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Prologue

 


A dark angel waited for the perfect
opportunity then slipped from the blackest corner of the room.
Lilith wondered if she should steal this newborn or kill it. If she
killed it, the parents would think the child died of sudden infant
death syndrome. It would be hard to pinpoint the exact cause of
death. The mother had done everything right. The infant slept on
her back, with no stuffed toys or fluffy blankets to smother the
child. Neither parent smoked, so the lingering fumes were of no
concern. The window was closed and locked on this cold November
night. That would leave stealing this child a mystery, wouldn’t
it?

Three-month-old Eve Kathrine Webber slept
peacefully in her crib for the first night, having graduated from
the bassinet and into her own room. It was a cheerful room done in
yellow, pink, and green. A stuffed Winnie the Pooh bear sat on a
shelf above her white dresser, along with Tigger and Eeyore. These
were not to play with but to look at and admire. Expensive
keepsakes, bought for her by her father.

A cozy rocking chair sat by the window where
Eve’s mother nursed her a few hours ago. Eve had suckled greedily
and filled her tummy quickly. Then her mother sang to her as she
drifted off to sleep. It was past midnight. Quiet and peaceful. The
infant’s father snored softly from across the hall. Her mother
tossed and turned restlessly.

Lilith smiled as she watched this infant,
not out of love or amusement but with pure evil. She placed a hand
on the infant’s body and felt the quick beating of the heart and
the rise and fall of the tiny female’s chest. Her hand slowly
closed over the throat, then slid up and covered the mouth and
nose. Infants never took long to die. Lilith closed her eyes and
waited for the infant’s last breath. For the euphoria that spread
throughout her being with the knowledge that she had taken another
one.

Suddenly someone pushed her aside. She
opened her eyes and glared at the spirit who dared to do this to
her. “You don’t know the wrath I can bestow upon you for this,” she
hissed.

The white light materialized. When Lilith
saw who it was, she shrank back but recovered quickly. She would
not show this archangel her fear. “Michael,” she whispered. Never
in all of creation had God’s right-hand angel stopped her like
this.

Michael turned toward the crib and breathed
life back into the infant. Then he faced her. “You will not take
this child,” he said.

Lilith glared back at him. “Why did God send
you?”

“God did not send me; I came of my own
volition.”

“Why this child?” Lilith knew she could not
fight this angel. Michael was superior in all ways.

“It is my choice.”

“You will regret this, Michael.” Her window
for killing this infant was closing fast. Once she left here
tonight, she wouldn’t be able to return. Lilith lifted her chin,
and with false bravery, she said, “Since I cannot kill this infant,
I will send Samael.”

Michael stopped his advancement toward her.
“I am also stronger than your mate Lilith.”

She smiled wickedly. “But you will not know
when he will strike.” Lilith glanced down at the infant. Two dark
eyes watched them. “Look,” she pointed.

Michael turned and studied the child. Then
he faced her. Seething, he said, “You have opened a channel.”


Chapter 1

 


 The clock on the
wall said they still had twenty minutes left. The kids in this
class could hear the high school students out in the hall yelling
and singing on their last day in London South Collegiate Institute,
let out early for their summer vacation. Eve Webber had tuned Mr.
Cooper out for the last half hour as he droned on about how they
were role models for the students he’d be teaching next fall. And
he wished them luck as they entered grade ten next year.

He had not been Eve’s favorite teacher. He
was the one she liked the least. He had singled her out time after
time, scolding her for the littlest things when he let others get
away with more serious infractions. Not that she was terrible. He
just had it in for her. And even though he was in his fifties, he
was a handsome man. Mr. Cooper was trim and wore expensive clothes.
His mustache was gray, and he had his hair a little too long. He
was a bachelor and considered fair game, at least to flirt with
harmlessly. His blue eyes often scanned the room, hesitating
slightly longer at the pretty girls, especially the ones who mooned
over him. Eve thought he didn’t like her because she refused to act
so childishly. Or maybe it was because she was more mature for her
age than her classmates.

She came back to the present when cheers
erupted in her classroom. Her fellow students came alive suddenly
and were gathering their books and knapsacks. Within minutes, the
room was empty except for Mr. Cooper, who shook hands as students
headed for the door. And three others like Eve, who were a bit
slower to leave.

“When do you start working full-time at the
bookstore?” Becca Stiles asked Eve as she hefted a purse that Eve
saw her dump in three books. Becca’s hair was long and straight
that reached down to her waist. It was blonde with white streaks
that the sun created. Her light blue eyes reminded Eve of ice on a
frozen pond, reflecting a hint of gray in them. Becca often wore
chunky jewelry, frilly blouses, and long skirts in bold colors. She
was also a bit psychic.

“Next Monday.” Eve closed her desk then
smiled over at her best friend. “I can’t wait.” In comparison,
Eve’s hair was so dark that it looked black sometimes. It reached
to the center of her back in curly waves. Her deep-set eyes were
brown and almond-shaped. Her face was round, her nose long and
straight. She hated her full lips that were in a permanent pout.
Her choice of clothing was usually jeans and a T-shirt.

“I wish I had a job in the bookstore,” Becca
gave Eve a pensive look. “Being able to read all day.”

Eve laughed. “I doubt I’ll have time, but
Grandpa said I can borrow as many books as I like.”

Becca closed her desk and stood. “My dad’s
going to teach me how to make cream puffs.” She glanced down at her
dumpy body. “That’s all I need is to gain more weight.” Her father
owned Stiles Bakery on York Street.

Eve stood. “We better hurry. or we’ll miss
our bus.” She followed Becca to the front of the room. Becca
reached out and shook Mr. Cooper’s hand. “Goodbye,” she said, “I
bet you’re glad to get rid of this lot.”

Mr. Cooper grinned. “I’m glad to let go of
all of my students so they can begin the next chapter in their
lives.”

Becca stepped aside, and Mr. Cooper held out
his hand for Eve. She thought about not accepting it. To turn and
walk out the door. But then she saw the amusement in his eyes and
gave it a quick shake. “Goodbye, Miss Webber,” he chuckled as if he
had a private joke.

“So long, Mr. Cooper.”

He was watching them leave as Eve glanced
back in the doorway. A dark shape hovered behind the teacher. She
knew then that she would never see Mr. Cooper again.

 


***

 


Eve had been right. Becca called her later
that evening, crying. Mr. Cooper died of a heart attack minutes
after they left the classroom.

It was the second time Eve had seen that
dark shape. The first time was when she was eight, and her little
brother died. Trevor was four years old when he succumbed to
leukemia. He had been sick all his life. Eve remembered going to
the doctor’s office and visiting Trevor in the hospital. She had
seen the dark shape beside his bed. He died that night.

“Don’t you ever tell anyone what you think
you saw.” her dad had yelled at her when she told him. “No one can
see angels, Eve. And if you ever say you can, I’ll take the switch
to you, you hear me?” He stormed out of the room.

Eve glanced over at her mother through her
tears. “I saw it, Mom.”

“Please, Eve. Everyone will think you’re a
freak if you keep this up.” She walked out on Eve.

Since then, Eve has not said a word about
what she saw that day. But it didn’t keep her from searching on her
computer. She knew now that the dark shape was the angel of death,
and his name was Samael.

Eve would not say anything this time either.
What good would it do? It would only make her parents mad at her.
She scoffed as she sat at her desk in her bedroom. Her parents were
always angry. It seemed to her that Trevor’s death had put a strain
on their marriage. All they did was argue like they were doing
now.

Eve got up and closed her bedroom door. She
didn’t care what they were arguing about this time. Eve just wanted
them to stop. “If only I were old enough to live on my own,” she
mumbled as she turned on her radio.

 


***

 


Lydia Webber stood in the middle of the
kitchen and watched Ryan storm out of the house. She refused to cry
in front of him. Lydia wouldn’t give him satisfaction. Now that he
was gone, she didn’t need to shed tears. Lydia was angrier than
feeling sorry for herself. She’d get through this Lydia always did.
At thirty-seven, she didn’t put up with his nonsense anymore.

Minutes later, she heard his pickup truck
start with its rattling tailpipe. He’d go to the office and
retrieve the eighteen-wheeler for his next run. How long he would
be gone this time would be anyone’s guess. He wouldn’t know until
he picked up his papers. No doubt he’d be gone for a few days.
There was more money in long-haul trips than day runs. Ryan always
took the longest runs, taking him all over Ontario.

She turned to the sink and filled the
kettle, then set it on the stove. As she waited for the water to
heat up, she took a cup down from the cupboard and dumped a teabag
into it. Their seventeenth anniversary was coming up, and Lydia
wondered if Ryan would try to be home for it or if he even
cared.

Her thoughts turned to when they bought this
house on Orchard Street near Thames Park. Lined with mature trees,
well-kept old homes, and sidewalks on both sides of the street, it
was the type of community Lydia wanted to raise Eve in. Their house
was a two-story red brick home with a big front porch. Lydia
preferred older homes; they had character. She loved the city, but
Ryan liked the slower pace of a small town. She had talked him into
moving to London.

When they were first married, he’d call her
and tell her where he was going and how long he’d be away. But as
the years passed, he called less and didn’t bother to let her know
when he’d be home.

Sighing, she sat at the table, held her cup
in both hands, and stared out the back window. Tall weeds grew
between the oriental poppies that were starting to bloom, their
bright red flowers waving in the light breeze. She should deadhead
the hydrangea and weed around the pond. But not today, she told
herself as she sipped her tea. That was what they were arguing
about this time. Ryan didn’t help her in the garden anymore. It was
all she could do to get him to cut the grass. When they first put
in the flowerbeds, he was just as enthusiastic about it as she was.
It was supposed to be a joint effort. She didn’t have time to look
after the yard by herself. Between her bookkeeping job and the
housework, Lydia needed a moment for herself.

As she watched a robin on the lawn, Lydia
mulled an idea over in her mind. What if she took out some of the
gardens and turned them back into grass? Lydia could take out that
one along the back fence and plant more trees. And along the side
fences, she could put in a bush or two. She’d leave the flowers
growing around the small pond and on both sides of the arbor. That
would make it a lot easier to look after. Eve might even have some
ideas. Lydia finished her tea and set the cup in the sink. Then she
headed for the stairs.

 


***

 


The music should have been blasting, thought
Lydia as she tapped on her daughter’s door. She’d have it turned up
as loud as she could to drown out her parents’ loud voices. Eve
didn’t answer the knock, so Lydia opened the door and stepped into
the room. Eve sat at her desk, drawing in her sketchbook. She wore
her headphones, her head nodding to the beat of a song Lydia could
barely hear.

The room wasn’t frilly, nor were the walls
plastered with posters of rock stars. It was painted pink when Eve
was small, only to find out that Eve hated pink. Now the walls were
light blue. The comforter on the bed was a patchwork of colors that
Lydia’s mother made before she passed away five years ago. The
dresser was of light pine that matched the headboard and the desk.
A pile of dirty clothes was on the floor in the corner, which
reminded Lydia that she needed to buy Eve a hamper. For some

reason, she kept forgetting that.

She studied her daughter for a moment. Eve
was tall with long dark brown hair. Today she had it tied back into
a ponytail. Eve wore gold earrings of delicate crosses in each
pierced ear. Lydia remembered buying Eve her first training bra.
How nervous she was at her daughter turning into a woman. An
intelligent woman, Lydia told herself. Serious with poise and
grace.

Lydia reached up and turned off the radio on
the shelf below a stuffed Winnie the Pooh, Tigger, and Eeyore that
Eve had since she was born. Eve set down her pencil and glared over
at her. Taking off her headphones, she said, “Dad’s gone, isn’t
he?”

“Yes.” Lydia sat on the edge of the bed. She
couldn’t think of anything else to say that she hadn’t already.

“How long this time?” Eve’s voice wasn’t as
harsh this time, her face now fixed in a brooding state.

“I don’t know.”

Eve’s brown eyes stared back at her that
Lydia thought more of a topaz color. Her own eyes reminded her of
dark beer. She also had Lydia’s straight nose and rosy lips. The
round face and the shape of her chin came from her father. And so
did the stubbornness.

“I’d like your advice on something,” Lydia
said. “Will you come outside with me?”

 


***

 


Eve followed her mother out the back door
and across the lawn. She squinted as the sun beat down on her. Eve
looked up at the white clouds and immediately saw the shape of a
whale.

“What do you think if we got rid of this
garden?” Lydia pointed to the one on the right side of the arbor.
“Or at least cut it back to half the size.”

Eve noticed the weeds and knew how the
gardens had gotten away from her mother. She helped out as much as
she could, but Lydia made her do her homework right after school.
More often than not, Eve finished it just as Lydia was coming in
from working in the garden to get supper ready. Except most of the
time, she spent texting her friends.

“I think we should cut it back to about
here.” Eve pointed between the daisies and ornamental grass. It
would cut the garden back about two-thirds.

“Good idea. It will be the same size as the
one on the other side of the arbor.” Lydia led the way to the side
fence. “This garden and the one by the other fence are going too. I
thought of maybe a couple of bushes here and here,” she
pointed.

Eve nodded. “Or leave it all in grass. That
way, Dad won’t have to go around them with the lawnmower.”

“There is that to consider,” Lydia said as
they made their way toward the back fence. “Same here. I want to
get rid of all this and plant more trees along the back here.”

Eve let out a puff of air. “And you want me
to help dig this all up.”

Lydia grinned. “That was the plan. I figure
we could do a little at a time. Like after work and on week-

ends.

Between the two of us, it shouldn’t take that
long.”

Eve strutted over and sat on the two-seater
swing. Lydia sat beside her. As they swayed gently back and forth,
Eve said, “Dad should be helping you out here.”

“But he doesn’t anymore, and I can’t keep
up.”

Eve set her hands on her lap and gazed up at
the arbor. A path with small stepping-stones led from it to the
swing. Her grandfather built the swing and the arbor. He had lived
in his old house at the time and had a workshop. But after her
grandmother died, he sold the house and moved into the apartment
above the bookshop.

“Maybe Grandpa will help too,” Eve said
hopefully.

“I’m sure he will.” Lydia put her arm around
Eve. “Why don’t we go in for some ice cream?”

 


***

 


The next day was Saturday, a day Lydia
usually slept late. But today, she was anxious to start on the
garden. Lydia had coffee and toast, then went outside while the
grass was still wet with morning dew. Shovel in hand, Lydia dug up
the plants by the arbor, setting aside the ones she wanted to keep.
Those would take the place of the plants she could do without near
the pond.

Eve came out of the house an hour later
wearing old jeans and scuffed running shoes. She yawned as she
stopped beside her mother. “You up with the birds this
morning?”

“Almost.” Lydia leaned her shovel on the
arbor. “Here’s what I would like you to do.” She pointed to the
small pile of plants. “I want you to put these in here.” She
indicated where a clump of phlox was growing. “And dig

this all out.”

“Sure,” Eve said as she headed toward the
shed.

Lydia smiled as she watched her daughter.
She dug up the last of the plants then filled in the holes. By that
time, Eve was back wearing gloves and dragging a shovel behind her.
As she dug up the phlox, Lydia smoothed out her holes with a rake.
When she was satisfied that all the clumps were gone, she spread
grass seed over it.

Eve stepped back after planting the last
plant and looked over at her mother. “It’s getting too hot to work
out here.”

Lydia wiped the beads of sweat off her
forehead with the back of her hand. “It sure warmed up in a hurry,
didn’t it?” She handed the rake to Eve. “Why don’t you put the
tools away while I water everything.”

Eve made grilled cheese sandwiches for lunch
while Lydia put a load of laundry in the washing machine. She was
glad that the designer of this house put the laundry room upstairs.
It made more sense than to have it in the basement as most older
homes had. She never saw the logic in lugging laundry baskets down
two flights of stairs to wash clothes. This way, she just went down
the hall from her bedroom, between the bathroom and spare
bedroom.

As they were finishing cleaning up the
kitchen Eve’s cellphone jangled. She picked it up and began
texting. Then she looked over at her mother. “Can I spend the night
at Becca’s?”

Lydia glanced out the window. The
meteorologist predicted a thunderstorm for some time during the
night. There would be no way they could work in the garden
tomorrow. “Sure,” she said.

 


***

 


After Eve left, Lydia poured herself a
generous glass of red wine then trudged upstairs. She opened the
door to Trevor’s old room and sipped her wine as she walked in.
Gone was his single bed, his dresser, and all his clothes. None of
his toys had stayed behind either. She remembered her and Ryan
packing everything, loading his truck with bags and boxes, taking
it all down to the Goodwill store. The only thing that remained was
the rocking chair in the corner, where she breastfed and rocked
both of her kids.

She sat in that rocking chair now and
glanced around the room. It was mostly empty except for a few boxes
along one wall. They contained bedding for Trevor’s old bed. Lydia
didn’t know why she hadn’t taken those down to Goodwill. None of
that stuff fits on any of the beds in the house. Eve slept in a
double bed. Hers and Ryan’s was a queen.

She wasn’t nostalgic about the bedding. It
didn’t mean anything to her except the boxes were taking up space.
Not that she needed that space for anything. If she wanted
nostalgia, all she had to do was look at Trevor’s photos around the
house. Like the one on the mantle above the fireplace in the living
room. Lydia had also filled two photo albums of him. Often, she’d
get them out and go through them, remembering his laugh, hearing
his sweet voice. She missed his energy when he was in remission.
The smell of his hair after a bath. He called her mummy to get her
attention. How she longed to hold him, to take in his scent, hear
his voice. No longer would she be able to watch him play with his
toys on the living room rug. Or see him sitting at the table with a
messy face as he ate supper. She can’t sit in this rocking chair
and watch him sleep anymore like she still did with Eve once in a
while. When panic set in and she was afraid of losing her daughter
like she lost her son.

Lydia lifted her glass and took a generous
gulp. She should have brought the whole bottle up here today. What
she didn’t miss were the many visits to the doctor’s office, the
long hours in the hospital. His death. The funeral and the
emptiness his passing made in her heart, her soul. She didn’t miss
feeling numb and walking around in a daze, weeks, maybe months
after Trevor died, more likely years.

Ryan had been attentive to her and Eve,
making sure they made it to the church on time for the funeral,
driving them to the gravesite. He’d been gentle and caring. Ryan’s
face was full of anguish.

Lydia finished her wine and sat there
holding the glass on her lap. When did he stop caring? When did the
passion die in their marriage? It must have happened when she
wasn’t looking. She should have paid more attention to their
relationship. It was only in this last year that she had started to
feel whole again. And at the same time became aware that her
marriage was in trouble. Lydia didn’t know how to fix it, nor did
she have the energy to try.

Did Ryan miss her? What had he been feeling
these last few years after he lost his son? Did he somehow blame
her for his death? Was there anything else they could have done to
prevent Trevor from dying? They’d never talked about it, not the
deep-down gut-feeling discussion they should have had a long time
ago. Instead, they tiptoed around the subject as if talking about
Trevor was taboo.

Lydia swayed when she stood and wiped the
tears from her face with the back of her hand. “I’m losing Ryan
too,” she said as she stumbled toward the door.

 



Chapter 2




Eve rode her bike three blocks to Becca’s
house. It stood in the middle of the block, a brown brick ranch
with a bowed front window and a double-wide driveway. Their car was
gone. Eve surmised that Becca’s parents were still at the bakeshop
and wouldn’t be home until after it closed at five o’clock. She
pushed her bike around the house and leaned it against the
garage.

Becca let her in the back door, smiling as
she led the way down the hall and into her bedroom. Eve set her
knapsack on one of the twin beds, the one she usually slept in when
she stayed there. “Mom and Dad are going out tonight,” Becca said.
“To a party. So, I’m thinking, they’ll come home drunk.”

Eve smiled. More than likely, her dad would
get drunk, and her mother would drive him home. She’d be tipsy as
well but not as bad as he would be and thinking it the better
choice when they should call a cab instead. “What are you
thinking?” She sat on the edge of her bed.

Becca sat across from her. “I want to go to
the cemetery tonight.”

Eve’s eyes brightened. “And?”

Becca went over to her bookshelf, took down
a book, and resumed her seat. She opened it at a page that she had
marked. “I found another invocation in here.” She turned the book
around and handed it to Eve.

Eve glanced down at the words. “You really
think this will work?”

Becca shrugged. “All we can do is try.”

Eve read the prayer then said, “Okay. Let’s
copy this.”

Becca produced a pen and paper and copied
the page. Then she put the book back. “Did you bring the items I
asked you to?”

“Yes. A flashlight and three candles.” She
lifted the chain around her neck. “And I already have my
cross.”

“Good. What do you want to do while we
wait?”

Eve glanced around the room then back at her
friend. “Why don’t we see if we can find Caleb?”

“On a Sunday? Do you have any money?”

“I’ve got twenty bucks. That’s plenty for
the both of us.”

“Where do you think we’ll find him?”

“At home.”

Becca smacked Eve on the arm. “You are
wicked.” She stood and headed toward the door, turned around, and
said, “Well, what are you waiting for?”

They rode their bikes six blocks to a
brownstone with twelve apartments in it, four on each floor. Caleb
lived on the second level. Eve knocked on the door.

They stood in the hallway and waited. “Maybe
Caleb is not home,” Becca said after a bit.

Eve knocked again. This time they heard
footsteps approaching. Caleb Tinsley opened the door and squinted
at them through his black-framed glasses. He was tall and thin with
a narrow head. His blond hair covered one eye. He was twenty-four
and treated Eve as if she was a pest. To Eve he looked like a geek.
“What are you doing here?” he asked.

Eve lifted her chin. “I want to buy a couple
of

joints.”

He laughed. “I’m not selling you drugs. Your
grandfather will have my head if I do.” Caleb managed the bookstore
for her grandfather.

“He won’t find out,” Becca said. “Not unless
you tell him.”

Caleb swung the door to close it. Eve stuck
her foot in the way and stopped it. “If you don’t, I’ll tell
Grandpa that you’re a drug dealer. How long do you think you’ll
keep your job then?”

Fear flashed in his eyes, but he quickly
recovered. “Okay, but just this one time.” He sold them two
joints.

 


***

 


They waited until Becca’s parents left
before they crossed the railroad bridge to St. Jude’s Cemetery. As
Eve walked through the iron gate, she risked a furtive glance
behind her. “They’re following us.”

“How far back?” Becca asked as she moved
beside Eve.

“About a half a block.”

“Should we wait for them?”

“I’ve got an idea. Follow me.” Eve walked
down the lane faster, then suddenly hid behind a tree. It was dusk
and just light enough to see the two boys coming after them. Becca
stifled a laugh as they got closer. Eve elbowed her.

They were beside them when Eve and Becca
jumped out. The younger boy screamed and flew behind his brother.
The girls laughed and stood beside the boys.

“You’re late,” Eve told them.

“No, we aren’t,” Lance Rutherford gave Eve
an amused grin. As usual, his brick-red hair looked windblown. His
eyes were gray with a hint of blue that Eve loved to stare into, he
was in her class and sat next to her last year. Often, they shared
secret smiles, and then Eve’s heart would flicker. Lance had just
turned seventeen, held back a year in school. It was when his
father was killed in a botched robbery eight years ago. Frank
Rutherford had been in the corner store buying cigarettes and
lottery tickets. The robber shot him three times in the chest. He
died three days later. Lance looked after his mother until the
shock wore off, and she was able to deal with her husband’s death.
Now she worked nights in an all-night diner just outside of the
city limits.

Fifteen-year-old Nicky looked moon-eyed at
Becca and had confessed his love for her at least a dozen times. He
was here tonight to fight off any demons and to become her savior
if anything went wrong. Nicky swore to protect her even if it cost
him his own life. He’d bat his soft green eyes at her, which only
made her laugh. It made him look comical with the cowlick sticking
up on the back of his head, not to mention the millions of freckles
on his face. Becca didn’t take him seriously, or so she told
Eve.

They followed the path toward the back of
the cemetery then walked between the headstones until they found
the one they wanted. Eve set her knapsack on the ground and took
out her flashlight. Setting it aside, she produced three candles
and set them upright in the dirt in a semicircle. Becca added her
candles and completed the circle. Lance leaned in and lit the
candles with his disposable

lighter.

Becca now held the paper in her hand and
recited the invocation, her voice low and throaty. “Spirit, we call
on you to show yourself. Spirit, we call on you to communicate with
us. Give us a sign.” She repeated it three times then the four of
them stood looking down at the grave, holding hands. “Close your
eyes. Slow your breathing. Relax.”

A few minutes passed before Nicky said,
“It’s not working.”

Suddenly Eve heard heavy footsteps off to
her right. She looked, but nobody was there. Then there was
rustling and a soft moan. She stiffened.

Lance squeezed her hand and said, “It’s just
the wind.”

“What wind?” Eve eyed him. There was no
wind.

The moan came again. It was dark now, the
half-moon hiding behind clouds. Eve bent down and picked up the
flashlight. She turned it on and scanned the area but saw
nothing.

“Is it our spirit?” Becca asked, sounding
more excited than scared.

The moan was louder this time. Eve ran,
lighting her way with her flashlight. Lance stayed beside her; she
could hear their frantic footfalls and her own heavy breathing.

“Wait up,” Nicky cried as he lit the way for
Becca with her flashlight. He must have grabbed it. Eve thought as
they ran back the way they had come. The four of them stood on the
sidewalk outside of the cemetery to catch their breaths, the
streetlamp giving their faces an eerie glow. It was then that Eve
realized she left her knapsack in front of her brother’s grave.

 


***

 


While it rained the next day, Lydia dusted
and vacuumed the house. Then she made a cup of tea and took it into
the living room. Lydia curled up on the couch with a book and
jumped when a loud crack of thunder boomed. She hoped Eve wouldn’t
ride her bike in this weather. What if lightning struck Eve’s bike?
What if it hit a tree and a branch came down on top of her? What if
she got run over by a car?

Lydia knew her imagination was running wild
again. Ryan often accused her of being overprotective of Eve. He
was right, but she wasn’t about to admit it to him. It was another
thing they argued about, the way she brought up Eve.

Lydia sipped her tea and decided she’d let
up on Eve. After all, she was a teenager. Eve had good friends. She
studied hard, and her grades were good. Eve was responsible and
helped out around the house. Lydia knew she was lucky to have a
daughter like Eve. She’d heard stories about teens badmouthing
their parents and ignoring curfews. Lydia had often inspired Eve to
keep up her studies and aim high. “Go to university and get a good
job,” she’d often told her. “Become independent and don’t rely on a
man to look after you.”

Lydia let out a snort. How could Eve become
independent if she kept her on a short leash? The answer was right
there. Because it scared her to death that Eve would

leave her just like Trevor did.

A car pulling into her driveway had Lydia
sit up. Eve got out of Mr. Style’s car and ran into the house.
Lydia met her at the door. “Some downpour isn’t it?” she asked as
Eve took off her shoes and put them by the wall on the mat.

“Yeah,” Eve said as she hung her jacket in
the closet. “At least your grass seed is getting watered.” As she
walked into the hallway, she asked, “Is Grandpa here yet?”

“Not yet. Soon though.”

Eve headed upstairs to her room. Lydia
turned to see her father come in the front door. “Dad, you made
it.”

Arthur Tinsley smiled as he took off his
raincoat and hung it in the closet. At sixty-three, he was in
excellent health. His gray hair stuck to the sides of his head and
was dripping wet from the short distance from his car to the
house. It needs cutting, Lydia thought as he came toward her
and embraced her in a bear hug, his beard rubbing against her
cheek. She looked into the darkest brown eyes she’d ever seen.
Laugh lines wrinkled his face as Arthur let her go. “Where’s my
princess?” he asked as his eyes searched the room.

“Upstairs in her room. I’ll go get her.”

Before Lydia reached the bottom of the
stairs, Eve came down them. She went up to Arthur and gave him a
fierce hug. Arthur laughed, then stepped back.

“Grandpa,” Eve said after they made their
way into the kitchen. She posed with hands raised and recited, “Go,
Philostrate, stir up the Athenian youth to merriments. Awake the
pert and nimble spirit of mirth. Turn melancholy forth to funerals,
the pale companion is not for our pomp.” She smiled and lowered her
arms.

“Aw,” Arthur said; “That’s from A
Midsummer’s Night’s Dream, I believe.

“Shakespeare?” Lydia asked.

“Yes,” Eve said. “From a play, we saw last
summer at the theater.”

 


***

 


As they ate supper of ham and scalloped
potatoes, Lydia told her father about her plans for the garden.
“I’ll help out as much as I can,” he told her. “Whenever I can get
away from the shop.”

After the meal, Lydia made coffee while Eve
loaded the dishwasher. She allowed Eve to drink tea but not coffee.
They took their cups into the living room. The rain was still
coming down, but the storm had moved off toward the east. Lydia was
content to listen to Eve and her father talk about the plays they’d
seen together and the books they had both read. An hour later, Eve
excused herself and went up to her room.

Lydia stood. “Another coffee, Dad?”

“Sure.” He handed her his cup.

After refilling their cups, Lydia sat on the
couch and curled her legs under her. Arthur looked relaxed in the
recliner with his feet up. He gave her a look of concern. “I take
it that Ryan is on the road.”

“Yes, left Friday.”

“He’s gone a lot lately.”

Here it comes, Lydia thought. “He
takes all the runs he can.”

Arthur set down his cup. “Does he spend any
time

with you? Or with Eve?”

“Some. Ryan is too tired when he’s home to
do much.”

Arthur’s eyes narrowed. “What’s he trying to
prove?”

“He wants to get his rig paid off,” she said
quickly. That seemed to satisfy her father, but for how long? As
she ushered her dad out the door later, she said, “I’ll drop Eve
off in the morning and pick her up after work.”

He pulled on his raincoat and reached for
the door handle. “Don’t worry about Eve’s lunch. She can eat with
me.”

Lydia closed the door behind him, leaned on
it, and let the tears fall.

 


***

Eve arrived at the bookstore Monday morning
on Dundas Street. The gray brick building had been there for
centuries with tall windows and high ceilings. She loved the
turrets that made it look like a castle. The rain had stopped, and
the sun was out. Her grandfather was unlocking the door and turning
on the lights. Eve smiled at Mrs. Beasley, the plump woman in her
late fifties who oversaw the younger generation running the tills.
She took care of the deposits at the end of the day and was the
bookkeeper. Wire-rimmed glasses sat on a square nose. Chunky
jewelry adorned her neck and wrists. Although she was married,
she’d had a crush on Arthur through the twenty years she worked for
him.

Arthur introduced her to two girls and one
boy who looked after the customers. His beaming face reassured her
as he led her into the back room. Caleb was unloading boxes of
books. He looked over at her and grinned. “Well, pest. I see you
showed up.”

“Caleb,” Arthur said. “I’ll leave her in
your good hands while I tend to the customers.” He turned and
headed back out front.

Caleb nodded toward the back door. Eve
turned and saw her knapsack hanging on a hook. “You’re welcome,”
Caleb said as he set a pile of books on a shelf.

“How did you? Where?”

He turned and looked at her. “I took out
those joints I sold you.” He reached into his pocket and handed
back her money. “You’re too young anyway.”

She looked down at the money then glared at
him. “They weren’t even joints, were they?”

“Just plain rolled up tobacco.”

“Why?”

He sat back on his haunches. “Because I
thought that if you smoked them, you’d get sick and forget this
whole thing about smoking weed.” He watched her closely for a bit,
then said, “Why did you guys take off like that? What kind of
ceremony were you performing out there?”

Eve felt bile collecting in her throat. “We
were just playing.” She leaned against the shelf. “Someone was
moaning.”

Caleb narrowed his eyes then he started
laughing. When he stopped, he said, “That was Sue Rawson.”

Sue was a Goth, with spiked hair, black
nails, and lips. She always wore dark clothes and listened to heavy
music. Sue was also a free spirit. Eve’s face turned red when she
thought of what Caleb and Sue were doing. “In the cemetery?” she
spurted.

Caleb pushed his glasses up on his nose with
a finger. “What can I say.”

She swatted him on the arm. “You’re a
pig.”

He stood and watched her closely. “We’re
even now. If you tell your grandfather that I sell drugs, I’ll tell
him that you’re practicing witchcraft.”

 


***

 


As they drove home later that afternoon, Eve
told Lydia about the first day at work. “Caleb showed me how to
catalog the books. And Mrs. Beasley taught me how to work the cash
register.”

Lydia smiled. “I’m glad you like it there.
Mrs. Beasley has worked for Dad for as long as I can remember.”

Eve set her knapsack down on the floor
inside the door. The house felt different, empty, and cold. Lydia
frowned as she walked into the living room and looked around. Eve
didn’t know why but she opened the closet door. Her father’s stuff
was all gone. His coats, hats, boots, and shoes.” She left it open
then went up to her mother. “Dad has moved out.”

Lydia’s face went white. Then she took a
deep breath and ran upstairs. Eve was right behind her and watched
as her mother opened his closet and then pulled out all the drawers
in his dresser. They were empty. He had even cleared off the top of
his dresser.

Eve turned and saw a brown envelope on
her

mother’s dresser. She handed it to Lydia.
Lydia pulled out the papers then sat on the edge of the bed. “He’s
filed for divorce.” The third-party named in the proceedings didn’t
mean anything to Lydia except now she could prove her husband’s
infidelity. She’d protect Eve as much as she could and not mention
her name.

Eve sat beside her mother. “Will we have to
move?”

“I don’t know. I’ll have to figure
everything out.” She wrapped her arm around Eve. “We’ll get through
this, the two of us.”

“I’ll give you my pay if you need it. I
don’t want to move.”

Lydia smiled through her tears. “I’m sure it
won’t come to that.”

They sat there in silence for a bit, then
Lydia wiped her face and blew her nose in a tissue. “I should have
seen this coming.” She had, but it was still a shock.

“You were trying to save your marriage.” Eve
let out a huge sigh. “Dad hasn’t been here even when he is here.”
She glanced at her mother. “Do you know where he is?”

“Not a clue.”

Lydia studied the rest of the papers. “He
wants me to buy his half of the house. Ryan says he’ll pay child
support. That’ll help if he sticks to it.” She suddenly pulled her
cell phone out of the back pocket of her pants and checked it,
scrolling down and frowning. Then she put her phone away. “At least
he hasn’t cleaned out our bank account. Yet.”

 


***

 


There was a note on Eve’s dresser when she
walked into her room. She plucked it off, sat on her bed, and read
it.

 


Sweetheart,

You probably know by now that I have filed
for a divorce from your mother. It does not include you. You will
always be my little girl, and I love you with all my heart. Please
don’t think badly of me. I’m tired of trying when my heart isn’t in
it. Your mother will be better off without me. I trust she will
find someone new to make her happy as I don’t seem to. Not that
you tried hard, Eve thought.

I’m going to try to schedule my trips so I
can visit with you every other weekend.

See you soon, Dad

 


As she wiped the tears from her face, she
envisioned her visits with her dad. At least this way, his whole
attention would be on her. He would take her to restaurants, maybe
to a show or two. He’d spoil her to make up for him not being there
for her. “As he does now,” she said.

At least he’d try to remember her birthday.
The last time he was on the road, as usual, was another important
day in her life that he missed. She got a call from him the day
after she turned fifteen. She was glad that he did, but it didn’t
have the same meaning it would have had he called on the right
day.

He’d try too hard to become her friend, her
‘cool’ parent. She’d be able to get away with a lot, maybe be able
to stay out later at night. He’d buy her expensive gifts at

Christmas to outdo her mother.

Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. In the long
run, Eve might get to see her dad more often.

 


***

 


Lydia went to the bank the next day on her
lunch hour, only to find out that Ryan had taken half their savings
out of the account. At least he didn’t take it all, she told
herself. Still, she transferred what was left into a new account to
be safe.

He was unable to touch Eve’s college fund
that they both contributed to. Neither of them could, not until she
entered college or university. Lydia wasn’t worried about her
finances. Being an accountant helped. When she realized her
marriage was starting to fall apart, she took a portion of the
household budget and invested it without Ryan knowing. She also had
stocks that she started buying when she first began working for B
and F Accounting Firm. Her boss had helped her with her
investments, knew which ones were viable. They were performing
well, and she had quite the nest egg after ten years with the
firm.

She rushed out of the bank and to her car.
After checking her watch, she pulled out into traffic and drove
back to the office. There she called her lawyer and made an
appointment for next week. He asked her to make a list of the
things she wanted in the settlement. Their house was her main
priority. While she was there, she was going to change her will,
name a new executor.

Lydia made a mental note to call Mutual
about her life insurance and top up her RSVPs this year. Even with
the year half over, she knew that her Christmas bonus was going to
be substantial. Plus, her promotion to office manager came with a
raise.

She sat back in her chair and smiled,
knowing she was better off than Ryan. He didn’t know how to hang on
to money, spending it as soon as he had any.


Chapter 3


After closing the next day, Arthur Tinsley
locked up the shop and turned off the lights. He led the way
upstairs and into his apartment. “Tea?” he asked, “Or a beer?”

Caleb shut the door at the top of the stairs
and followed Arthur into the kitchen. “Beer, thanks.”

Arthur took two bottles out of the fridge
and handed one to Caleb. They sat at the table. “So why would Eve
think you’re a drug dealer?”

Caleb shrugged. “I don’t know. Unless she
saw me hand someone a note, then that person would pay me just like
I sold him some drugs.”

“You mean the answers to an exam?”

Caleb sold high school students answers to
exams. He smiled. “That’s the only conclusion I can come up with
right now. Either that or she’s guessing.”

Arthur chuckled. “And you sold her a couple
of rolled cigarettes instead. Didn’t she suspect they weren’t
joints?”

“No, not a first. But later. Eve took them
out of her knapsack and could smell the tobacco and knew it wasn’t
weed.”

Arthur took a sip of beer then set the
bottle down. “What do you make about this stuff they were doing in
the cemetery?”

“I don’t know. But I don’t trust Becca. I
think she’s into this black magic stuff and is going to drag Eve
into it.”

“Think she’s a witch?”

“Possible.”

Arthur nodded. “You don’t think it’s just a
bunch of teenagers dabbling into the arts out of curiosity?”

“Could be.” Caleb sipped his beer
thoughtfully.

That was one reason Arthur hired Eve to work
in the bookstore. He could watch out for her and keep her away from
Becca Stiles as much as he could. He had heard about her teaching
Eve some things he didn’t like. So far, they had experimented with
Tarot cards, runes, and even voodoo dolls and casting spells.

Some of the stuff they did he thought of as
harmless, like chakra and astrology or using herbs to promote
health and wellbeing. But when did all this stuff become dangerous?
How deep did one have to be into this black magic before it was too
late? Arthur swallowed the last of his beer and got them each
another bottle. As he sat back down, he said, “What did you find
out about the Rutherford brothers?”

“Their dad died a while ago. A robber shot
him in a corner store. Their mother has raised them by herself ever
since. Lance, the oldest boy, is a cool head. He looks after his
mom and his little brother.” Caleb took a swig of beer. “I think he
and Eve could become a serious item.”

Arthur studied Caleb during this pause. “How
deep is he into this stuff?”

Caleb shrugged. “From what I’ve seen so far,
I think he wants to make Eve happy. He’ll do anything for her.”

Arthur nodded. “Puppy love, you think?”

Caleb shook his head. “No. I think this
could be the real deal. She’s in love with him, I saw it in her
eyes. And

the way they hold hands.”

Arthur furrowed a brow. “I hope he isn’t
taking advantage of her.”

“I don’t think so. Lance seems like a nice
guy. At this point, I believe they’re taking things slow.”

“I hope so. Eve’s too young.”

Caleb drained his bottle then set it on the
table. “The younger brother Nicky is comical. He keeps telling
Becca that he’s in love with her. But then I saw him wink at Lance
as if it was all a joke. So, I don’t know what to make of him
yet.”

“Sounds to me he’s egging Becca on for some
reason.”

“She probably thinks he’s serious, but I
doubt it.”

Arthur sat back and digested what Caleb told
him.

 


***

 


Arthur made himself a quick supper then took
his coffee into the den after Caleb left. He sat at the desk and
started up his computer. As it warmed up, his eyes settled on the
bookcase. Novels of his favorite authors filled the shelves, John
Grisham, Robert Ludlum, and David Baldacci. He had read them all
more than once.

Dark green covered the walls. Walnut
furniture filled the room. Pictures of foxhunts and the English
countryside adorned the walls. It reminded Arthur of a room in an
old estate he once visited on a family vacation. He was a child
then ten, or twelve.

Sipping his coffee, he entered his passcode
then opened the file he wanted. He set his cup down and read the
last few lines he had written the night before. Then he started
typing, his fingers gliding over the keys as he continued the story
of the book he was writing.

It was Arthur’s fourth book, another
thriller. Someone was killing the ship’s crew. The passengers had
to learn how to run the vessel themselves. He knew in his mind who
the killer was, but the reader would have to wait until the end of
the book to find out.

Arthur became lost in the story and didn’t
take a break until midnight. He smiled as he saved his work and
turned off the computer. Arthur stood and stretched, then took his
empty cup into the kitchen, and set it in the sink. After he got
ready for bed, he went into the corner of his bedroom. Arthur knelt
in front of his shrine. He lit the candle and stared at the photo
of his beloved wife, Jill. A dark-haired beauty, dead five years
now from cancer. Tears trickled down into his beard as he picked up
the picture and kissed her. With a shaky hand, he set the photo
back down, then lowered his head and prayed.

 


***

 


On Saturday, Ryan Webber sat in his pickup
truck across from his house, or rather the house he just moved out
of last week. It would be the first time he’d see his daughter
since he left. He checked his watch. It was time.

With a sweaty hand, he opened the door and
stepped out into the street. He thought he saw the curtains move in
the living room as he walked up the driveway. Even so, it took a
few minutes for someone to answer his knock on the door. It felt
weird, knocking on that door for the first time.

He faked a smile when Lydia let him into the
foyer and ignored her glare. Ryan didn’t know what to say to her
that wouldn’t end up in a fight. Keep it light, he told
himself. “Nice day,” he said, knowing how lame that line was.

“I’ll go get her,” Lydia told him as she
turned and walked further into the house.

Ryan stood where he was. Didn’t want to
upset things any more than he already had. He almost didn’t come
today, almost chickened out because he didn’t know how Eve was
taking their separation. Or ‘him running out on his family,’ as
Lydia put it. If the lawyers hadn’t set up his visiting hours, he’d
have stayed away. But he was the one pushing for his rights so he
would make good use of them.

His smile was sincere when Eve came toward
him wearing blue shorts and a white top. “Hey, sweetheart,” he
beamed as she set down her knapsack and reached for her shoes.
“What do you want to do today?”

Eve slipped on her sandals then
straightened. “Go to the zoo,” she snapped.”

“Fine,” he said, keeping his voice light.
How many times had he promised to take her to the zoo but
didn’t?

Lydia stood there with her arms folded
across her chest. As they were leaving, she said, “Don’t forget to
have her home by…,”

Ryan closed the door. He knew what time he
was supposed to have Eve home. The keys cut into his hand as Ryan
walked up to his truck. Let it go, he told himself.

 


***

 


The day didn’t start very well as he bought
tickets and walked through the gate. Whenever he asked Eve a
question, she’d mumble or shrug her shoulders. What did you
expect? Ryan asked himself as they headed toward the monkey
cage.

As they made their way from one exhibit to
the next, he wanted to wrap his arms around his daughter. He longed
to hold her close and smell her innocence. If only she would stay
that way.

He kept telling her jokes and making a fool
of himself until she finally smiled. Then she laughed when he
tripped and grabbed an old lady to steady himself. “Sorry,” he said
as the lady laughed and kept on walking. He turned to Eve. “That
wasn’t funny.”

“Yeah, it was.”

“Okay, it was,” he conceded with a
smile.

By mid-afternoon
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