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  The Missing Glasses

  
  




The first sign that my day was going to be a disaster wasn’t the sobbing ghost in my kitchen, but the distinct lack of plastic and glass perched on the bridge of my nose.

I awoke with a familiar, fuzzy dread. The world, without corrective lenses, has always been a Monet painting I didn’t ask for and certainly didn’t want to live in. My hand patted the nightstand, a practiced maneuver that usually ended with the satisfying clink of my glasses. Today, it met only the cool, smooth wood and the lumpy, judgmental stillness of Barnaby in his dormant state.

“Drat,” I mumbled, patting more frantically. My fingers brushed over his stony, winged-toad form. He felt like a particularly grumpy paperweight, which, to be fair, was his primary function before 9 a.m. and after 9 p.m.

I squinted. The digital clock was a furious red smear. It could have been 7:00 or 1:00. Given the pale, violet light filtering through the window—a signature of a Pendle-Stitch morning—it was probably the former. In this town, which existed somewhere in the rumpled hem of reality, even the sky had a unique brand of beautiful weirdness.

Giving up on the glasses-finding mission for now, I swung my legs out of bed. My bare feet met the cool floorboards, and I shuffled toward the kitchen, one hand trailing along the wall like a spelunker in a blurry cave. I’d owned this cottage for three years, ever since my divorce from a man whose greatest mystery was the location of the laundry hamper. I knew its layout by heart, but without my glasses, every doorway was a potential concussion.

The kitchen was a landscape of vague shapes and suggestive colors. The coffee maker was a friendly black monolith, the fruit bowl a heap of cheerful red and yellow splotches. I could do this. I’d survived a twenty-five-year marriage that felt like a long, slow-motion fall down a flight of stairs. I could certainly make coffee blind.

I fumbled for the canister of coffee grounds, a familiar cylinder. Check. I located the filter. Check. Water. Check. A dash of cinnamon for warmth and a little zing. I reached for the spice rack, my fingers brushing over a row of small, identical jars. I grabbed the one my muscle memory insisted was correct, unscrewed the lid, and gave a generous shake into the coffee grounds. The scent that puffed out wasn’t the sweet, woody aroma of cinnamon. It was earthy, pungent, and vaguely… taco-esque.

Cumin. I’d seasoned my morning brew with cumin.

“Oh, for goodness’ sake,” I grumbled to the empty room. This was the final indignity. I could handle the occasional gremlin infestation in the garden and the fact that our mayor was a sentient scarecrow who communicated exclusively through interpretive dance. But bad coffee? That was a bridge too far.

I slumped against the counter, the injustice of it all settling in. I just wanted my glasses. The ones on the sensible beaded chain, a non-negotiable part of my daily uniform of linen tunics and comfortable shoes. Without them, I was just a walking hazard with a penchant for poorly spiced beverages.

From the corner of the counter, a sound like grinding pebbles broke the silence. 

Barnaby.

I squinted at the grey, stony lump. “Don’t even start.”

He remained a lump. Right. The rule. He had to be on a perfectly level surface to “activate.” My counters, I knew from bitter experience with a spirit level and a bout of obsessive-compulsive tidying, were not perfectly level. I picked him up—he weighed about the same as a small, dense brick—and set him firmly on the flat, polished wood of my cutting board.

His stone form shuddered. The tiny wings flexed, and his judgmental scowl seemed to deepen as his obsidian-chip eyes blinked open. He stretched, a grating sound of rock on rock.

“Finally,” he rasped, his voice like gravel stirred with a rusty spoon. “I was beginning to think you’d left me there to collect dust. Do you have any idea what ambient dust mites can do to unsealed granite? It’s exfoliating, in a way I do not appreciate.”

“I’m having a crisis, Barnaby,” I said, leaning my forehead against a cabinet.

“Is it another fashion crisis?” he sniffed, his gaze sweeping over my rumpled pajamas. “Because that tunic and flannel pants combination is a crime in at least three demonic realms. The patterns clash on a spiritual level.”

“It’s a glasses crisis. They’re gone.”

He went still. “Gone? As in, misplaced? Or ‘stolen by a Fae prince with a penchant for mortal spectacles’ gone?”

“Misplaced, you melodramatic paperweight. I can’t find them anywhere.”

“Did you perform the standard mundane search protocol?” he asked, his tone shifting into full-blown bureaucrat. “Have you checked the lavatory, the primary living space, and within a three-foot radius of your most recently perused literary volume?”

“Yes, I have,” I snapped. “The world is an impressionistic nightmare and I just tried to make cumin-flavored coffee. I’m not in the mood for a procedural checklist. I’m going to have to… use it.”

Barnaby’s stony jaw dropped. “Clutter-Mancy? For a pair of spectacles? Marla, that is tantamount to using an arcane ritual of unspeakable power to find the television remote.”

“I found the remote with Clutter-Mancy last Tuesday,” I reminded him. “It was in the freezer.”

“My point stands! It is a flagrant misuse of a delicate and barely regulated psychic art. I will have to file a report.”

“File it,” I said, closing my eyes and taking a deep breath. “Just as soon as I can see well enough to find the forms for you.”

Ignoring his huffs of protest, I centered myself. Clutter-Mancy wasn’t something I did lightly. For me, a former professional organizer who worshipped at the altar of labeled bins and alphabetized spice racks, chaos was a physical presence. Displaced objects didn’t just exist; they vibrated. They hummed with the wrongness of their location. When I walked into a messy room, that hum was a low-grade thrum in my molars, a psychic itch I was desperate to scratch by putting things away.

To actively use it, I had to tune into that hum. Focus on a specific “lost” thing and follow its unique frequency back to its source. It was like being a bloodhound, but for stuff. A Stuff-Hound.

I let the ambient hum of my little cottage wash over me. It was mostly quiet. A faint buzz from the single sock that had fallen behind the washing machine a month ago. A low throb from my car keys, which were not in the designated key bowl but on top of the microwave. Amateurs.

But the frequency of my glasses… it was slippery. I tried to picture them: the sturdy tortoiseshell frames, the little smudge on the left lens, the faint scent of the lavender polish I used to clean them. I reached out with my mind, trying to snag the thread of their lostness.

Instead, my focus snagged on something else. A roar. A deafening, chaotic symphony of discordance that drowned out everything else. It was coming from the laundry room.

Of course. The laundry room was my own personal Bermuda Triangle. It was the one room I hadn’t managed to fully tame since moving to Pendle-Stitch. It contained a perpetual mountain of clothes waiting to be folded, a graveyard of single socks I refused to give up on, and a collection of “useful” jars I swore I’d need one day. The hum of displacement emanating from it was so powerful it was practically a physical force. My glasses must have been swallowed by the chaos.

“There,” I muttered, my teeth buzzing painfully. “They’re in the laundry room.”

“A predictable outcome,” Barnaby grumbled from the cutting board. “A nexus of disorder. I’ve told you about the risks of allowing such a portal of pandemonium to fester in your domicile.”

“It’s a laundry room, not a hellmouth.”

“The distinction is purely academic!”

I decided to do something rash. Instead of trying to pinpoint the tiny, specific hum of my glasses within that roaring mess, I would just… organize the whole thing. All at once. With my mind. It was a terrible idea, born of caffeine-deprived desperation. It was like trying to untangle a hundred knotted necklaces by yanking on all of them simultaneously.

“Marla, your brow is furrowed in a way that suggests you are considering a violation of at least seven supernatural bylaws,” Barnaby warned.

I ignored him. I took a deep, steadying breath and focused all my intent on the laundry room. Not on an object, but on the state of chaos itself. I didn’t just want to find something; I wanted to impose order.

The hum in my teeth amplified to a scream. I felt it in my bones, a vibration that shook me from the inside out. In my mind’s eye, I saw the chaos not as a pile of clothes, but as a snarl of crackling, energetic threads. Red threads of unfolded shirts, blue threads of lone socks, grey threads of dust bunnies. My organizer’s soul recoiled, then attacked.

I grabbed the threads. All of them. With a mental heave, I started to pull.

It was working. I could feel the invisible energies of the room snapping into neat, parallel lines. The air in front of me began to shimmer, wavering like heat off summer asphalt. The smell of ozone, sharp and clean, filled the kitchen, mingling bizarrely with the scent of cumin.

“By the Unforgiving Abacus of Accounting, woman, stop!” Barnaby shrieked. “You’re organizing the very air! That’s not your jurisdiction!”

Then, a new sensation. A wave of intense, prickling heat washed over me, radiating from my chest outwards. My heart hammered. A fine sheen of sweat bloomed on my forehead and the back of my neck. Oh, wonderful. A hot flash. My own personal magical amplifier, my Menopausal Heat Sprint, was kicking in at the worst possible moment.

The magical “Truth Heat” that emanated from me during these episodes had a way of… clarifying things. It melted illusions, forced invisible things to become visible, and generally supercharged any magic I happened to be performing. The shimmer in the air intensified, coalescing in the doorway to the laundry room.

My mental pulling, amplified by the hot flash, became a violent yank. I was no longer just tidying up a metaphysical mess. I was tearing it.

There was a sound, not loud, but utterly final. A soft shhh-rip, like a seamstress snipping a single, vital thread.

The shimmering air in the doorway tore open.

It wasn’t a gaping maw or a fiery portal. It was a neat, vertical slit in reality, about six feet high. It looked like someone had taken a pair of cosmic scissors to the very fabric of my kitchen. On the other side wasn’t my laundry room, but a swirling, star-stitched violet darkness—the in-between, the very “Seam” of Pendle-Stitch.

And then, something was pulled through.

With a final, sickening lurch of my Clutter-Mancy, a shape tumbled out of the rip and landed in a heap on my linoleum floor. The seam snapped shut behind it with the faint sound of popping air, leaving no trace it had ever been there.

The hot flash subsided, leaving me clammy and breathless. I swayed, my head spinning. The hum in my teeth faded back to a dull throb. I blinked, trying to clear the sweat from my eyes, and stared at the thing on my floor.

It was a woman.

Or, the echo of one. She was translucent, her form flickering like a faulty hologram. I could see the black-and-white checkerboard pattern of my tiles straight through her. She was dressed in what looked like a high-collared blouse and a long skirt, clothes from another century. Her hair was piled up on her head, though wisps of it had come loose and floated ethereally around her face.

Her shoulders were shaking with silent, desperate sobs.

I stood frozen, my coffee-deprived, glasses-less brain struggling to process the scene. Cumin. Hot flash. Ripping a hole in reality. Pulling a ghost into my kitchen before breakfast. This was a new level of Monday morning.

“Un-be-lievable,” Barnaby whispered, his voice a mixture of horror and sanctimonious glee. “An Unregistered Spectral Apparition, pulled across a tertiary seam via unauthorized atmospheric organization. Do you have any idea the amount of paperwork this will generate? I’ll be filling out Form 7-B-dash-Echo for weeks! Weeks!”

The translucent woman on my floor lifted her head. Her eyes, wide and terrified, met mine. Her mouth opened in a silent scream. She scrambled to her feet, her movements frantic and weightless. She pointed at me, then at her own throat, then back toward the empty space where the seam had been. She was trying to tell me something, something urgent, but no sound came out. It was like watching a movie with the volume turned all the way down.

I just stared, my mind a blank slate of shock. My grand plan to find my glasses had resulted in a cumin-scented brew, a magical migraine, and a weeping, see-through houseguest with a flair for the dramatic.

My gaze drifted from the frantic ghost to the blurry shape of my spice rack, and then back again.

“Well,” I murmured to the silent, chaotic kitchen. “This is just great.”

The ghost began to gesture more wildly, her silent panic escalating.

I sighed, a deep, weary sound that came from the very core of my being. “I still can’t find my glasses.”








  
  
  A Silent Banshee

  
  




The ghost in my kitchen continued her silent, desperate ballet. She flitted from one side of the room to the other, her translucent form passing harmlessly through my breakfast nook chairs. Her movements were frantic, her face a mask of pure panic. I could see the black-and-white checks of my linoleum floor right through her long, old-fashioned skirt. She looked like a special effect from a movie I was too tired to be in.

My own panic was of a much more mundane variety. A strange woman—albeit a see-through one—was in my house, I was practically blind, and the air still smelled faintly of cumin and ozone. It was the kind of morning that made me wish my midlife crisis had involved buying a sports car instead of a cottage in a town that considered a talking squirrel a valid political candidate.

“Do you see this?” I whispered, gesturing vaguely at the frantic apparition. 

“A flagrant violation of residential occupancy laws,” Barnaby rasped from the cutting board. “Not to mention the unauthorized use of inter-seam travel for non-essential purposes. The paperwork will be a nightmare.” He sounded almost gleeful.

“Less bureaucracy, more identification, please,” I said, squinting hard. The ghost paused her frantic pacing and pointed a wavering, see-through finger at her own open mouth, then shook her head violently. She tapped her throat, her expression pleading.

“Is she choking?” I asked. “Can ghosts choke? Is there a spectral Heimlich maneuver I should know about?”

“Don’t be absurd, Marla. She has no physical form to obstruct,” Barnaby sniffed. “Observe the antiquated attire, the spectral pallor, the aura of profound sorrow. And the—ah, yes. The registration tag.”

“The what?” I tried to follow his gaze.

“Tucked into her bodice. It’s faint, but visible. Standard issue from the Office of Premonitions and Portents. DRHM-77B. She’s a banshee.”

A banshee. A shrieking, wailing harbinger of death. I glanced at the silent woman, who was now miming trying to prise her own mouth open with ethereal fingers. She didn’t look like she could shriek her way out of a paper bag.

“She’s a very quiet banshee,” I observed.

“Precisely the problem!” Barnaby declared, his voice rising with the righteous indignation of a tenured professor who has just found a typo in a textbook. “She is a registered harbinger of mortality and therefore subject to strict vocal regulations as outlined in the ‘Sounds of Sorrow’ statutes of 1888. A banshee’s wail is not a personal expression of grief; it is a sanctioned, regulated public service announcement. Her silence is a dereliction of duty!”

The banshee seemed to understand him. She nodded vigorously, her translucent pile of hair wobbling. Then she pointed at me, then at Barnaby, and gave us two enthusiastic thumbs-up, as if to say, ‘Yes! This stony toad gets it!’

“Alright, so you’re a banshee,” I said, addressing her directly. I felt a bit foolish talking to a silent ghost, but I’d had entire conversations with my ficus plant, so this wasn’t much of a stretch. “And you can’t… banshee?”

She nodded again, her face crumpling with despair. She put her hands on her hips, a gesture of universal exasperation that transcended the mortal coil.

“Well, have you tried a lozenge?” I asked, my practical side taking over. “Or perhaps some warm tea with honey? I have a lovely chamomile—” I stopped myself. “Right. Ghost. No throat.”

The banshee threw her hands up in the air, her entire form flickering like a faulty lightbulb. She seemed to be vibrating with the sheer force of her unexpressed frustration.

This was turning into the universe’s most stressful game of charades.

“Okay, okay,” I said, holding up my hands. “Let’s work this out. You’re a banshee. Your name is…?”

She brought a finger to her chest, and for a moment, I saw faint, glowing letters appear on her blouse, just below her collar. B-R-E-N-D-A.

“Brenda?” I guessed.

She clapped her hands silently, beaming. She was surprisingly personable for a harbinger of doom.

“Alright, Brenda. You’re a banshee and you’ve lost your voice.” I paused. “Or your wail. Is there a difference?”

Barnaby grumbled. “The wail is a specific, modulated frequency capable of piercing the mortal veil to deliver a targeted pre-mortem advisory. A ‘voice’ is for idle gossip and ordering scones. There is a significant legal distinction.”

Brenda nodded, pointing at Barnaby again as if to highlight his excellent point. She then launched into a flurry of pantomime. First, she made a gesture like she was looking at a watch on her non-existent wrist. Then, she held up her hands, palms out, in a ‘stop’ motion. She looked around my kitchen, her eyes wide with urgency.

“Okay, you’re… late for something?” I guessed. “You want us to stop… cooking?” My gaze fell on the coffee maker full of cumin-laced grounds. “That’s probably good advice.”

Brenda shook her head, her frustration mounting. She mimed again. She pointed at an imaginary person standing by my refrigerator. She widened her eyes in mock horror. Then, she clutched her chest, staggered backward, and collapsed onto the floor in a dramatic, translucent heap. After a moment, she popped back up, looking at me expectantly.

“You’re an actress?” I tried. “And you’re practicing a death scene? It’s very good. A bit overwrought, maybe, but the commitment is there.”

Barnaby let out a sound like a rockslide. “She is demonstrating her function, you dense woman! She is supposed to be warning people of their impending deaths! But she cannot, because she is mute!”

The penny finally dropped, landing with a clatter that echoed in the sudden silence of my mind. The watch-tapping. The urgent scanning of the room. The dramatic death. Brenda was on the clock. Someone, somewhere in Pendle-Stitch, was scheduled for a grim appointment with the great beyond, and she was supposed to be their five-minute warning.

“Oh,” I said softly. The humorous absurdity of the situation evaporated, replaced by a cold sliver of genuine dread. “Oh, that’s not good.”

Brenda wrung her hands, her expression confirming my fear.

“‘Not good’ is a catastrophic understatement,” Barnaby declared. “A registered harbinger is an integral part of this town’s supernatural infrastructure. She is the mystical equivalent of a smoke detector or a carbon monoxide alarm! Pendle-Stitch is currently running without its primary mortality alert system. We are flying blind into the abyss!”

I leaned against the counter, the full weight of the situation pressing down on me. My little town, a quirky patchwork of magical oddities and sleepy charm, was vulnerable. The Tuesday Twitch, when gravity shifted, was an inconvenience. The Midnight Market that popped up during my hot flashes was a curiosity. But this was different. This was life and death. The thought of some poor soul pottering around their garden, completely unaware that a rogue grimoire was about to fall on their head from a third-story window, made my stomach clench.

It was an organizational failure of the highest order. A breakdown in protocol. It made the Clutter-Mancer in me itch.

“So,” I said, pushing myself upright. “What broke it? How does a banshee lose her wail?”

Brenda looked helpless. She shrugged her ethereal shoulders, then pointed at me, then at the spot in the doorway where the tear in reality had appeared. She mimed a pulling motion, a sharp yank.

“Are you saying I did
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