know she’s dead.  You’re leaning towards foul play being involved because this ghost was very, very angry.”

      “Yes to all of that,” Darcy agreed.  “Her name is Marcia, and she was shouting at her brother like she had something to say but she just couldn’t get it across to him.  Some secret, or a question, or something important enough that she’s been screaming the same thing at him, year after year, all this time.  I know that would make me angry.”

      “Yeah.  Me too, I guess.  You couldn’t hear anything the ghost was saying?”

      Darcy stuck her tongue into her cheek, thinking back.  “She said, um, ‘see me.’”

      “That’s all?”

      “Some ghosts can’t get their voice to be heard from the other side.  I’m lucky I heard that much.  Oh, there was something else, too.”  The scene played out in her mind’s eye again.  “Marcia had a wound on her stomach.  A slash, right below her belly button.”

      Jon considered that.  “See, this is where I get fuzzy with the whole ghostly visions thing.  Sometimes when you see a ghost with an injury it’s symbolic… like if the ghost has its eyes gouged out it could be because they died blindfolded, right?”

      She nodded.  They actually had a ghost appear like that once, and it was only after they had solved the mystery that they understood what the ghost was showing them.

      “Okay.”  Jon rubbed a hand over his forehead.  “Sometimes it’s symbolic.  But other times, the injury is a real thing that they had when they were alive.  Right?”

      “Yes.  That’s a simple way of putting it, but you’re right.”

      “So, in this case, do you know if that wound you saw on her belly was real, or if it was the ghost’s way of trying to give you a clue about her death?”

      “Well, no,” she said, “I guess I don’t.  I can’t imagine what sort of message a big cut on her stomach is supposed to be, though.”

      “I don’t know,” Jon admitted.  “Maybe whoever killed her stabbed her in the stomach.  Maybe she tripped and fell on a sword.  Maybe she thought she was too fat.”

      Darcy gave him a you’re-not-funny look.

      “What?  Stranger things have happened.”

      She had to admit, that was certainly true.

      It was after midnight now, and both of their children were in bed and asleep.  They’d lucked out with Colby, and she’d slept through the night almost right from the beginning.  It was looking like they would have the same good fortune with Zane.

      She finally decided to put on the loose-fitting bottoms with the hopping kangaroos on them, the ones she had bought specifically for these weeks she was going to be stuck in the cast.  It was just more comfortable, and if she needed to get up in the middle of the night she didn’t have to worry about Colby seeing her half naked.  Plus, the kangaroos reminded her of the trip she and Jon had taken to Australia several years ago.

      When he saw her struggling, Jon knelt by the side of the bed and helped her slide them on.  “There you go.”

      “My hero,” she said graciously when they were finally on.  “You may rise, good sir, and kiss your princess.”

      “I could do that,” he said, staying right where he was on his knees, “or I could ask my princess if she really plans on looking into someone else’s problems again.”

      She shrugged.  “It’s who I am.”

      “Actually, what you are is an amazing mother of two children who need your attention.”  He stood up, and took her hands in his.  “They’re the most important things for us now.”

      After a moment, she took her hands back.  “That’s not fair.  My kids are important to me.  You know they are.”

      “Of course I know that, Darcy.  It’s just… if you remember, every time we get involved in one of your ghost stories, someone gets hurt.  Or worse,” he added.

      “I am a mother,” she stated firmly.  She settled her leg down on its mound of pillows to keep it elevated during the night as she spoke without looking at him, angry that he would accuse her of putting their children second.  “I’m also a woman with a very special ability and I can’t just shut that off, Jon.  One of our children has that same gift, if you remember correctly, so what would you like me to tell our daughter?  ‘Sorry, honey, but using your gift is just too dangerous.  Hide what you are from everyone and make sure no one sees you do anything that might make you look different.’  Is that really what you’d like me to say to Colby?”

      “You know that’s not it.”

      She could tell he was irritated with her for being that blunt.  She didn’t care.  She wasn’t about to let him tell her she couldn’t handle being a mother and doing everything she had always done.  Her extra senses were a part of her.  She couldn’t stop seeing ghosts any more than she could stop breathing.

      Or any more than he could stop being who he was.

      “Darcy,” he tried again, “I just meant—”

      “And what about you?” she demanded, propping herself up on her elbows.  “You’re a police officer.  For Pete’s sake, Jon, you’re the chief of the whole police force!  How many times has your job put you in danger?  I’ve lost track of how many times you’ve been in the hospital and that last time… I don’t even like to think about it.”

      The time he died, she meant to say.  Seeing her husband’s ghost as he hovered on the brink between life and death was something Darcy would never be able to get over.  She was convinced of that.

      “It is not fair for you to accuse me of shortchanging my family just because I feel the need to use my gifts to help people, when you’re doing the same thing.  The same exact thing, Jon.”

      He sat on the edge of the bed next to her, and let her run out of words.  “Are you done?”

      It was infuriating how cute he could be when she was angry at him.  She folded her arms across her chest and stared up at the ceiling.  “You tell me.  You’re the one who doesn’t think I know what I’m doing.”

      His hand found hers again.  This time, she didn’t pull away.  “That’s not what I said, Snowflake.”

      Jon had taken to calling her by this nickname and hearing him use it would usually make her melt.  She loved the snow.  She loved winter.  She usually loved it when he got cute with her, too, but not this time.  She wasn’t going to let him distract her from how angry she was, even if her heart skipped a beat to have him this near and even if her fingers had started caressing his and even if she loved the smell of that cologne he was wearing.

      So, yeah.  He would just have to live with her being mad.

      “Let’s start over,” he suggested.  “Two things, okay?  One, I know you’re going to look into this thing with Anthony’s sister.  That was just a given from the first moment you saw her ghost.  I know the woman I married.”

      Now she let herself look at him, and allowed herself to be okay with how amazing it felt to have his hand around hers.  “So you’ll help me with it?”

      “As much as I can.  I mean, let’s face it, Rose Lake is covered by the state police.  If they don’t even know she’s dead, there’s not a lot I’m going to be able to do from here in Misty Hollow.”

      “Don’t be so sure,” she told him, adjusting the pillow behind her so she could sit up a little more.  “It turns out that she and Anthony lived in Rose Lake, but Marcia had a boyfriend when she went missing who just so happens to live right here in town.  There’s some other stuff that Anthony said, too, that I can check out from here at the house.  I can do a web search for articles on her disappearance, and creep around Facebook a little, and then Anthony told me where Marcia was working… what?”

      He’d started to look at her very intently, and she knew it was because when she said she could investigate from home, he assumed she meant by use of a spirit communication to reach Marcia Faber’s ghost.  She’d done things like that for years, each time with a slightly different result.  Usually it was no problem, and she would just have a nice chat with the dearly departed.

      Other times… well.  Real ghosts could make those paranormal haunting shows look like Saturday morning cartoons.

      Then again, she never said she wouldn’t do a spirit communication, either.

      After a moment, he cleared his throat.  “Please understand me, Darcy.  I’ll always be here for you.  If you think this is important enough to look into, then I believe you.  Of course I’m going to help.”

      “You just think I need to be careful,” she said drily, summing up his argument.

      “Well.  You are in a cast.”

      “Hey!” she laughed, reaching back to pick up his pillow and smack him in the shoulder with it.  “I fell off that ladder because of water damage and wood rot, thank you very much.  I didn’t fall off the ladder because of a ghost!”

      “Shh,” he admonished her playfully, trying unsuccessfully to get his pillow out of her hands.  “The kids will hear you.  We have to be very…”

      He leaned down closer.

      “…very…”

      His face was right next to hers.

      “…quiet.”

      And then his lips were brushing over her lips in a way that made her forget anything they had been arguing about.  Jon was going to help her, and he said he always supported her in doing what she did best.  Of course he wanted her to be careful.  He wasn’t wrong, either.  Now that they were parents twice over, they both needed to be more careful with themselves.  If something happened to either of them, it would affect their whole family, not just the two of them.

      His kiss was a slow and lingering embrace.  Her fingers were clutching his tightly when he finally leaned back, breathing in the air that escaped her parted lips.

      It was several heartbeats later when the world stopped spinning.

      “Um, Jon?” she asked, pulling his hand up to her cheek to feel his touch.  “You said you had two things to say.  I like the part about you helping me with Marcia Faber’s ghost.  What’s the other thing?”

      In the low light from their bedside lamp she could see the change in his expression.  Whatever it was, he was reluctant to talk about it.  No, no, she thought to herself.  He wasn’t going to back out of his promise to help her now!

      Somehow, she knew that wasn’t it.  Something else was bothering him.  Now she felt stupid for starting an argument with him about how independent she was when he had obviously been trying to tell her something.  Not that he didn’t need to be reminded sometimes that she was her own woman, but whatever he was waiting to tell her looked pretty serious.

      “Well,” he started to say, “the thing is… wait, do you hear that?”

      She did, now that he said it.  From down the hall they heard Zane, awake and babbling in the language of one-year-olds, a language adults had long since lost the ability to understand.

      Then his voice rose, and he sounded upset.

      “I’ll check on him,” Jon said, bouncing off the bed in a rush and zipping right out the bedroom door.

      Darcy was only a few seconds behind him.  Not that she thought Jon couldn’t handle it on his own, but she had just been arguing about how she could take care of herself and her family all at the same time, cast or no cast.  No way was she going to kick back and relax and let Jon do everything for her now.

      Besides, she’d never heard Zane sound like this before.  Something was going on.

      Just as she got both feet on the floor again and had the crutch braced under her arm, Jon called to her.

      “Darcy, come here!”

      She was frantic when she heard that, scared that something was wrong and all she could do was hobble down the hallway to Zane’s bedroom.  Great Aunt Millie’s house had always been big enough to grow a family in, but why did everything have to be so far away from everything else!

      When she got to the bedroom door, Jon was just standing there, watching their son in his crib.

      His room was a little smaller than Colby’s, with the slanting roof cutting the height sharply down to the windows.  The carpet was new.  The wallpaper had been a lot of fun to hang together with Jon, especially that border strip of bears playing baseball that wouldn’t stay up until they glued it in place three times.  Zane’s crib was up against the corner, where one side faced the windows.

      It was

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/image-14715608_1362182820459696_5830385170643261995_o.jpg
— I.w

SOUTH COAST
PUBLISHING






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/darcy-sweet-collection-6-final_02.jpg
DAt
Sl
) ﬁgst,efg







