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      It doesn’t matter what Grandma sees in my tea leaves, I am most definitely not going to Alpine Falls.

      I’ll stay here and spend Christmas with Grandma just as I had planned.

      I will not go to Alpine Falls.

      No matter what.
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      “I wonder what this is,” My sister Andrea muses standing in front of something about six feet tall with a white sheet covering it.

      “I don’t know,” I say.

      She tugs the sheet off of a tall mirror, fading around the edges. It’s the kind girls like. My oldest sister Arabella has one hanging on her bathroom door. This one is on a stand though. That’s different.

      “Cool. But, hey, look what I found. It’s an old telescope.”

      “Don’t you have one?” she asks, obviously disinterested. “A new one?”

      “Yeah. But look at this.” I untie an old scroll from around it. I handle it carefully, but the paper still crumbles around the edges. “Somebody mapped the stars. By hand.”

      “Let me see,” she says, coming to kneel next to me. “I wonder why they did this.”

      “Maybe they were looking for something.”

      “Maybe. Look it’s dated. 1925.”

      “That’s well over a hundred years ago,” I say, lightly touching the faded writing as I flatten it out.

      “Bring it down,” she says. “Maybe Grandpa knows.”

      “Maybe.” I roll the map back up and, setting it aside, go back to my search. Grandpa had assured me that there were some old matchbox cars up here.

      After a minute, I realize Andrea is standing there dancing up and down.

      “What’s wrong with you?” I ask.

      “I have to go pee,” she says.

      “Go,” I say. Girls. Why do they have to be so silly?

      She looks at her watch. “We don’t have much time before Momma is coming up to get us.”

      “It won’t take you long,” I say.

      “Okay.” She whirls around takes off running across the attic toward the stairs.

      “Geez.” Standing up, I slide another box over and use my knife to cut the tape holding the lid in place. I’m determined to find those matchbox cars. My best friend Scott is coming over later he’ll be so insanely stoked that I have old matchbox cars.

      This box looks promising. There’s an action figure that’s obviously really old. It looks like something my dad would’ve played with.

      Something buzzes near my ear. I swat it away, thinking it must be a mosquito. But it doesn’t go away.

      It’s not a mosquito.

      I look up.

      It’s the mirror. Or something behind it.

      Getting up, annoyed, but curious, I walk around the mirror.

      There’s nothing behind it. No reason for it to be buzzing.

      I go back to my box and start pulling things out again.

      “This is the best wedding present.” An older boy’s voice.

      I look over my shoulder toward the door to the attic. There’s no one there.

      I look up at the mirror. It’s… glowing.

      “You really like it?” A girl’s voice.

      I get up slowly, the hair on the back of my neck standing up. My heart racing.

      I feel a little humming beneath my skin.

      I’m not afraid. Nope. Not afraid.

      Still. My feet feel like lead as I walk to stand in front of the glowing mirror.

      It’s not a mirror anymore.

      It’s a window.

      I reach out to touch it, but jerk my hand back as it comes into focus. Just like a telescope coming into focus. Except I’m not looking up at the stars.

      I’m looking into this room. The attic.

      It’s the same room, except that it’s night time.

      A young man and a young lady stand in front of the dormer window, illuminated only by moonlight coming in through that window.

      “I love it,” the boy says. He’s older. Maybe eighteen. “I love it, just like I love you.”

      She smiles as he pulls her into his arms. I try not to cringe as they kiss. But curiosity won’t let me look away.

      “What are you going to do with it?” she asks. “Husband of mine.”

      “I’m going to map all the stars for you. Wife of mine.”

      “You will not,” she says, laughing.

      “I will. I’ll come back up later after it’s dark and get started on it.”

      “You’ll really do that?” she asks. “For me.”

      “For you and only you.”

      “I love you so much,” she says.

      “I love you too, Abigail Flynn.”

      They kiss again, but I don’t even think about looking away. I don’t move a muscle. I’m afraid if I move they’ll see me.

      “I got something for you, too,” he says after a moment.

      “What?” She grins.

      The girl is young. And pretty. She’s wearing a white dress. A wedding dress. It’s straight with fringe around the hem and stops halfway between her knees and her shoes. She’s wearing a little white hat over long hair that’s pulled back part way beneath it.

      He leaves her for a moment and comes right back. “Roses,” he says proudly holding up a bouquet of white roses.

      “White roses,” she says. “My favorite.”

      “I know my girl,” he says.

      They put their arms around each other and he picks her up, twirling her around in a circle.

      She laughs and he sets her down.

      “We should get back,” he says. “To the wedding guests.”

      “Do we have to?” she asks with a little pout.

      “Yes. Here.” He picks up a basket, puts the roses in them, and sets it over her arm.

      “You’re the love of my life. You know that, right?” he asks.

      “I hope so. Since you married me.”

      He takes her hand and pulls her along.

      The mirror blurs a moment and when it comes back, but I can’t see them anymore. They’ve moved away from my line of sight.

      I step forward. I still can’t see them, but I can hear them.

      “She said no.”

      Scuffling. I hear scuffling.

      “Stop it!” It’s the girl screaming at someone. “Leave him alone.”

      “You know we’re meant to be together.” It’s another man’s voice. Older than the husband.

      More scuffling.

      Then I hear a scream. A heart-wrenching scream that rips all the way through me.

      Instinctively I know it was the girl.

      Then there’s silence.

      And the mirror is a mirror again.
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      My grandmother is what some people call a seer. She knows things.

      I’m sitting at the little square breakfast table in front of a window, in my grandmother’s two-story cottage, in a suburb just north of Houston. A suburb with lots of pine trees.

      A potted poinsettia wrapped in festive red foil sits in the middle of the table and outside blue birds flutter around a little community of half a dozen bird feeders and bird houses attached to a wide cast iron stand. The bird feeders/birdhouses look like New York brownstones with little perches for the birds to sit on. Grandma designed them and Grandpa built them.

      Grandma looks about twenty years younger than her age. At sixty, she could easily pass for forty. However, the old gingham apron she’s wearing over her pants suit isn’t doing much for her.

      She and Grandpa moved out here after Grandpa retired to get away from the city. That was ten years ago. Ten years ago there had been nothing around them other than trees. Now the house was in the middle of a neighborhood with a shopping center right around the corner.

      Grandpa had passed away six years ago, but in the four years they’d lived here together, they had made it theirs, putting their mark on it. I have fond memories of them puttering around the little house, painting walls, building bird feeders, hanging floating shelves on the living room wall for their cat to climb on.

      They’d always rented condos before buying this house and they’d had a blast doing whatever they pleased to their own property. One of those activities was painting an accent wall in the kitchen a deep cardinal red.

      Grandma stands at the kitchen counter mixing chocolate chip cookies for some event or another at the community center tonight. She has one of those mixers on a stand, also in a bright red.

      “Is that mixer new?” I ask.

      “Your uncle sent it to me,” she says. “I didn’t tell him, of course, but I didn’t need it. I can make my cookies the old-fashioned way. But my kids always want to buy me things.” She makes a helpless motion with her hands.

      “It’s nice,” I say, looking up from my phone.

      Speaking of my uncle, my parents are visiting him and his family in Boston. I chose to stay here to spend Christmas with my grandmother.

      Grandma puts a bowl of cookie dough on the stand and turns on the mixer. The noise drowns out our conversation for two minutes.

      “You should go to Alpine Falls,” Grandma says, not even turning around, the loud noise of the mixer fading in the air.

      “Grandma,” I say. “I can’t do that.”’

      I hold my phone up to her, showing her the text message on my screen.

      Daniel: We broke up.

      Grandma waves it away.

      “I don’t need to see that. You know how I feel about all those modern phones.”

      I lower my phone.

      “He’s right. We did break up.”

      Grandma sits down across from me. Clasps her hands on the table in front of me.

      “I read the tea leaves.”

      If I hadn’t known she was serious, I would have laughed. But I know my Grandma and I know she really did literally read the tea leaves.

      “When?” I ask.

      I love my Grandma, but when she does things like that, she honestly frightens me. She frightens me because I know she takes it seriously.

      And not just that, but I’ve seen it work. When I was in tenth grade, she told me to stay home. To not go on a date with the high school quarterback. It was one of those first dates and I figured she was just nervous because she didn’t know him. And he was a football player.

      But I hadn’t gone.

      I hadn’t been all that excited about going anyway, so it hadn’t taken a lot of persuasion to keep me home.

      He’d been in an accident that night. He’d only had minor injuries, but the passenger side had been caved in to the point that anyone sitting in the passenger seat of his truck wouldn’t have survived.

      Since that time, I’d vowed to listen to everything my grandma told me.

      The funny thing about it was that she hadn’t told me anything like that since.

      Twelve years. Twelve years had passed and Grandma hadn’t given me a single major prediction.

      Until now.

      “This morning,” she said. “While you were driving up here.”

      My stomach dropped. She’d known I was coming and she’d read the tea leaves. Did that count?

      “I thought the person had to be present,” I say.

      She’d tried to teach me once when I was a little girl. I’d paid attention to everything she taught me, but I’d never had the nerve to try tea leaf reading myself. It even had a name. Tasseography.

      “You have a very good memory,” Grandma says. “I’m impressed.”

      “I remember a lot of things,” I say.

      “I know you do. I know you have a Ph.D. in literature.” She waves her hand. “But that was a long time ago and you were just a little girl.”

      “It was a little disconcerting.”

      “Well,” Grandma says. “Let me get these cookies in the oven and we’ll make some tea. See what we come up with.”

      She’s not letting this go so I accept that I’m about to have my second lesson in tasseography whether I want it or not.

      Ten minutes later Grandma hands me a mug of hot tea and keeps one for herself.

      As I sip the hot tea, I scroll back through Daniel’s texts.

      It doesn’t matter what Grandma sees in my tea leaves, I am most definitely not going to Alpine Falls.

      I’ll stay here and spend Christmas with Grandma just as I had planned.

      I will not go to Alpine Falls.

      No matter what.
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