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      A foreboding surrounded Calista Sharp as she drove from Southern California to the small town of Haven, Washington. The sparse traffic on I5 unsettled her, not a lot but enough to become aware that her world seemed off kilter. When Los Angeles traffic was sparse and the I5 Grapevine that led to the San Joaquin Valley seemed deserted, she took notice.

      Yeah, when people talked about the traffic in Los Angeles, they didn’t exaggerate. When it was eerily light, anyone would at first be jubilant, but if it continued, suspicion might set in.

      If someone were superstitious, that someone might suspect an unseen entity might be clearing the way for her to reach her destination without delay.

      Of course, Calista was not superstitious, but she was aware that unseen entities did exist. She pushed the thought out of her mind, and kept driving as the sun beat on her window, giving her air-conditioning a workout. The sun light showed all the tiny dust balls flowing in the car.

      She wasn’t driving fast, but the scenery flew past as if she were racing. Her car raced through desert, over the incline up the mountains. She stopped for gas in the Redwoods, entering Oregon. She wished she didn’t feel the urgency. It would have been great to enjoy the gorgeous Oregon rivers, the water falls, and lush forests. All these things passed in what seemed to be a blink of her eye.

      Even when she spent the night in Oregon, she closed her eyes and what seemed like moments later her alarm went off. No one was in the breakfast room of the motel. In less than an hour, she was on her way again.

      At first, she was overjoyed that everything went so smoothly. Just past Portland, Oregon she drove into Washington state. Her worry, not superstition, increased. Uncle Dyson had ways of paving the way for things he wanted.

      His message messages had caused her to drop everything and journey north. That worried her. She took a sip of coffee, she’d purchased as she left the gas station.

      If she were completely honest with herself, she’d have to admit that all her fretting was about the prophecy. The prophecy that had loomed over her life for years.

      Why couldn’t Uncle Dyson have waited one more week? Why did her presence have to be urgent? Why not next week?

      Her plan was to arrive in Haven next week. She’d spend her year long sabbatical with Uncle Dyson and Grandma Evelyn. She had a gut feeling she could have waited as planned. Only her uncle was up to something.

      These questions weren’t the problem. The answers she could imagine were the problem. She puzzled through to draw conclusions.

      Uncle Dyson had become more erratic. That concerned her because as eccentric as he was, he’d always been reliable. He lived with Grandma Evelyn. That had always given Calista comfort and a sense that her grandmother was cared for.

      Uncle Dyson could live forever. Her grandmother wouldn’t live forever. Until now, Calista hadn’t worried about being so far away.

      When she entered Washington state, she thought she would relax. She did not. She wondered what was waiting for her in Haven. She’d left several of her Haven friends' text and voice messages. No one had answered her.

      She grew up there, a small town tucked in the forest between Seattle and Woodinville. Scenic was the best description of the place. The town and its people were beyond eccentric. It didn’t take visitors long to realize that things weren’t as they seemed.

      When she was young, she’d asked her uncle why she couldn’t find Haven on the map.

      “Because, my dear, it is hidden. Because of me and my plight, we hid it. Only those who are safe can find it on a map and enter the town. That is why so many people get lost trying to get here.”

      She’d been a child. His explanation sounded reasonable to someone who believed in magic. It wasn’t until much later that she realized he’d just made up the story. Yet, people still had a difficult time finding Haven. Some people never made it to the town. Many believed Haven was simply a fable. Others didn’t stay long.

      Her high school friends insisted that the town had a magic wall around it. Only magic people and those ordinary people who came to Haven through friends and family could find it.

      At first, she didn’t believe their theory. Later she came to accept the magic wall as fact.

      Add to that Uncle Dyson, whose name can be traced to Latin and Greek. It’s connected to Dionysius . . . the God of wine and merriment.

      Can someone named after the god of wine and merriment be trusted? Can Uncle Dyson be trusted? She could never come up with a definitive answer to the uncle question.

      Some of her family's closest friends believed he was Dionysius. Even she couldn’t let her thoughts go that far.

      She knew the moment she entered Haven and her grandmother’s home that the uneventful life she’d so carefully put together would become chaotic and eventful. She’d left Haven not to escape that mad-capped nature of the place, but because she desperately wanted to experience the rest of the world and see what it was like.

      Yes, she was one of those boring people who wanted simple and predictable everyday life. What better place to find that than in academia? Answer, there is no place better. Academia, simple, boring, predictable, old books in libraries. She wanted desperately to vanish among the stacks and ignore everything else.

      Her grandmother and her uncle were unconventional. She loved them deeply, and often enjoyed their antics, but that kind of life was not for her. They seemed to love the unexpected, the bizarre, the strange, and most of all the interesting.

      They might believe that “having an interesting life” was an old curse, but they also welcomed the curse with open arms.

      Calista knew three things. One, against all stereotypes, nothing in the small town of Haven could ever be called uneventful. Two, her uncle could turn anything, even the smallest crumb of a thought, into something monumental. Three, her grandmother was a kind, gentle, and loving soul, who practically worshipped Uncle Dyson, enjoyed his antics, and participated in said antics.

      Her uncle was obsessed with the prophecy about him. Long time Haven residents mostly believed the prophecy. It had been repeated to her since childhood . . .

      One day, a granddaughter will steal the heart of a powerful fairy warrior and release Dyson from his bondage.—Uncle Dyson’s version.

      Others challenged that wording and claimed a more violent end to the curse.

      One day, a granddaughter will cut the heart out of a powerful fairy warrior’s body, and release Dyson from his bondage. —The bloodthirsty version.

      Either version was possible because everyone who is anyone and has lived in Haven all their lives believes that Calista Sharpe was the granddaughter of the prophecy. Uncle Dyson believed it unequivocally. Of course, Calista, being a sensible, educated thirty-two year old woman, didn’t believe that a fairy warrior would ever set foot in Haven, or that she was some sort of fairy slayer.

      Yes, a sensible woman in every way except for one little, tiny thing. She believed in Uncle Dyson’s curse and the prophecy.

      She tried very hard not to believe. She might not admit it to anyone else, but she did believe. Right now that is what was terrifying her about going home.

      Even though she told herself the only reason she believed is because she’d heard the prophecy since she’d been a young girl. After all, she had known her uncle all of her life, and he was definitely cursed. That part was undeniable.

      So, yes, she admitted the truth. As much as she tried to deny the prophecy, she did believe that her town was a Haven for all those who wanted to live their lives in peace. That meant hiding who and what they were from the magic world and from the ordinary world.

      As much as she wanted to fit into the ordinary world. She didn’t. The towns people of Haven clearly believed in fairies, curses, and a fairy slayer, who rips hearts out of fairy men or at least out ofone man’s chest.

      As a matter of morality, no matter what the reward or the penalty, Calista refused to ever rip a man’s heart from his body. End of story.

      This was Calista’s state of mind as she sped toward Haven and whatever craziness awaited her.

      Yes, she admitted that she was conflicted. My name is Calista Sharp and I am conflicted. She’d never thought about it before, but she wondered if there might be a support group for people like her.
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