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chapter 1 girl-child

Jessica! Welcome home, hon! Long time no see. All hail the return of the prodigal daughter!

Whoa. I know that look. You’re after something, aren’t you? Other than my lunch, too. Typical! This brings back memories.

Sit, make yourself comfy. You were a great kid, hon. That didn’t last long, ask Susie next door. Her daycare saw more of you than I did those first years. I do know your pink period started the fun, tho. Psycho-pink daydreams, princess. (How I remember the nightmares!)

Then came boy-bands, posters and worrying that they won’t. (Then accusing them.)

Ah, puberty! Hormone-driven social climbing and I got all the bills.

Social media was your life! Unfortunately, expensive social-media. Dodge-ball for gossips, nothing-without-a-crowd groupies and no one was interested in what you did except you. They would sell you a life, tho.

Then the rat-race, version 3.0. Flimsy, eh? Junior high-school hell!

I could not rescue you anymore. Informers, pathological liars and fink-world enforcers made you their batch; cannon-fodder loyalties. A blame-game and you lost the thrash-war.

Men were scum for your whole goth era, including me. No one blamed you much for GOBs, tho. Or jocks.

So. You’re back from school; one of the weird cultist-type academies that trained for occult power. After flunking out fast you’re looking for any adult niche here that doesn’t eat you alive. Sorry, hon, it’s warlords or nothing out there.

McHappy ones.

And you want to get the band back together again, do you? You? Third spear-chucker from the left in a game of thrones, Jess.

Say, Is that my favorite hoodie you’re wearing?

Work is your best shot, really. I call it the shite-pit myself. Tea? Please, help yourself. You found my best sneakers too? Jess! I know we’re the same size, but still!

Oh, there are other ways to get by; bad ones. Goods get stolen faster than you can make ‘em for instance. Ask a programmer about any e-store.

BBS WIM FRE, kid. BBS WIM FRE? Beg, borrow, steal; win, marry, inherit; find, receive, earn. Not a whisper about paying for it in there. Eh? Go ahead, there’s only hot dogs in the fridge tho. Say, isn’t that my cup?

So. You’re twenty and all washed up. Oh, the humanity, Or in your case, the dyraidity. Find something juicy to pin on someone or a grunt that likes you, that’s my advice. Hope they never have reason to remember it’s only 500 bills to get rid of you permanently.

When there is nothing left to steal… Whoops! I forgot about bread. Yeah, up over there, it’s my favorite. Go right ahead. Ah, I see.

That’s why you’re here, it’s all clear now. You want into the library, the place none of us could ever get to. There must be something of use in there; my ancestors worked hard to keep it secret.

And you want it.

HEY! Don’t talk about my aunt that way, please. Or my missing girlfriend. Technically, my ancestors, alright? I’m one of yours by default now, coz. Yes, I know it’s your birthday. No I didn’t get you anything, no one knew you were coming back today.

You were only gone for six months, pest. Clara left the same day you did but for Bali. Tracking another dyraid, I think. A seedy type; I get letters every now and again. She keeps threatening to come back as soon as the palm-tree she went to collect is found. Or it gets birthed, or something.

Yah, the can-opener is in the same place, or it’s supposed to be. Try the sink. I hide dirty dishes in the dishwasher. You left something in the cupboard too? Artichoke hearts? Oh, yummy.

Ew! No thanks. Anyway, my girlfriend, my sister’s kid, a couple of the cats and you all left last September. Coven collapse! Yep, I got deserted by everyone and all at the same time. Nice types, eh? Yes, I know you’re my closest surviving relative and will inherit the place one day anyway.

Unless you count Sandi and her new husband, Sis and her dead one or any handy org for the promotion of supernatural events that likes free money. Yes, I know you have years of climate change to sit thru before you can dyraid yourself anywhere; a hundred years of watching the world go by first, probably.

No, you can’t drag your old boyfriend into this. The local girls were after him the day you left, Jess. He probably has family by now.

Tell you what. If you can live here without being annoying, without dragging in another coven to keep you company and without running up any bills you can’t pay, you can stay, work and live from here, trying to find the library.

No, you can’t borrow the car. There’s fumes enough to get me to the station in the tank and that’s about it. Oh. It’s electric, I forgot. Still no, I might want to do something today, like find more groceries.

Howzat? Sound fair? Ali’s girls count in this, pest. Yes, you pay your own bills now. I’m serious. Picking up your phone tab is something I never want to do again, girl.

You talk ‘way too much, Jess. Yes, I know Clara will be back with another dyraid soon. She thinks. It might be termites instead, right?

Deal? For st. pats?

Pact and sworn. It all started in the spring, remember? Spring. All new deals. This one’s yours.




chapter 2 may two four

“You’re crazy, dad. Spring isn’t nice, it’s vicious. With an all-killer cast, too.”

“That noise? Yakking. Screaming heebies, actually. I can translate if you want.” My daughter, Jessica the dyraid looked at me like there were a few missing springs in my mattress. In the very least. She had flowers in her hair on this beautiful day, wrapped around her head; Jessica looked fine tilting her head at me like this. I think it was mustard flowers woven into a daisy-chain. Bright, bright yellow.

Yellow suited Jessica. She was feeling spicy. Feisty, anyway. Odd. I’d only commented on the nice spring weather so far today and she snapped right back at me. You know the kind of day, bright warm sunshine on south-side gardens. Spring weather. Flowering tulips, crocuses, dafs, trilliums. Leafy trees, fresh green stuff all around.

Warm breezes, ok? Pussy willows and dandelion invasions. But dad was always wrong these days, I guess; and sneakily leading up to her birthday (or trying to) was wearing thin already. Jessica was scrupulously avoiding the topic.

Why, I didn’t know. Daughter didn’t agree with anything I said recently; right now Jessica was using her ancestry as a tree to get around having to prove anything too.

“Ha! Poor baby. Springless.” I grunted carefully with a soft sigh at her. “A chipmunk stole all the tulip bulbs again? Never let those miserable rodents see you hiding anything. Spring wash-out? Spring melt left treasures and surprises icking up your shoes, ones that’re starting make the grass smell bad?”

Shaking her head in negative, Jessica blinked as she squirmed into a more comfortable position in the patio chair across the table from me, feet tucked under her, then tilted her head back into the sun.

“Nope. Wrong world. Look Dad, spring is a feeding-frenzy; and it’s usually on girlfriends. Mother’s milk, right? Think bears. Big ones and it’s been six months since their last meat.”

She winced. “Meal, not meat. Sorry. HUNGRY bears wandering around and you look tasty. Some feeling very over-protective about their cubs, too.” A delicate shudder went thru Jessy’s slim, almost 12-year-old body.

“There’s lots more out there.” That news got delivered in a lofty tone, like I didn’t know anything and never would. “Trees get rowdy, too. To you it’s quiet glade here, right? To me they’re waking up without coffee and trying to strangle each another. It’s a snake-pit right now.”

Daughter-Jess shuddered like I was totally clueless about the yard-gossip and blinked at me again.
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