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“I can’t do this anymore.” I sighed as I climbed into bed. Those words might have haunted a lesser man, but my husband knew I wasn’t talking about our marriage. “I feel guilty for even saying it out loud, but I can’t keep doing engineering. It’s killing me.”

Merlin nodded, waiting for the rest of the information he knew was coming. I had such a tendency to keep my thoughts to myself that by the time I told him what I was feeling, there were more than just a few sentences bottled up. 

“The design work isn’t so bad. I mean I definitely wish I did more work revitalizing old buildings instead of constructing new strip malls, but I can tolerate it. But this new generation of inspectors and plan reviewers is awful. They’ve never even been on a construction site, and they wouldn’t know Ohm’s Law from their elbow. I spend just as much time explaining why they’re wrong as I do designing the building. They make me want to rip my hair out, sell all of our earthly possessions, drive to a place we can’t be found, and throw my phone into the ocean. I can handle carpool. I can handle three kids under 5. I can even handle squeezing 8 hours of work into the 4 hours I have at home between morning and afternoon carpool. I just can’t handle having my soul slowly sucked out my body little by little every day. I’m losing my sanity here.”

“So quit. We have enough savings. The inheritance from your aunt will pay for the kids’ school, and my income will pay the other bills until you find something better. The kids need you sane. What would we do if I had to ship you off to the sanatorium for a vacation? I wouldn’t even know where to send the mortgage payment!” 

I could tell he was trying to get a giggle out of me. We were an unconventional couple, but it worked for us. I was the brains with few people skills and even less situational awareness. He was the brawn, with an insane ability to remember every face he had ever seen and a laughable inability to remember what day it was. Thankfully, I wasn’t big on anniversaries or greeting card holidays. So long as I didn’t let him pay the bills, he really didn’t need to know where we were in the calendar. 

“But I have no idea what I want to do instead. The only thing more terrifying than telling my parents that I’m quitting the family business is telling them I’m quitting without a plan. I can feel their judgment already.” And my guilt for letting them down. I didn’t say it out loud, but I knew he could see it written on my face. 

“So then don’t quit. Plan first, and then quit.” His confidence in me made it sound so easy.

“Do you really think I can do this?” I asked sheepishly.

“What I think is that you’ve spent decades keeping your head down to avoid being noticed by bullies and deferring to your parents’ ideas of how to live because they were your safety net from those bullies. What I know is that you weren’t built to be normal and follow someone else’s dream. If you’re ready to step out of the shadows, I’m ready to support you.”

“I guess you’re right. Thanks, babe. You’re the best.” I hadn’t settled on a path, but I wasn’t interested in getting stuck in a spiral of overthinking. Instead, I rolled over and let exhaustion take me away from my worries.

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2

[image: ]




“We are here for you. We are with you. We are protecting you. We will guide you.” The crystalline woman standing—or maybe floating—before me was reassuring me, yes, but she was also glowing. Literally. 

“Who are you?” I responded skeptically. 

“You may call me Muire.” Her answer wasn’t as helpful as I had hoped for.

“Okay, what are you?” My tone was growing tight in frustration.

“That is not for you to understand fully, but your kind would call me a light being or spirit guide.”

“Seriously? I thought spirit guides were just some new age mumbo jumbo. They’re real? You’re real?”

“Indeed.”

“Wow...” I felt the tension crack open and a glimmer of hope shine through. “In that case, please give me some guidance. What the heck am I supposed to be doing with my life? Do I engineer? Do I not engineer? Throw me a life raft here; I’m drowning.”

“Not yet. For now, you simply need to accept that you are not alone. You were never alone, and you have options other than brute force and determination. A new path will soon unfold.”

I woke with a start. Weird dreams were nothing new for me. In fact, they were the norm. But they were usually benign, if I remembered them at all. It would be similar to real life, but something in it would be just different enough that I knew it was a dream. The river would be bright pink. The barn down the road would be a natatorium. The sky would be purple. Things of that sort. I didn’t usually have iridescent ladies whispering sweet nothings about guidance and protection. That was new, and it felt a little too real to simply forget.
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