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        For all the grandmothers out there.

        Thank you for all the love you provide.

      

      

      

      
        
        With special love and thanks to Jackie, Gertrude, Bertha, Julie, Dorothy, Mary P, Mary R, Barbara, Meg, and Doreen. The grandmas, gammas, nans, nanas, grams, gramas, and great-grandmas in my family, the ones I have, the ones I miss, and the ones I wish I got to meet.
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            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        An anticipated visit brings about unexpected revelations.

      

      

      And they could change my life forever.

      

      Gram’s quick trip promised to teach me how to protect my house from ghosts, give me a crash course in how to be a witch, and be a bit of fun during the full moon. Instead, we find ourselves dealing with more than we bargained for.

      

      Now at the center of several mysteries involving all aspects of my paranormal powers, every answer leads to more questions. Will I be able discover the truth? Or will Gram’s antics and embarrassing stories derail my friendships when I need to trust them the most?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      Thank you so much for picking Potluck and Powers as your next read. I hope you enjoy the direction Joanie’s story takes as Gram comes to visit. I’d been looking forward to getting Gram to Heartwood Hollow.

      This book contains a few of my favorite scenes out of the series thus far, including the opening with Saffy. The tortie calico has been great fun to write, and it’s fun to insert a bit of my soul kitty Zoe’s personality into her. I love that I can keep Zoe’s memory alive this way and share her with others. She really was the best cat, but sh… don’t tell my current furry editors that!

      At times throughout the book, the plot even surprised me. There was one twist I did not see coming until the truth was out of the character’s mouth. I actually had to write that scene twice, once with the way it surprised me and once again the way I had planned it to see what I really liked better. In the end, the surprise stuck. Sometimes one’s characters know better than their authors do about what’s going to happen. That definitely happened here. But that’s all I’m going to say about that for now.

      I love hearing from readers. If you’d like to reach out to me, you can do so across social media @WriteRosiePease.

      Happy reading!

      Cheers,

      Rosie

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Saffy chased me through the living room.

      “No, you silly thing. You can’t have this yet.”

      It was all a game to her.

      It was anything but a game to me. Gram was coming, and I had to be ready.

      I stopped at the mantel over the fireplace that I’d turned into a bookshelf shortly after moving here, knowing I wouldn’t use it for a fire. The dark wood mantel and my various knickknacks were coated in a fine layer of dust.

      Saffy slid to a stop against my legs before turning to scramble up the chair next to the fireplace.

      There were mere seconds left to dust before she’d strike.

      I swished the feather duster I had in my hand over and around all the trinkets I’d collected over the years. Pretty shells I’d found on the beach near where I went to culinary school, a stone with a hole through it that I’d found on a family vacation to Florida when I was a kid, an empty tin of saffron, the hairbrush Ashley had let me keep after freeing her grandmother’s spirit from it. All that and more were up there, and I didn’t want my pudgy calico to send everything flying by jumping up here.

      It was the feather duster she wanted. She was nearly as crazy about it as she was about catnip.

      Saffy stood on her hind legs and braced herself against the mantel with one paw as she batted my hand and the duster with the other.

      “Let me finish. She’ll be here soon. I’m running out of time.”

      Saffy did not let me finish.

      With one good swipe, she grabbed on to the feather portion of the duster with her claws and yanked it right out of my hand.

      The duster popped up into the air, and Saffy lunged after it as I reached for it.

      She won.

      Saffy knocked it to the ground and landed on top of it before grabbing the feather end with her mouth. She ran off with it.

      Now I was chasing her. “I still need that!”

      She didn’t listen and instead scrambled up her cat tree and onto her favorite perch. She dove her face into the feathered end, then flopped to her side to kick at the stick end with her hind paws.

      This was why I didn’t dust often.

      “All right, you win this time, Saf.” She always did.

      Drats. It really was a game.

      At least I had gotten the mantel done. Mostly.

      Saffy’s head popped up, and a few moments later, I heard it. The rumble of Gram’s car engine as it entered the neighborhood. It was an older model something or other, but that’s not why it was loud. It had been that way for as long as I could remember. She’d done something to it to make it that way. When I was a kid, Gram’s neighbor had a deaf dog, and he liked to lounge in her driveway. Gram claimed the louder noise gave her engine a stronger vibration that the dog could feel and know to move out of the way before Gram got to her driveway. The dog was long gone, but Gram said the noise now benefited all the animals along the roads she drove. It also gave me a last-minute opportunity to make sure I’d not missed anything in getting ready for her.

      “Oh, the tea!” I scooted into the kitchen, then turned on the burner below the already full teapot.

      As the noise from Gram’s car engine grew louder with her approach, I grabbed out two teacups and saucers, then placed them on the countertop. I’d let Gram choose what tea she wanted to drink.

      Finally, when I thought it could get no louder, Gram’s car went silent. She’d made it to my driveway. Less than a minute later, the car door slammed shut, and I scurried to the living room to open the front door for Gram and, no doubt, her many bags. I’d never seen the woman travel lightly. Years ago, when she helped me move into my apartment while I was still in culinary school, at least a quarter of what we’d packed up was dedicated to Gram’s bags. Sometimes not all the bags would come out of the car, but she liked to be prepared. That was Gram, though. I didn’t question it then, and I didn’t question it now as I pushed the storm door open and stepped out onto the porch to let her in.

      “There’s one more bag in the trunk if you wouldn’t mind grabbing that for me,” Gram said as she shuffled past me.

      “Hey, Gram. Mind the step up,” I warned her.

      When I saw that she was safely clear of the small step and in the house, I let go of the screen door and headed for the classic convertible, its top down in this gorgeous but hot summer weather. The trunk was still open, and I reached to pull out the medium-sized suitcase. Under the impression it was going to be lighter, I nearly lost my balance as my hand slipped off the handle while trying to lift it. It was a two-handed job, for sure.

      With one hand on the top handle and the other on the side handle, I heaved the bag up and out of the trunk. It smacked my right hip with each step as I walked back into the house. I’d carried bags of flour and sugar for the bakery that were heavier than this, but the suitcase was awkward.

      I plopped it down in the middle of my living room floor. “You know you’re only here for two nights, right? Why do you need all this?”

      “One can never be too prepared, especially when we have a cleansing to do, wards to reestablish, and who knows what else. The energy in here is all out of whack. No wonder ghosts are popping up in here at will.”

      “What do you have in here, bricks?”

      Gram laughed. “No, but you’re close. Books. And a set of crystals for you.”

      Of course. I should have guessed. Books and rocks. So very Gram.

      I eyed my staircase. “It’s going to be a little heavy carrying this to your room.”

      She waved me off as she approached Saffy. “It will be perfectly fine down here.” She leaned forward to scratch Saffy behind the ears, her bracelets clinking together with the movement. “And how are you, sassy cat?”

      Saffy popped her head up from the feather duster she’d gone back to picking apart after she’d identified the noise from Gram’s car. I’d need to replace it before dusting again. It was a goner. Part of a feather was stuck to her tongue, and she twitched her head as she repeatedly stuck her tongue out and back in to work the feather off. I could hear the tongue-smacking noise from five feet away.

      Gram giggled. “Feather got your tongue? Maybe that’s been the problem all these years as to why you never say anything.”

      “She’s a cat, Gram.”

      “Well, that could be it too. I know Sterling isn’t always in the mood. Oh, that reminds me. I should let him know I’ve made it safely.” She straightened, then turned back toward me with her arms wide open. “But first, come here.”

      We each took a few steps toward one another and wrapped each other up in a big hug. As great as Libby’s hugs were, they had nothing on Gram’s. Gram was warm, and her patchouli perfume reminded me of childhood. 

      I breathed in the scent. “It’s so good to see you again. Thank you for coming.”

      “I’m sorry it took this long. And your mom is sorry that she couldn’t make it, but she’s still dealing with the insurance company and has an emergency board meeting tonight because of the damage.”

      “It’s all right. She couldn’t have predicted the storm the other night would cause one of the library’s trees to go crashing into the building.”

      Gram nodded. “She looks forward to coming to visit soon, but if I’d realized how much the energies in here had shifted, I’d have come sooner. I’m sure she would have too. I can call and have her come after the board meeting if⁠—”

      “No, it’s okay. That’s a lot of driving if she’s just going to have to turn right back around for another meeting tomorrow morning. I’m just glad you’re here.”

      Gram gave me a final big squeeze before we ended our hug. We stepped back a foot but remained holding on to one another by our forearms.

      I took in my grandmother. Her long silver hair was braided, the tail coming over her right shoulder. I was used to it being loose and a bit unkempt, but this kept her hair more manageable on long car rides with the top down. She called it her “driving look.” Her mauve silk blouse was accented by several long necklaces and pendants. Some bearing crystals and gems, others metal charms, and one, a small glass vial, had who knows what in it. Some sand for sure, and maybe a few sprinklings of herbs, but the rest was a mystery to me. She wore ankle-length leggings, also part of her driving look, and finished her outfit with sneakers. Preferring to go barefoot when she could, she’d never fussed over footwear, choosing comfort over style, usually in the form of sandals. No doubt she’d be changing once she had a moment to settle in.

      “You were especially busy these last couple of months, so don’t worry about it. You’re here now. How are you and all your friends doing?” I asked. At that moment, the kettle on the stove whistled. “Come. You can tell me all about it over tea.”

      Gram smiled. “That is exactly what this old lady needs.”

      “Gram, you’ll never be old,” I replied as I passed her and headed into the kitchen

      Laughing, she followed me into the room, and I pulled out my supply of loose-leaf teas. “I’m running low on a few”—I pushed the box toward her—“so if you don’t see something you want, we can go to Leafs and Grounds later to restock. Gary has a great assortment, even more than he did the last time you were here.”

      She searched through the box of teas. “I have a few for you from Susan’s shop, too, in one of my bags. I know how much you liked hers.”

      I turned off the burner but left the kettle on it. “What’s going to happen to her shop?”

      Gram pulled out a bag of black tea with hints of grapefruit. One of my summer favorites. “Well, her sister’s taken it over for now, but we’ll see what happens. It will most likely stay a tea shop since it does well, but it won’t be the same without her, that’s for sure.”

      Miss Susan had died a few months ago, sending Gram’s circle of friends—her coven—into a tizzy. I’d found out about Miss Susan’s death from her ghost when she’d come to visit me in my living room to pass along a message about my skills being cursed blessings. She hadn’t said she’d been murdered, although that’s what had happened.

      Gram proved to be instrumental in catching who’d done it, even receiving a special commendation from the mayor, but it would have saved her a lot of time had Miss Susan told me who’d killed her.

      I handed Gram an infuser basket and a spoon, and she scooped out a hefty teaspoon of leaves before putting it into the infuser. We swapped places at the counter so I could choose my tea, and she settled the infuser basket on top of her cup before pouring the near-boiling water over it until she had enough for tea. I did the same, then followed her to the kitchen table where she’d sat down.

      “Things have calmed down now since the commendation ceremony,” Gram began. “The coven has really come together, and one of the girls who Susan was mentoring in the ways has taken over her garden, and as I said, her sister is running the store now. She’s got good business sense, but her skills are not the same as Susan’s.”

      I thought back to wandering in Miss Susan’s expansive garden as a kid. The flowers were bright and colorful, and the smells intoxicating. Yet somehow, it never got disturbed by bugs or other critters who would typically raid a garden like that. “I’d be sad to see that garden go. I’m glad someone will be tending it. But what about her house? Once that sells⁠—”

      “She donated it to the coven. Well, to some trustees who are in the coven, myself included. I don’t know what we’re going to do with it, but both it and the garden will stay in our hands.”

      “Oh, wow. She thought of everything.”

      “Well, she wasn’t expecting to be killed, but when you get to a certain age and you have no younger family members to pass things down to, you need to come up with a plan before something happens.”

      I nodded. I’d be twenty-eight in a couple months. Not old by any stretch of the imagination, but right now, it was just me. Maybe it was time to create a contingency plan for the bakery just in case. The events with Bruce Malloy last month still weighed heavily on me. What if he had done more than go after my bakery to try to sink the business? What if he had come after me?

      I shook the thought away. Things had worked out between the merrows and the selkies. The real killer had been caught. Even Bruce was being kinder now that his own secret had come to light. I caught sight of him every once in a while around town with Greta and Celia. He and I would never be friends, not by a longshot, but maybe someday we could be cordial if we ran into one another. For now, I avoided him as best I could, even forgoing a marshmallow rice treat when I saw he was at Leafs and Grounds.

      “What are we doing today?” Gram asked, drawing me from my thoughts.

      “I wanted to stop by the bakery today to show you all of the updates, and I invited some friends over for a potluck dinner tonight. It’s Monday. I always have people over for dinner, even if it’s just Matt.” I blew across my teacup to cool it down. It was still too hot for me. “But I thought we were going to reestablish the wards around the house today.”

      “Ah, well, not all of that can happen today.” Gram took a small sip from her cup before taking a larger second one. “We need to charge up all the crystals tonight during the full moon.”

      “Oh, okay. I hadn’t thought of that. So how about, once you get settled, we head out to the cider mill and have lunch up there?”

      “I like that idea. Maybe I can even find something to make for your potluck.”

      I sipped my tea, blinking at her. Was she serious? Gram did not cook. Not well anyway.

      Gram cracked a smile. “I’m kidding, I’m kidding. You didn’t get your kitchen witchery from me, that’s for sure, but I’m positive I can contribute something to your get-together tonight.” She winked.

      What was I getting myself into?
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      When we reached the walkway after stepping off my porch, Gram tossed her keys at me. “You’re driving.”

      “We can take my car, Gram.”

      “Nope.” She continued walking toward her car.

      “You want me to drive your convertible?”

      She jumped, literally, into the passenger seat, never having opened the door. “You know how I love the route out there.”

      “All right . . .” I opened the driver’s side door, then got in. In all my years of driving, I’d never been allowed to drive her convertible. “There are no tricks to this thing, right?”

      She laughed. “No. It’s loud, but I promise you, there’s nothing different about it than any other car. She patted the dashboard. Probably runs better than yours.”

      My station wagon was getting up there in age, although years newer than Gram’s car. It had its moments, but I’d worked so hard to get the trunk set up to make deliveries that I hesitated to think about the car’s eventual replacement.

      After buckling in, I turned the key in the ignition, and the engine roared to life. Between the noise of the car and the air whipping around us with the top down, there’d be no talking on the way to the cider mill. And I needed to talk to Gram. There was so much I had to learn about all this witch stuff. I’d been reading what I could from the library, but I was having trouble putting it all together. What applied to me?

      As I drove out of the neighborhood and across the main road into Heartwood Hollow’s rural outskirts, I repeatedly glanced at Gram. She had large purple sunglasses on that covered nearly half her face. She’d kept her hair in a braid—that should have been my first clue that we’d be taking her car wherever we went today—but she’d changed out of her sneakers and leggings for cushy leather sandals and a pair of pants made that flared in such a way it looked like a skirt. I liked it. They were a subdued paisley pattern that slightly reminded me of Kate’s pants the night she had appeared in my bedroom while I was trying to free her from her hairbrush. 

      We curved around the first hill, then ascended the second before coming up on the crossroads right before the big hill crested. This was one of my favorite views around. Farmlands dotted the landscape below, and the hamlet of Bug’s Creek lay just ahead, the actual Bug Creek flowing somewhere out of sight behind the trees to the northeast. The whole sight was so picturesque it almost saddened me that there was a road here because I could never take it all in and capture it in the short moment before whatever car I was in began its descent. I only ever got bits and pieces that eventually formed the whole image in my mind.

      I took my foot off the accelerator as we started our downhill journey. We’d coast until the terrain leveled out at the bottom of the long hill.

      Gram raised her arms straight up and over her head, standing as she did. When had she unbuckled her seat belt?

      “Gram!” I yelled, but I doubted she’d heard me. Either that or she was ignoring me, not wanting me to tell her to sit down.

      “Whoohoo!” she shouted at the top of her lungs, her voice carrying in the wind.

      As we coasted down the hill, past the big red barn that had been converted into housing for med students doing a rotation at the hospital and further past one of the local motels that catered to summer tourists on a budget, I looked at my grandmother. Her hands up in the air, still yelling, she seemed so free. At that moment, I envied her a little.

      Maybe I just needed to follow her lead. I was still figuring myself out, but she seemed to know who she was in the world.

      As the road leveled, Gram plopped back into her seat, then relatched her seat belt. “That was great. I’ve always wanted to do that. Thank you.”

      And then I saw the flashing lights turning onto the road behind us from the motel parking lot.

      “Drats.”

      Gram looked behind her as I pulled to the side of the road, the police cruiser doing the same right behind me. “I’m so sorry. I’ll pay the cost of whatever ticket you get.”

      A moment later, the police officer walked up to the driver’s side of the car.

      “Joanie?”

      I knew that voice, and it wasn’t just because the officer was one of Heartwood Hollow’s finest.

      I glanced up at my best friend’s boyfriend, warmth flooding my face. “Hi, Seth.”

      After handing him my license and registration, he asked, “When did you get a convertible?”

      “I didn’t. It’s⁠—”

      Gram leaned forward and lifted her sunglasses onto her head. “It’s mine,” she said with a slight finger wave.

      “Seth, Gram. Gram, Seth.” I turned my head to get a better look at my grandmother. “Seth is Courtney’s boyfriend. You remember meeting her the last time you were here, right?”

      “Oh, I do. Lovely girl. Great laugh. Hullo, Seth. So nice to meet you.” Gram leaned across me to shake Seth’s hand.

      “Likewise. So, um, were you just standing up in your car?”

      Gram tilted her head to one side in a sheepish look. “I was. I don’t know what came over me. It’s such a good hill, and it’s a gorgeous day, and I really couldn’t help myself. I’m sorry. Please don’t give my granddaughter a ticket. She didn’t know what I was doing until it was too late. Look. I have my seat belt back on now.”

      “I see that.” He sighed. “Well, can you promise me you won’t do it again?”

      Gram crossed her heart. “I promise.”

      “All right. I’m going to give you a warning this time. I don’t want to hear it from Courtney if I give her best friend’s grandmother a ticket, especially on the same day that we’re due to go over her house for dinner.” He glanced at me. “I’m looking forward to it very much.”

      I breathed a sigh of relief. “Thanks, Seth. I really appreciate it. I’ll keep a better watch over her from now on.”

      Seth barked out a laugh. “Somehow I think she’s not going to make that easy for you.”

      I laughed along with him, hoping he was wrong.

      He handed me back my license and registration. “Okay, I’m going to let you go. I’ll see you later.”

      “See you later.”

      “And thank you,” Gram added. “Please tell Courtney I’m looking forward to seeing her again.”

      “She’ll be excited to see you, I’m sure.” Seth turned on his heels and strode away, allowing me to put my things away. After he got back into his patrol car, he waved us back onto the street, then the lights on the cruiser turned off.

      I gave him a wave over my shoulder as we drove away, and I watched in the rearview mirror as he made a U-turn and headed back toward town.

      “That was exciting,” Gram said loud enough so I could hear her. She chuckled.

      “You’re lucky it was Seth who pulled us over. I don’t know any of the other officers as well as I do him.”

      “You should probably fix that. You never know when you might need them to do a favor for you or apologize for getting too close to a crime scene even if you were right about it all along. It helps smooth things over.”

      Gram was speaking from experience, knowing all about getting involved with police investigations after Miss Susan’s murder. I hoped to never be in her shoes, but after making the claims I had about Bruce Malloy last month that proved to be false, it probably wouldn’t hurt to try and win some of the officers over. Even though I hadn’t accused Bruce formally, thank goodness, I’d have to bring some cookies over to the police station soon.

      As we reached the hamlet of Bug Creek, I turned right at the intersection and drove about a mile until we hit Cider Road, where Bug Creek Cider Mill was situated, at least the storefront anyway. The entire operation spread out for acres around with its groves of various types of apples.

      The mill store was busy, unsurprising for a Monday afternoon at the height of the summer at lunchtime. The store was a destination unto itself along with its resident geese, ducks, and chickens, and the fact they made delicious food in addition to having yummy samples throughout their shop certainly contributed to their popularity. I parked the convertible in the large dirt parking lot across the street from the store, and then we made our way into the main lot.

      “Food or samples first?” I asked Gram, whose gaze was darting between the store building and the smaller structure where their cider mill’s food stand was situated.

      “Food. Then I won’t fill up on samples first. I want to make sure I eat my entire lunch this time.”

      I laughed. She’d learned since the last time we’d been here. It was a mistake I’d made myself a time or two as well.

      We wove through the line behind several others still waiting to order from the woman at the window. It gave me time to figure out what I wanted. Unlike at Olde Templeton or Leafs and Grounds where I almost always ordered the same thing every time I stayed for lunch, I liked to vary things up a bit here. Did I want the pulled pork with apple barbeque sauce, the chili mac and cheese where the chili had chunks of apple in it, or a pot roast sandwich that had slow cooked in the mill store’s apple cider?

      Decisions, decisions.

      I was still trying to decide as Gram and I stepped up to the window.

      “I’ll have the pot roast sandwich with a side of apple fries,” Gram said to the woman working the window.

      That took the pot roast out of the running for me. I never liked to order the same thing as the other person I was eating with. And this way, I could order something else and still have a bite of the sandwich when Gram offered me a bite to try. She may not have been a good cook herself, but she had always made sure to expose me to a variety of foods when I was growing up, even if that meant me having a piece of whatever she was having to see if I liked it. I may have grown up, but Gram hadn’t stopped the practice.

      “And how about you, hun?” the woman asked me.

      “I’ll have the pulled pork sandwich and a cider doughnut.” The likelihood that someone would be bringing mac and cheese to the potluck tonight was pretty good, and Courtney made a fabulous chili that I wouldn’t be surprised to see either.

      “Anything to drink?”

      “A cider float,” I answered.

      “And I’ll have the apple wine,” Gram said. Gram had always appreciated good wine, and the mill’s was some of the freshest I’d ever had.

      After we paid for our meal, we chose a seat under the extended roof of the building, where the mill had set up several picnic tables, and waited for our order number to be called. There were so many things I wanted to ask Gram, so much I wanted to know about being a witch, but I knew it was best to not rush her. Both of us worked better with a full stomach anyway, although for me it was so that I wouldn’t eat everything I baked.

      “Number twenty-seven!” someone called from the kitchen after a few minutes.

      I stood from the table. “That’s us.”

      I walked the several feet to pick up our lunch, and when I turned back around, I found Gram standing next to the table we’d been sitting at.

      “I thought it would do us some good to sit in the sunshine for a while. It’s good for my old bones too.”

      “Gram, you’re not old,” I said, repeating my earlier statement to her. She’d barely aged a day since my childhood. Her hair had turned silvery white, but she still looked the same to me beyond that. She’d had my mother young, and my mom had me young, too, so Gram was younger than most grandparents of people my age.

      Then again, maybe that was part of Gram’s magic.

      “I’m older than you. Now humor your grandmother and come sit in the sun.” She walked out to one of the picnic tables in the side yard where a small playground had also been built. I’d regularly seen parents sit out here as their children played.

      As soon as she sat down, Gram bent over and pulled off her sandals. She placed them on the seat next to her as she let her feet drop to the ground and then dug her toes into the grass. I hadn’t even placed our tray of food on the table yet.

      “Twenty-seven,” she said as I sat across from her, setting the tray down as I did.

      I removed my food from the tray, then slid it over to her. “Yeah, that was our order number.”

      “It’s fitting, that’s all.” She reached for her wine glass, then put it up to her mouth.

      “What do you mean?”

      Gram took a small sip, then set the wine back on the table with a small aah. “Numerology. The two and the seven. But first, take off your shoes.”

      I lifted an eyebrow at her. She knew I preferred keeping my feet covered.

      She returned the look, not breaking it even as she took a bite of her pot roast sandwich.

      “All right. You know best.” I slid off my flats, grateful I wasn’t wearing socks, then set my feet down on the grass. Shaded by the table, the grass was cool, and a chill spread up my back.

      “Good. You’re grounding yourself. Now let that energy fill your spirit as you fill your belly.” She popped an apple fry into her mouth. “In numerology, the study of numbers, the two represents duality, partnerships, connections in relationships . . . be it person, job, anything really. It’s a good one for you as a matchmaker. You seek to find these connections for people and work to make them whole.”

      Munching on my sandwich, I nodded. That made sense to me.

      “Now the seven. The seven draws lunar energy, and as you know, it’s a full moon tonight. You see this number pop up in intuition-related workings. Maybe you never noticed it before, but I’m sure it’s been around you often in your work. Your matchmaking draws from intuition as well, that feeling of people being right for one another.”

      “But this was just the number we were given,” I said finally before taking a sip of my float. The vanilla ice cream, ginger ale, and apple cider combination was one of my favorites. I rarely drank soda-based drinks, but I made exceptions to those that involved ice cream, like this float and the Brown Cow at Double Aitch.

      “Based on a lot of different factors right down to me taking a moment to choose to eat first. Eat after and we’re many numbers after this one. Take a few seconds less deciding and we get in line ahead of that other couple, and we’re order twenty-six. Not get pulled over on the way here and we end up in front of everyone eating right now. There are no⁠—”

      “Coincidences,” I finished for her. “I know.”

      “And two plus seven is nine, which among other things is for the humanitarian, which is also you.”

      I nearly choked on my bite of sandwich. “Gram, I hardly think I’m a humanitarian.”

      “Oh, no? You are. Look at all that hullabaloo you went through to keep your last couple together, the compassion you had for that fellow who pulled the knife out in your store, the generosity and selflessness as you help the ghosts who have come to you through one way or another. The nine also represents growth, and you’ve been doing a lot of that lately in your personal sphere. Ken and Ivy, for sure, but also in your acceptance of who you are and could be. You’d never have believed you were a witch years ago.”

      “Well, that’s certainly true.” I took another sip of my float. “Why didn’t you ever just come out and tell me?”

      Gram barked out a laugh. “We tried! It was all around you.”

      She had a point. Since I moved to college, they’d been cleansing wherever I lived with smudge sticks. When I was a kid, we’d opened and closed doors at the New Year to let the energy flow, the old out and the new in. Gram worked with crystals. Aside from being a librarian, Mom was a matchmaker. And before I’d accepted all this witchery, I saw ghosts and had become a matchmaker too. Not to mention my aunt, cousin, and my family’s friends who also had special gifts now that I thought about it. Like Miss Susan and her tea.

      “How do you manage it all? The moon phases, the crystals, the recipes.” Recipes were what I called spells. It was easier for me to wrap my head around and allowed me to talk about some of this out in the open without drawing attention to myself the way using witchy words could. I’d accepted what I was, but I wasn’t ready for the wider world to know yet. The paranormal support group was enough for now.

      “It all comes with time. This has been my whole life. This has been yours too, but you’ve only been embracing it for a few months. You’ll get it. Don’t worry. You’ve been studying. Casting your own spells. It will come.”

      “It’s all a lot to take in.”

      “And you have me to help when you need it. And your mom.” She grinned as if she weren’t telling me something, but I knew it was better to leave it alone. She’d tell me when the time was right.

      A short while later, we finished our meal and then headed back around to the front of the store building. It was time to shop and get some inspiration for new dishes at the bakery.
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      “There’s my favorite customer!” a familiar voice called, putting a smile on my face.

      Standing on the front porch of the mill store was Cindy Bug, the owner of the cider mill and one of my favorite people here. The older woman stood waving at me in her green cider mill store shirt and khaki pants.

      “It’s so good to see you again. Let me get the door for you,” she said as Gram and I climbed the three steps to the porch. She grabbed the door handle and pushed in at the same time an employee on the inside pulled it open. “Whoops!”

      “Thank you,” I replied. “It’s good to see you too.”

      Both women gave me a big smile, and Cindy followed me in as I grabbed a shopping cart from the other employee.

      The store was set up so you almost had to follow a path to try all the samples, but Gram never was one for following the crowd. She took off toward the cheese and wine as I started along the wall of sauces, dipping a pretzel stick or tortilla chip into each sample to try.

      “We’ve had a lot of new products come in since the last time you were here,” Cindy said.

      “Oh, I can’t wait to try them.” I hadn’t been here since taking Ken and Ivy before the tourist season picked up. Before that, it hadn’t been since sometime between Thanksgiving and Christmas. I mostly came here during the late summer and throughout the fall because this was where I bought all my apples for anything I baked in my shop.

      As I went down the wall of samples, Cindy pointed out the new products, giving me her opinion on them. Occasionally she’d stop to tidy up one of the shelves, but for the most part, when Cindy was working, it was like having a personal shopping assistant. Maybe it had something to do with just how many apples I bought each year. Whatever the reason, it was one of the things I liked about coming here. I could always tell how much everyone cared about their customers.

      As I turned the corner to start trying the salsas and hot sauces, my shopping cart already a third of the way full with products I had loved the samples of, I spotted Gram approaching me from the corner of my eye.

      So did Cindy. “Oh, well, I should be getting back now. You don’t need me following you around when you’re here for fun shopping with your grandmother.”

      “Really? I’m sure she won’t mind. I always enjoy your company when I shop.”

      She smiled. “You two enjoy yourselves. I’ll see you next time. Wave to me before you go.” She turned and headed back down the way we came, nodding and saying hello to two couples who had come in after Gram and me.

      I eyed Gram’s shopping cart full of cheese, wine, a half peck of apples, and a pound of fudge. “I did tell you I make fudge at the shop now, right?”

      “You did, but you also told me you haven’t expanded much beyond chocolate yet.” She pointed at the box. “That has orange cream, penuchi, and apple pie.”

      “All right, I’ll let it slide . . . this time.” I laughed.

      So did Gram. “But I do want to try some of your fudge once we get to your shop.”

      “I think we can do that.” I grabbed the front of her shopping cart. “Now come on, you have to try this one sauce that Cindy recommended. I think you’re going to love it.”

      Gram was no kitchen witch, but she could pour sauce over pasta. We returned to the front of the store to start the wall of samples over. I only retried my favorites, but Gram had everything. We then continued through the salsas and hot sauces, although Gram skipped most of the hot sauces. I quickly grabbed a peck of apples to try out some new recipes before rolling them out for the fall, then chose some wine for the potluck tonight. Steph loved the wine from here. When I first moved to Heartwood Hollow and across the hall from her and her brother, Alex, we came here regularly. And every time, Cindy greeted me from the porch.

      “You don’t need cheese for tonight,” Gram told me as I approached the cheese case. “I plan on cutting up a lot of this to make a cheese and apple platter for the potluck. It’s the least I can do.”

      “You’re my guest, Gram. You don’t have to make anything.”

      She raised an eyebrow at me in an incredulous look. “I most certainly do.”

      I quickly surveyed what kinds she had in her cart before grabbing a cave-aged cheddar and dropping it into mine. “This one is not for the potluck,” I assured her. Although it would be backup just in case. If it wasn’t needed, I’d be perfectly happy eating it with one of Zeke’s focaccia rolls dipped in oil for the next couple of days. After trying the rolls, I understood why he’d had a line out the door for them. They were delicious, and now I made sure to keep a regular supply around the house when he made them for the first time in several years. Since going back to my shop after using his kitchen while Suncraft Bakery was going through renovations—never mind the reason why they’d been needed—we’d been trading baked goods. My scones and muffins for his rolls and breads.

      As Gram and I headed for the checkout, I grabbed a bag of baked catnip treats for Saffy. I was running low on the tuna catnip treats I made for her and figured these would do nicely to appease her for the potluck tonight. With so many people coming over, including Ivy, she deserved the treat. In truth, Ivy had been much better around Saffy lately. She’d told me that she was trying to prove to her dad that she could have a cat. Ken wasn’t fully convinced yet, but I predicted he’d break soon.

      I let Gram check out first, giving me time to glance around for Cindy to say goodbye, but I didn’t see her anywhere. She was probably back on the porch greeting customers. The mill store liked having someone stationed there “to make every guest feel welcome” she once told me. On busy weekends in the fall, they regularly had two people on the porch. During fall festival weekends, which happened monthly at the mill, they had more because of how long the line was to get in the store.

      Once we were done, Gram and I headed back outside and toward the parking lot across the street. I cast one last look at the store as the front door opened and Cindy stepped back out onto the porch. I must have missed her when I’d first looked for her.

      She caught my gaze and waved, shouting, “Come back soon!”

      I waved back before weaving through the parked cars to get to the convertible.

      “I really do love coming here,” Gram said, setting her bags in the trunk. “I know we just ate, but I’m already looking forward to eating all of this.”

      Placing

    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        About this Book
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        What’s Next?
      


      		
        Sneak Peek of Muffins and Mediums
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Rosie Pease
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Rosie Pease


    


  



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/paisleyreader.jpg





OEBPS/images/potluck-ebook-cover-2024-november-rgb.jpg
ROSIE PEASE

CPTL@K

% * % MIXING UP MAGIC BOOK FOUR e (ot





