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One

Flora Jackson, age four (1899)
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Grandma Esti held out two fists.

I pointed to the fist on my left.

She smiled as she opened her fist to show me the acorn. “Very good, Flora. That’s the fifth time you chose the hand with the acorn. No misses. It’s like you’ve been readin’ my mind. Let’s check that out.”

I had little dolls made of sticks ’n straw and dressed with pieces of cloth. Grandma picked up a few of them and took me outside. She set the dolls on the ground and bent forward with her hands on her knees. “This time, I’m goin’ back inside the house. Let’s see if you can still read my mind from out here. Okay?”

I nodded. “Okay.”

She straightened up to her full height. Her hands on her hips. “You must CON-CEN-TRATE, like you’re tryin’ ta hear a butterfly’s wings beatin’. Watch me.” She closed her eyes, breathed slowly through her nose. She opened her eyes and touched the side of her head. “Listen with your mind, not with your ears.”

I didn’t understand, but I nodded. I closed my eyes, then pictured a butterfly—a bright yellow and blue butterfly. But I couldn’t hear her wings beating.

When I opened my eyes, Grandma was smiling at me. “Yellow and blue. You chose a very pretty butterfly,” she said.

Grandma read my mind.

“I’m goin’ inside now, Flora,” Grandma said. “You stay out here. Remember, listen with your mind. Then do what I tell you to do.”

She went back into the house and closed the door.

I KON-SA-TRAYED with all my might, tryin’ to hear her with my mind. I squeezed my eyes closed so tight they hurt. … Soon, I felt Grandma speaking to me inside my head. Her words were like the soft sound of butterfly wings.

Bring the red one, Grandma thought. Then knock on the door four times. Wait for me to tell you to come in.

I got chill bumps all over. I picked up one of the dolls—a girl doll in a red dress—then ran to the door. I counted out loud as I knocked. “One-two-three-four.” I can’t wait to show her the red one. Show her I can read her mind.

Nothing.

I’m sure I heard her…like butterfly wings. I looked at the doll. Why don’t she call me in?

Stop frettin’, girl, and get in here, Grandma thought.

Was that her? I sucked in a deep breath.

Well? … Is you or ain’t you comin’ inside?

“I’m comin’,” I yelled, then pushed through the door.

Grandma wore the biggest smile as she clapped her hands. “That’s my grand-baby girl,” she said, holding out her arms.

I rushed to bury myself in her big hug.

She pulled back, knelt on one knee, and took my face in her hands. “You’re as smart as a whip. I never had psychic gifts when I was your age, not ’till I was almost full grown.” She frowned. “Your momma never received those gifts. True enough, she’s a skilled rootworker. I’ll give her that. She’s good at finding the right herbs, flowers, plant roots, and making mojo bags for peoples wantin’ help.” She shook her head. “I hoped my psychic skills and spirit skills would pass to your momma. But it looks like they skipped right over her and landed plum onto you. Only four-years-old, and you got more of the true Hoodoo spirit in you than most of the adult rootworkers in town.”

Grandma got up and walked to the shelves that held treasures she used as a Hoodoo rootworker—plant roots and leaves, berries, feathers, animal bones, powders, liquids—to help folk who were sick. Or needed to find a job. Or wanted to find somebody who’d love ’em.

Grandma returned with a flat, round, metal object—a little bigger than the palm of her hand. She held it up so I could see it real good. There was a circle of what looked like twisted rope. A funny lookin’ man wearin’ a big headdress was stretched out inside that circle. His hands, feet, and headdress touched the rope circle. “This is a powerful charm,” Grandma said. “It helps me do things I’d never be able to do without it.” 

“Does it have a name?” I asked.

“It’s called a fist,” she said as she held it out to me.

I reached for it.

“OW!” I yelled, rubbing my arm. 

“It bited me. The hurt runned up my arm and back down. Now my fingers all falled asleep.” I shook my hand to wake ’em up. 

Grandma smiled. “The fist did what I hoped. It knows you have special powers and that I’ll be passin’ it on to you when my time comes. It’s jes sayin’ hello. This means when you are ready, the fist will help you as it has helped me.” She returned the fist to its place on her rootworker shelves.


Two

Flora Jackson, age six (1901)
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“Yes,” I said. “I know all the plants, flowers, berries, and roots that make a strong mojo bag.”

Grandma looked surprised. “Those were questions I was thinkin’ about. You jes read my mind, Child.” She smiled. “Looks like I’m gonna hafta be careful what I’m thinkin’ about when you’re around.”

I ran across the room to Grandma’s rootworker shelves and began pointing. “This here’s ginger, cloves, rattlesnake root tea, mandrake root, bayberries, sheep’s wool, lodestone, feathers, alum root, black cat bones.” I stopped when I came to the fist—afeared to touch it again.

Tiny, stitched burlap bags were kinda piled on the bottom shelf. I turned back to Grandma. “You choose the plants, seeds, nuts, or roots to put in one of those bags to make mojo bags to help people heal, or find a husband, or have good luck, or keep away evil spells. You tell the person to keep their mojo bag with ’em at all times, either hangin’ from their neck, or in their pocket.”

“Very good, Child,” Grandma said. “Now, tell me. Have you ever seen or heard somebody who wasn’t there?”

“Wasn’t there? You mean like they was hidin’?”

Grandma shook her head. “I mean like a ghost.”

I felt the air bein’ sucked right outta me. I shook my head.

“Don’t be afeared when it happens. It jes means you’re gettin’ more of my powers.”

I felt a chill shoot up my back. “You hear ghosts? You see ’em, too?”

“I do.”

“Don’t it scare you?”

Grandma smiled. “It did at first. Then I understood they weren’t gonna hurt me. They was jes askin’ me to help ’em.”

“Help ’em? Help ’em do what?”

“Help ’em leave this land and cross over into heaven.”

“Are the ghosts here because they did bad things?”

Grandma shook her head. “Sometimes when peoples die, their spirit kinda gets lost and it jes stays in hidin’. Sometimes a spirit stays on earth hoping they’d be able to help somebody. Or, if they was murdered, they stay until folk know who killed ’em.”

“How do you help ’em?”

“First, I do the same I do for alive peoples. I listen to ’em. Then I try to get ’em ready to leave this worldly place and cross over.”

“Where do the spirits come from?”

“They come from everywhere. They be old and young. They be dirt poor or rich as a queen. They be slave or slave master. When they was alive, they had all colors of skin—black, brown, white, red, or yellow. Whole bunches of folk died in this city a while back from the yellow fever. Lots of those spirits are still here.”

Grandma began putting stuff on the table. “Folks are coming tonight for a séance.”

“What’s a séance?”

“Folk wanna get in contact with their loved ones who’ve died. They wanna have one last talk. Or they need some secret information. I try to help ’em.”

“You mean ghosts are comin’ here?”

Grandma smiled. “I surely hope so, Child. I surely do hope so.”

“Can I watch?”

“It’ll be after your bedtime.”

“Oh, please. Can I?”

“All right, but you need to stay hidden. And don’t you make a sound. I don’t want you scarin’ off no spirit.”

“I promise I won’t scare no spirit. I’ll jes peek from behind the door. It’ll never know I’m there.”


Three

Flora
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I watched Grandma Esti prepare for the séance. She went to the rootworker shelves, took the fist, and slid it into the front pocket of her dress. She set a candle in the middle of the eatin’ table and lit it. Then she emptied a small pouch of ground-up roots and spices into a clay bowl, put it on the table, and set a match to it. When the flame went out, a cloud of smoke rose from the bowl making it hard to see. The whole room smelled like the woods.

Grandma waved me away.

Momma went ’round the small room cuttin’ off the kerosene lamps. The room became pitch dark ’cept for the lone candle on the table. Smoke blocked the candlelight from reaching across the room.

Knock-Knock!

I hurried into the backroom, pushed the door almost closed, and peeked through the small crack. 

Grandma took a seat at the end of the table.

Momma opened the door to an older black man and two not-so-old black women, one on each side of him. There was talkin’, but I couldn’t hear what was said. Momma showed ’em to the table and gestured toward Grandma. “This here’s Miss Esti. Y’all take a seat.”

The women helped the man to a chair, then sat on either side of him, slipping their arms through his. Momma sat across from ’em.

Grandma put the fist on the table, looked at the man. “Tell me why you’re here.”

He seemed unable to speak. One of the women answered. “Our Momma passed last Tuesday. It was kinda sudden like. We never got a chance to say goodbye.” She nodded to the old man. “Daddy is heartbroken. We’re all heartbroken.”

The second woman wiped tears from her cheeks. “We were hopin’ you could help us have a final word with Momma.”

The fist buzzed lightly against the wooden table. Grandma covered it with her hand. The buzzin’ stopped. She looked up. “I’m sorry for your loss. If the spirits are willin’, I can help. Tell me your mother’s name.”

“Georgetta,” the second woman said.

Grandma slipped the fist into her pocket. “This is a good night for makin’ contact with the spirits. Mind, you must do as I say. If we are blessed, I’ll be able to make contact with Miss Georgetta.”

The three peoples nodded, their eyes staring at Grandma.

Grandma reached out—one hand to the second woman, the other hand to Momma. “Please join hands,” she said. Momma leaned across the table and took the hand of the first woman, completing the circle.

“See Georgetta in your mind,” Grandma said. “See her as you remember when she was alive. When she was doin’ somethin’ she loved doin.’ … Now, concentrate on her. Don’t think of nothing else.”

Smoke kept coming from the powder in the clay bowl. Made it hard to see. I couldn’t tell if their eyes was closed as they tried to imagine Miss Georgetta.

The room fell quiet.

I jumped with everybody when Grandma called out, “Miss Georgetta? Can you hear me? Your husband and your daughters are here.”

The man and the women looked at each other.

Grandma waited a bit before she called again. “Miss Georgetta? Can you give us a sign?”

Suddenly, the candle flame flickered big time, and the rising smoke went sideways.

I felt the hair standin’ up on my neck.

The peoples sucked in a loud breath. The women squeezed in tight to their daddy.

The first woman said, “Momma. Is that you?”

Grandma nodded. “Thank you for comin’, Miss Georgetta.” She looked at the man. “Her spirit doesn’t have long, but she’s listenin’. Tell her what you came to say.”

“Oh, baby. I miss you so much,” the man said. “Why’d you hafta go?”

A woman answered. A voice I’d never heard before. “It was jes my time, honey bear. I miss you, too.”

I looked ’round the table to see who could be talkin’. That’s when I discovered Grandma Esti was the one talkin’ in someone else’s voice. I got scared.

“Honey bear,” one of the women said. “No one ever called Daddy by that name ’ceptin’ Momma.”

“Sure sounds like Momma,” her sister said.

“It IS you,” the man said.

“Course it’s me,” said the voice. “Kayla ’n Makayla—you two girls have always been together like red beans and rice. Y’all take care of your daddy ’till he comes to join me. And honey bear, it ain’t your time. Don’t you be in no hurry to leave. Take care of our girls. I hafta go now. I love all y’all dearly. I’ll be waitin’ for you.”

The two women wrapped their daddy in a warm hug. “We love you,” they said, almost together. 

Quiet.

“Georgetta, sugar,” the man said.

Grandma Esti let go hands with Momma and the woman. “She’s gone,” she said in her own voice. But it was a weak voice. She slumped back in her chair.

Momma got up and checked on her.

The man motioned to Grandma.  “She okay?”

“She’ll be fine,” Momma said. “Being a medium for the sprits takes a lot outta her. She needs to rest.”

I didn’t see no ghost, but I sure did hear one—Miss Georgetta.

“That’s all we can do.” Momma said as she lit one of the lamps.

The man stood. “Please thank Miss Esti,” he said. “That healed my soul.”

One woman took Momma’s hand. “Bless you.”

“That goes for me, too,” said the other woman.

After Momma let them out, she turned to me. “To bed with you, Missy.”

“What about Grandma?”

“She jes needs to rest. She’ll be fine in the morning. Now off with you.”


Four

Flora
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I lay in the bed, wide awake. I kept thinkin’ ’bout Grandma talkin’ different, like she was that dead person, Miss Georgetta. I don’t get it. Is Miss Georgetta inside Grandma? Are there more ghosts inside Grandma? She told me not to be afeared of ghosts, but I didn’t like hearing Miss Georgetta’s voice comin’ outta Grandma.

I musta falled asleep ’cause the next thing I knowed, I was dreamin’ about the fist. The little chieftain left his metal ring and was dancin’ around, all happy like. Grandma Esti stood beside him. He pointed upward to a bunch of folk standin’ on a cloud. All lined up like they was waitin’ their turn. Jes regular folk, exceptin’ they had this white glow all around ’em. I looked closer. … They’re ghosts!

The little chieftain motioned for the older woman in front of the line to come down. She didn’t walk. She kinda floated to him. He grabbed the ghost woman’s hand. She began talking but I couldn’t hear what she said until I saw Grandma’s mouth open, and the ghost woman’s words came out—sounded jes like Miss Georgetta’s voice. The little chieftain smiled.

Then I heard a different voice. “Flora. Flora.” The dream went away in a flash. “C’mon, Child. Time to get up.”

I opened my eyes to find Momma sittin’ on my bed.

“I saw the fist,” I blurted out. “And Grandma. And Miss Georgetta, too.”

Momma smiled and nodded. “I’m sure you did. You’ve got a connection with the fist like your grandma does. Mighty powerful, that fist.”

“I don’t understand. Miss Georgetta was a ghost, but Grandma did her speakin’.”

Momma wasn’t smiling anymore. “Us alive folk can’t hear the spirits. The fist puts the spirits inside your grandma so folk can hear them.”

“Is Miss Georgetta still inside Grandma?”

Momma shook her head. “Miss Georgetta stayed only long enough to say her piece. Then she left.”

“Last night, Grandma looked like she falled asleep.”

“That’s ’cause all her energy was drained from her. Havin’ a spirit inside her is hard on her. It takes its toll. She’s a little older each time. A little weaker.”

“If it hurts her, why does she do it?”

“I ask her that same question every time she holds a séance. She jes says that she’s been called to help the spirits.”


Five

Breanne Thurman, age thirteen (2023)
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My life changed last summer when my grandfather took me to an ice cream shop for a joint celebration for my thirteenth birthday and his retirement from the police department. Grandpa wore his new blue baseball cap with RETIRED AND LOVING IT in gold letters on the front, and Memphis Police Department in small white letters on the back. We got our ice cream and sat at a table with my double scoop bubblegum ice cream in a waffle cone and Grandpa’s chocolate milkshake. Some of his milkshake had dripped down the side of the cup, so he went back to get more napkins.

That’s when I heard a voice from the other side of the table—a man’s voice— mumbling something about Grandpa being a cop.

I looked up. … Nobody there. I quickly lowered my eyes. Stared at my ice cream cone.

The faceless man spoke again. “I saw you look at me. You heard me, didn’t you?”

I checked. Grandpa was at the counter pulling napkins from a dispenser. I turned back and nodded slowly.

“Yeah,” the voice said. “You can hear me. Can you see me, too?”

I shook my head. “I can only hear you.”

“Okay… The old man’s a cop, right?”

“He’s my grandfather. He just retired. Used to be a homicide detective.”

“Homicide. That’s even better. Look, Kid, my name’s Nash Kimble. I was killed in this here store.”

 Grandpa walked up. “Who’re you talking to, Sweetie?”

I froze. I didn’t know what to say. Momma told me never to tell anyone I could hear ghosts.

“Tell him,” Nash said. “Please. You gotta tell him.”

I shook my head and licked my ice cream, hoping Grandpa would change the subject.

“No?” Grandpa said. “I don’t understand. I heard you. You musta been talking to someone.”

“You need to tell him,” Nash said. “I’ve spent three years as a spirit hanging around this shop waiting to tell somebody who shot and killed me.”

I looked at Grandpa. “Momma told me not to tell.”

Grandpa touched my hand. “I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if you told me.”

I lowered my head, so my long hair covered my face. “I can hear ghosts,” I said softly.

He pulled his hand back. “You what?”

I raised my head but didn’t look at Grandpa. “The ghost of the girl who used to live in our house has been talking to me since I was three or four.”

Grandpa sat back. “You’re joking, right?”

“It’s the truth, Grandpa. That’s why Momma’s been home schooling me all this time. She doesn’t want anyone to even suspect I’ve been talking to ghosts. She’s afraid people will think I’m whacko.”

Grandpa was quiet for a while. Sucked some milkshake through the straw, held it in his mouth for a while, then swallowed. He leaned forward and touched my hand again. “So, you’re saying that just now, you were talking to a ghost?”

“Yeah,” Nash said. “Tell him about me.”

I looked in Nash’s direction, then back at Grandpa. “He says his name is Nash Kimble. Said he was killed in this ice cream shop three years ago.”

“Yeah,” Nash said. “That was me.”

Grandpa’s eyes got big. “Wait a minute. Three years ago… That sounds familiar. An attempted hold-up… But how would you know that?”

“Mr. Nash told me. Just now.”

“I have to say this is hard to believe,” Grandpa said. “But I promise. I’ll check it out this afternoon. Okay?”

I nodded, then licked a big drip running down my waffle cone.

***

Grandpa dropped me off at home and drove to the police precinct to check their records. He found Nash Kimble’s file. It was marked as a ‘cold case’ because his murderer had never been found.

The next day, Grandpa took me back to the ice cream shop and asked me to talk to Mr. Kimble for him. We sat at a table in the back. Mr. Kimble answered all Grandpa’s questions. Said the man who shot him was his partner in the robbery. He told me where he thought his partner would’ve hidden the gun. Later that same day, the MPD found the gun right where Mr. Nash said it would be, and they arrested the murderer. From that time, Grandpa believed I can hear ghosts.

That fall, Momma stopped homeschooling me and enrolled me in the eighth grade in public school, taking mostly advanced classes. That’s where I first saw Sonny Etherly. In one of our classes, the teacher was demonstrating ESP—using an extrasensory perception test. She had an old-fashioned set of Zener Cards like the ones used in the Ghost Busters movie. Each large white card had a different symbol—a square, a circle, a triangle, three wavy lines, a star, or a large plus sign.

The teacher held up a card with the blank side facing the class and the symbol facing her. She told us she was concentrating on the symbol and wanted us to “read her mind,” then write down the symbol we thought was on her side of the card. Turned out, Sonny and I were the only ones able to guess most of the symbols correctly. That’s when we discovered we had some ability to read minds, especially each other’s.

As it happens, reading minds is not our only psychic skill. Grandpa was with us when Sonny and I discovered that when we accidentally touched hands, our psychic powers combined, and both of us could see and hear ghosts. Since then, Grandpa has asked us to help him solve old police cases by going to the scene of a murder and finding the victim’s ghost. Getting information directly from the victims’ ghosts has helped Grandpa crack several cold cases involving a missing person or a homicide that the police were unable to solve. Because of his success, the MPD hired him out of retirement as a consultant. With our help, he’s been able to close more cold cases than any other police officer.

Sonny and I have become best friends, which is a very good thing because we’re constantly targeted by bullies. It would be an understatement to say we stand out as “different.” I’m a white girl who stands six-feet tall, and Sonny is a black boy who is just over five-feet tall. Neither one of us has an athletic bone in our body. When it comes to physical education games, we’re not the last to be chosen—we never get chosen. To put icing on the cake, the two of us eat by ourselves in the back of the cafeteria at what the kids call “the nerd table.”

Fortunately, being able to see and hear ghosts doesn’t only apply when we work with Grandpa on his cold cases. We also connect with ghosts who haunt our school. These school ghosts have become our friends and have helped us deal with school bullies.


Six

Sonny Etherly, age thirteen (2023)
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An annoying buzzing sound broke through my sleep.

Stop that noise. I thought. Who’s mowing their lawn at night?

I opened my eyes to a pitch-black room. The annoying buzz continued. But it was no lawnmower. In fact, the noise was coming from inside my bedroom.

I patted the bedside table for my glasses and knocked them onto the floor. Grumbling to myself, I yanked the covers back and rolled to sit on the side of the bed, my feet not quite touching the floor. Still half-asleep, I stretched for the lamp and twisted the switch. The room came alive.

My glasses were lying under my left foot. I carefully shifted my position and scooped them up. I fumbled the glasses on, then looked around to find the source of the sound.

No luck.

I lowered my gaze, slowed my search, and froze. Chill bumps covered my body.

The sound came from a metal amulet vibrating wildly on my desk. I couldn’t see it from my angle, but I knew it well—a palm-sized medallion, a round-faced human figure, maybe a chieftain, inside a metal circle braded like a rope. If the circle were the face of a clock, the chieftain’s feet touched at seven o’clock and five o’clock. His arms reached straight out to the sides, so his hands touched at nine o’clock and three o’clock. The figure’s large ceremonial headdress touched the top at eleven o’clock through one o’clock. The amulet is called the fist.

Knock-Knock-Knock!

The door opened. My Grams came in. “What’s all the racket—” She stopped talking when she spotted the fist. Her hand drew to her chest. “Oh, my.” She looked over at me.

“I didn’t do anything, Grams,” I said. “It woke me up, too.”

The vibrations stopped.

The quiet was freaky.

Grams kept her eyes on the fist as she slowly crossed the room and sat beside me. Grams looked at my clock. “Goodness, it’s half past four. Tell you what. Since we’re both wide awake, how ’bout you wash up, get dressed and go downstairs? I’ll whip up some breakfast, and we’ll talk about this.”

I nodded.

“And…” she said, pointing at the amulet, “bring that thing with you.”

By the time I got downstairs, scrambled eggs were cooking, sausage was in a warming pan, and Grams was pouring herself a cup of coffee. A mug of hot chocolate sat on the table. I laid the fist face up in the middle of the table. The yellow tablecloth showed through the open spaces between its head, arms and legs.

I took a sip of hot chocolate. Burned my lips. Quickly sat it down. Some sloshed onto the tablecloth.

“Careful,” Grams said. “It’s hot.”

I rubbed my lips on the back of my hand.

She blotted the spill with a paper towel, sat down with her coffee, and nodded at the amulet. “The fist used to be my Grammy Flora’s. It’s only been a few weeks since I gave it to you.”

“Yeah, that’s when it zapped me.” 

Grams smiled. “Like I told you, it never came alive for my mother or for me. Not a single buzz. Not a single zap. It only worked for Grammy Flora, your great-great grandmother. She took it with her whenever she left the house to do her rootworkin’.”

“What’d it help her do?”

“Can’t say as I know. I was pretty young back then. I do recall Grammy Flora making mojo bags for folks.”

“Wait. What’s a mojo bag?”

“Mojo’s your life energy, Child. It’s what makes you want to get up in the morning. It’s what makes you feel on top of the world. It’s what makes you feel good about yourself. It’s what makes you happy.”

“Sounds like positive self-esteem.”

Grams looked puzzled. “I’m not sure what that is. Anyway, Grammy Flora was a skilled rootworker. She always used her own plants and such when she made her mojo bags for people. Never used those phony concoctions that non-rootworkin’ folk were making.”

“Phony concoctions?”

“You know. Good quality, name-brand clothes will last even after you grow out of ’em. But clothes made of poor quality or cheap materials will fade and shrink after the first wash. Maybe even fall apart.”

“Are you saying that some people were pretending to be rootworkers?” 

Grams nodded. “Back in the day, the whole ‘mojo’ thing was so huge. Memphis was called the Mojo City.” 

“Mojo City. Straight fire!”

“There was money to be made, and peoples wanted to get a share of it. Businesses popped up all around Beale Street making phony potions, creams, candles, and powders they claimed would help your mojo. But their stuff didn’t come in no rootworker’s little ole mojo bags, often made from old grain sacks. The fake stuff came in nice bottles, colored candles, and slick little boxes covered in fancy drawings. The writing on ’em claimed to do things for your mojo. Some said the contents would make you rich. Others said they could make that certain someone fall in love with you. Still others claimed to heal all sorts of ailments. There was always somethin’ claiming to get your mojo workin’. They shipped their fake mojo stuff across the country, as well as getting them on the shelves in Mr. A. Schwab’s store.”

“Schwab’s? You mean the old store that’s been on Beale Street since like forever?”

“The very one.”

“Wow.”

“Heard tell Mr. Schwab wanted to sell rootworkers’ real mojo bags in his store, but the rootworkers couldn’t be seen taking them inside the store.”

“Why not?”

“Well, see, some white peoples didn’t cotton to the rootworkers and psychics. I think they was afraid of what they didn’t understand. Every so often they’d attack rootworkers, and the police didn’t do nothin’ to stop ’em.” 

“Did any of the real mojo bags get into Schwab’s?”

Grams smiled. “The rootworkers snuck them in, and Mr. Schwab kept ’em in a special place. Not only that, he burned candles made by rootworkers to give his store good fortune. And, by golly, it worked. He got more business than he ever had.”

“Your Grammy Flora was one of the rootworkers who got attacked, right? Maybe even killed.”

Grams nodded.

“So the fist didn’t keep her safe?”

“Can’t say it did. She got taken away in the middle of one of her séances. We never saw her again.”

I felt nervous. “What did the fist help her with? What will it help me with?”

“I guess it kept her mind sharp so she could go beyond the rootworkin’ to the psychic and spiritual part of Hoodoo. You know—read minds, make mental connections with animals, and call spirits back from the dead in her seances.” 

“Was she good? I mean, did a lot of folk come to her?” 

“Oh, Child,” Grams said, smiling. “Grammy Flora was a Hoodoo Priestess. Black folk and white folk alike would come from miles around to see Miss Flora.”

“Wow.”

She nodded. “Now, there was lots of people claimin’ to do what Grammy did. They’d pretend to tell fortunes—read palms, interpret the crystals, cards, chicken bones and the like. But they didn’t have the gift. They was just givin’ folks a show and takin’ their money.”

“Chicken bones?”

She smiled. “Some so-called psychics would dump a bag of chicken bones on the table. Claimed the way the bones laid out told ’em all manner of stuff about the person or about their future. But it was jes talk.”

“What about putting a hex on someone?”

She nodded. “There was some of those people too. But Grammy Flora didn’t do that.” Grams stared at the fist for a while. “It knows you have the gift, Child,” she said, then looked up. “It ever get ta buzzin’ real loud like it did this morning?”

“Only buzzed a little bit one time when I had it in my pocket. Breanne and I were helping her grandfather investigate an unsolved police case—a boy had been missing for about four years. The fist buzzed to alert me to a mother raccoon across the way. I tried my new animal-whispering skills with her. Turned out, I made a connection with that mother raccoon, and she led us to the missing boy’s ghost. But that buzz from the fist was nothing like today. No long vibrations. And there hasn’t been any buzzing in the night.”

Grams sipped her coffee as she stared over my shoulder like she was thinking. She put her cup down. “You say the fist buzzed when a raccoon wanted to talk to you?”

“The raccoon was pretty far away, but it was looking in my direction. Can’t say she wanted to talk to me. But the raccoon certainly was open to us making a connection with our minds even though she thought in raccoon, and I thought in English.”

“Okay. So, the fist buzzed to get the two of you together. What if this morning, the fist is tryin’ to tell you someone else wants to make a connection with you—someone way more skilled than a raccoon?”

“A person? More skilled? Someone like your Grammy Flora?”

Grams shrugged. “Could be. Afterall, the last time the fist did any work, it belonged to her. That was about eighty years ago.”

“People dragged her out of y’all’s house one night and nobody ever saw her again, right?”

Grams nodded slowly. She took a sip.

“You think your Grammy’s using the fist to contact me from the dead?”

 “Speaking to spirits was one of Grammy Flora’s special skills.” 

“Why’s her spirit still here on earth? Why would her ghost want to talk to me?”

Grams took another sip, swallowed. “Good questions.” She glanced at the fist. Shook her head. “I don’t know the answers, but I think it best for you to keep that amulet with you all the time.”
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