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There is something odd about the Gate City. While we have a Guardian, magicians and creatures, there are things that they just don’t see. I’m nothing special really, just a drama mom. You know the parent of a drama kid who drives everyone to rehearsal, picks up props and costumes, makes snacks, yeah that mom. 

Now I was having one of those days. The kid had volunteered me to pick up things for the newest production her group was doing. I had to head up into one of the ritzier neighborhoods. See while the kids and I lived in an apartment, in a nice neighborhood, we were far from even middle class. We lucked out in the place we were in. The rent had been set a decade ago and it hadn’t gone up, something I wasn’t going to complain about. 

The company that owned the complex was good about keeping the lawns mowed and even planted some hardy bushes and flowers, nothing fancy but it did make it a bit nicer than it could have been. I mean it could be worse; I could be living on a tree street or one of the numbered ones.

Driving through this neighborhood that was really only a few miles from our home was like stepping from one world to another. The homes here were professionally landscaped, freshly painted in bright colors, and at least to my tired eyes, a bit plastic. Something about the whole neighborhood seemed fake to me. As if by painting those bright colors the people living here were trying to put a mask over the real lives inside.

Spotting the house number I was supposed to go to, I pulled to the side, parking on the street. My battered four doors looked out of place in front of this house, and I stopped to take a deep breath before turning the car off. It was as I drew in that breath that an out of place scent filled my lungs.

In front of this house you would expect to smell fresh cut grass, fall flowers and even maybe the scent of cookies baking, but I picked up something darker. A shiver went down my back, like the one you get walking past a dark alley in the middle of the night. On a bright Saturday afternoon it was unexpected.

Darting a look around I didn't see anything out of the ordinary. Maybe it was because it was October, or maybe it was the silly pre-Halloween set up that the neighbor had across the street that caused that reaction, but I wasn't sure. My daughter had told me that her friend's mom would be waiting for me, so reluctantly I got out of the car.

Walking up the fieldstone path was harder with each step, as if something was trying to keep me from coming closer. Shaking my head I pushed forward. After all there was nothing that could hurt me on a bright and sunny afternoon. Or so I told myself every day.  When I reached out to touch the doorbell a spark jumped from the button to the tip of my finger. Letting out a soft curse I brought the tingling tip to my mouth just as the door opened.

“Oh I am sorry. Did the bell zap you?” The woman standing there was pretty much what I expect from the moms in this neighborhood. A well toned forty something bottle blond with green eyes that just had to be contacts. There were just too jewel toned to be real. She was dressed in the khaki and polo shirt uniform of the upper middle class, but all of that was over shadowed by the expertly applied makeup that didn't quite cover up the exhaustion in her eyes.

“Not too badly.” I smiled and shrugged. “You should probably have that looked at.”

She nodded, “Are you Kellie? Cindy's mom?” When I nodded, she gestured for me to come in. “My daughter has raved about you, you know? Every day after practice she is Cindy's mom brought cupcakes or Cindy's mom made fresh tea for everyone. You have won her and the other kids over with your treats.”

I chuckled a bit. “It's nothing, really. Since I can't help out in other ways I thought way not make sure their treats are healthy.”

“Oh I know. The other moms and I are amazed you have time, what with working at the hospital and volunteering at the soup kitchen. How do you keep up? I mean I only have the one child and I stay home and all but I can't bake for the life of me.” She continued to babble at me. 

In fact oddly enough her voice started going up as noise started from upstairs. I expected her to yell at her daughter to be quiet, but well maybe that was just not done in this part of town. She jumped and let out a scared twitter when something crashed upstairs. “Let’s go into the craft room for those dresses.”

I darted a look toward the stairs before following her into a bright and sunny room filled with boxes and shelves of materials. There were cloth flowers, feathers, ribbons and lace all neatly stacked up around the room. She headed over to the garment bags hanging on a rack across the room when a whole shelf of boxes started rocking and crashed over.

She let out a little scream and stopped in her tracks. I moved slowly up behind her and spoke softly. “Terry, calm down.”

She turned to me with huge eyes, shaking her head. “Did, did you just see that?” She pointed at the boxes with a hand that shook.

I nodded with a sigh. “Yeah, I saw it.” I put a hand on her arm and steered her into the hallway. Then I did something I didn’t like. I “leaned” on her. “That was a bit startling I know, but just go into the kitchen and make yourself a nice soothing drink and I will clean this up for you okay?”

Terry’s eyes went from frightened to dreamy then. “Do you mind picking that up? I just need something to drink. I’ll be in the kitchen.”

I watched her as she walked down the hall and into her kitchen then I turned around and narrowed my eyes. “That was quite rude don’t you think?”

Sitting on top of the toppled boxes was a childlike figure. He was kicking his feet and grinning at me. I crossed my arms under my breasts and shook my head. He rolled his eyes and pouted before answering me. “I was bored. Nobody in this place pays attention to me.” He looked like he was no more than seven.

I sighed and reached into my pocket. Sitting on the boxes was a spirit, a trickster child. Once he must have been the light of his mother’s eyes but he had passed away. Like most child ghosts he didn’t really know he was a ghost. He continued to go to the places he remembered and couldn’t understand why no one would pay attention to him. I pulled out a charm, a simple thing that looked like a bracelet made in a kindergarten class. I held it out to him and his eyes grew wide. He bounced down off the boxes and reached for the charm. 

When he touched it his form flattened and then turned to smoke and was sucked into the charm. It wouldn’t hurt him, but he would not be able to get out of it on his own. I held it up to my lips and whispered a few words, putting him to sleep. He wasn’t really a bad boy and I was sure that I could find a place for him. Child ghosts were so incredibly sad to me. 

You see a part of what I did when I wasn’t working or volunteering or doing the drama mom thing was to find ghosts and move them when they were causing trouble.  As a seer I should have known I would be called to do this, but I have been off my game for a while now. Maybe it was the single mom thing, maybe it was the nasty divorce and maybe it was just that I was tired of being the ignored, mousy one, but I hadn’t seen this or really the major changes that were coming to my life.

I quickly stacked up her boxes and grabbed the costumes in their garment bags. I unzipped one and nodded. Terry was quite the seamstress and it was nice that she was willing to do this for the high school drama club. Unlike the sports teams, the Drama club didn’t have sponsors. Every costume had to be made by those who were willing to donate time and materials. Obviously Terry had both time and materials. She was the wife of a big shot bonds trader after all. Though the way she babbled about me doing the little I could I wondered if she didn’t get the respect her needlework deserved.

With a quick look around, both with my eyes and that sense that told me when there were spirits around I nodded and carried the bags out of the room, closing the door as I did so. Terry would no longer have weird noises or boxes falling in her home.

I had a cup of awful tea with her before thanking her for her contributions. Like many who thought they were being classy, she bought the big box of tea that was mostly powder in bags. It was bitter and no amount of sugar would make it taste better. If she wasn’t who she was I might have told her about the tea shop on Main Street that had some much better blends, but I just drank  it done to be polite

She was a chatty thing. I am guessing that she didn’t have a lot of friends really. As nice as she was acting I knew that I would not fall into that category for her. She was a snob under her pleasant demeanor and I am just a faded woman who once was pretty. I had no contacts, no husband to help her husband and I worked with the poor, the downtrodden and others that she just knew held some type of contagion. I thanked her again and got out.

I put the costumes in my trunk and got out of that neighborhood. Once I was driving toward Nashua Senior High South, I went on autopilot, turning on the music that made driving a pleasure. I drove this route way too many times this week. Main Street to Kinsley over the highway and then down Panther drive to the parking lot and I smiled as I saw my daughter and her best friend waiting by the back entrance.

“Hey, mom! You got them? You are the best.” She waited till I got out, giving me a hug and grabbing the keys out of my hand. She got the trunk open and handed half the garment bags to Denver. He was a cute boy who I would have thought she would have been drooling over until I found out that both he and my daughter were gay. I wasn’t too surprised about it though. Like I said, I am a Seer. I SEE things, sometimes ghosts, sometimes a flash of the future and other times just things about people that others do not. These two had become fast friends when they entered high school last year and I was glad they had each other. Having a boy around who had the same outlook on life as you can be a great thing, especially when you are different,

We might be in the age of wokeness but there are still plenty who have a problem with gay kids. I don’t understand it but then I never understood prejudice of any kind.

“Thanks mom. These will make dress rehearsal so much better.”

“Thank Kellie!” I smiled when Denver remembered to use my first name. Most kids just used an adults last name and I didn’t want to be known as Mrs. Turner by a boy who had quickly become just another of my kids.

I took my keys back and chuckled. “Okay kids. When should I come get you?”

“My dad is picking us up for pizza and a movie. So you have the night off. You mind if Terry crashes at my place?”

“Not a problem, kiddo. Have fun and I want a review of whatever movie you two go see.”

They waved and ran back into the school without looking back. I shook my head and debated. With Cindy out for the night I would be alone and as a mom of four that was odd. I rarely got a night alone since I had my first when I was nineteen. 

When Greg left me for greener pastures six years ago I had four kids at home. Our eldest Timothy was getting ready to go to college. He offered to stay and help, but he had worked so hard to get into college that I didn’t let him. Jessica who was only a year younger had moved out two years later and joined a convent. Now that was a shock let me tell you. Greg and I had fought over religion among other things and he was very happy that his oldest daughter had joined the church of his family. I wasn’t but it was her life.

My third child Daniel joined the military last year, another decision that I wasn’t happy about. He was so far from home now, somewhere where people were shooting at him and every night I prayed to my own gods that he was safe.  

Cindy was my baby and at sixteen she was just finding her way. I loved all my babies and I was glad that when they were given a choice during the divorce they stuck with me. While they didn’t know the real truth about their father, they just didn’t like him. Maybe it was because of that final fight, who knows. I waved at the ghost of the grounds keeper who was standing by the equipment shed. He waved back and went through the closed door to do whatever it was he needed to. Not quite an automatic repeater but he wasn’t a talkative ghost and as long as he didn’t bother anyone I had no trouble leaving him to do whatever he felt compelled to do.

“Well standing here is getting nothing done.” I sighed and got into my old sedan. Since I was going to be alone I decided that I would pick up some take out and maybe watch some Netflix. There were a few new series I had wanted to check out. 
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