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The Marnie Frost Mystery series was born from a lifelong fascination with the spaces where the ordinary and the unseen quietly overlap.

Every town has stories it tells.

Every town also has stories it doesn’t.

These novels explore what happens when long-buried truths refuse to stay buried, and when the past pushes its way into the present through memory, landscape, and human behavior. While each book stands alone, they are all connected by a simple belief: that places remember, and unresolved harm has a way of seeking expression.

Marnie Frost is not a hero in the traditional sense. She doesn’t arrive with perfect answers or miraculous solutions. Her work is rooted in observation, empathy, and an understanding that justice is rarely clean and closure is rarely complete. Sometimes the best outcome is not restoration, but interruption, stopping something terrible from becoming worse.

These stories draw inspiration from folklore, regional history, and the enduring human tendency to look away from uncomfortable truths. They are not meant to glorify darkness, but to examine it so that the light, however fragile, has somewhere to exist.

Thank you for stepping into these towns, opening these doors, and following Marnie into places most people would rather not look.

— Glenda Norwood Petz

 


Author’s Note

Whisper Hollow grew out of a fascination with places that carry memory.

Small towns, old forests, and quiet roads often feel peaceful on the surface, but they also remember what has been taken from them. History doesn’t always announce itself. Sometimes it settles into the soil, lingers in family names, or waits patiently in the spaces people choose not to examine too closely.

This story explores the idea that harm is rarely isolated. The past shapes the present, whether acknowledged or ignored, and attempts to control or bury that truth often have consequences of their own. I was especially interested in the tension between protection and vengeance, and how grief, when left unresolved, can be transformed into something dangerous.

Marnie Frost is drawn to places like Whisper Hollow not because she seeks danger, but because she understands patterns. Her work isn’t about erasing the past or delivering perfect justice. It’s about interruption, about preventing old wounds from becoming new disasters.

I hope Whisper Hollow leaves you unsettled in the right way, thoughtful rather than fearful, and aware of how deeply stories live inside the land we inhabit.

Thank you for walking these woods with me.

— Glenda Norwood Petz
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LOCAL FOLKLORE OF WHISPER HOLLOW, WEST VIRGINIA

(Collected from oral accounts, church records, and unnamed sources)

They say the forest around Whisper Hollow was never empty.

Long before the first cabins were raised, before roads were cut through the hills and names were given to creeks, something lived among the trees that did not belong to men or beasts. The old people called it a watcher. The older people called it a keeper. And the ones who refused to speak its name at all simply called it the Bark Man.

Descriptions differ.

Some say it walks upright like a man, but its skin is rough as oak bark and split with age. Some say moss grows from its shoulders and drips from its hair like wet leaves after rain. Others swear they have seen antlers rising from its skull, twisted and heavy, crowned with vines.

Nearly all accounts agree on the eyes.

Green.

Not bright like lantern light.

Not dull like rot.

But glowing the way fox eyes glow at the edge of a field – alive, aware, and unblinking.

According to legend, the Bark Man does not hunt people.

It guards the woods.

It keeps animals from wandering too far.

It leads lost children back to the tree line.

It punishes those who take more than they need.

But Whisper Hollow has always struggled with the idea of a protector.

Because protectors, if they exist, must also choose what they are willing to defend.

And long ago, something happened in the hollow that made the forest angry.

No written record explains it clearly.

Only fragments remain.

A burned church ledger from the 1880s mentions “unholy practices discovered beyond the eastern ridge.” A preacher’s letter speaks of “a family cast out under cover of night.” A local hymn references “the blood debt of the valley,” though no one can explain what that means.

Generations later, the story persists in whispers.

A wrong was done.

The town knew.

The town did nothing.

Some versions claim a woman was accused of witchcraft and executed. Others insist it was a child. A few say it was an entire family wiped out and buried in unmarked ground.

Whatever the truth, folklore says the land remembers.

The first signs were subtle.

Animals abandoning their dens.

Trees splitting without storms.

Birdsong fading in certain stretches of woods.

Then came the dreams.

People reported hearing their names spoken in the dark, always from just beyond sight. Some claimed the voice sounded familiar. Some said it sounded like their own.

Those who followed it never came back.

It was around this time that stories about the Bark Man changed.

Where it was once described as a silent guide, it became a figure of punishment. Children were warned that if they disrespected the woods, the Bark Man would take them. Hunters told stories of being chased out of certain areas by something tall and fast moving between the trees.

Fear replaced reverence.

And fear, once planted, has a way of growing.

In more recent decades, a new variation of the legend began circulating.

The Bark Man, some say, is no longer alone.

Something else moves beneath the roots now.

Something called by human hands.

This presence is described differently than the forest keeper.

It does not protect.

It does not guide.

It consumes.

People speak of shadows that don’t belong to any body. Of cold pockets in warm air. Of whispers that promise relief from pain if a price is paid.

Those who believe in this version say someone in Whisper Hollow learned how to use old words. Not forest words. Not animal words.

Human words.

Words meant to command.

Words meant to bind.

The legend claims the Bark Man did not create this darkness.

It is trying to contain it.

But a keeper can only hold so much.

Which leaves Whisper Hollow balanced between three forces.

A town with a buried sin.

A guardian bound to the land.

And a hunger that does not care who it devours.

Some elders insist these are only stories.

Others refuse to walk the woods after sundown.

And a few quietly believe that the forest is not attacking Whisper Hollow.

The forest is reacting.

 


CHARACTER PROFILES

Marnie Frost – Private and paranormal investigator. Sensitive to supernatural presences since a near-death experience. Analytical, guarded, and quietly compassionate. Follows patterns others overlook. Carries the weight of what she sees – and what she cannot forget.

Betsy Carter – Recently inherited her grandmother’s cabin on the edge of Whisper Hollow. Intelligent, anxious, and exhausted. Carries a dark secret that no one knows about.

Sheriff Thomas Hale – Long-serving sheriff of Whisper Hollow. Practical, soft-spoken, and deeply tied to the town. Knows more local history than he admits. Struggles between protecting his community and acknowledging uncomfortable truths.

Margaret Boone – Local historian and unofficial town archivist. Sharp-tongued, observant, and deeply private. Keeps handwritten journals no one else has seen. Believes the past never stays buried.

Lila Dunn – Works at the Hollow Diner. Friendly, curious, and quietly lonely. Grew up in Whisper Hollow. Knows everyone’s business, but keeps her own carefully guarded.

Reverend Samuel Pike – Pastor of St. Michael’s Church. Traditional, stern, and visibly shaken by recent events. Publicly dismisses folklore. Privately fears it may be real.

Jonah Reed – Sheriff’s deputy and friend of Sheriff Hale.

 


The Hollow Hearth Killings

Decades before Whisper Hollow had a church, before the first proper schoolhouse, before the town had a name worth writing down, there was a small settlement clustered around a natural spring deep in the valley.

That spring was called Hollow Hearth.

People believed the water healed sickness.

Some swore it eased childbirth.

Some claimed it stopped nightmares.

Others simply said the land around it felt alive.

One family lived closest to the spring.

The Briarwood family.

They were herbalists.

Midwives.

Root workers.

People who knew plants, seasons, animal signs, and forest rhythms.

They did not call themselves witches.

They did not worship demons.

They practiced folk healing.

But fear doesn’t care about nuance.

A winter sickness swept through the settlement.

Children died.

Livestock failed.

Crops rotted in frozen soil.

Desperate people needed someone to blame.

The Briarwoods were different.

They lived apart.

They didn’t attend the traveling preacher’s sermons.

They survived the sickness better than most.

That was enough.

Rumors spread.

They caused the illness.

They cursed the valley.

They made bargains with the forest.

None of it was proven.

None of it mattered.

One night, a group of townsmen went to the Briarwood cabin.

Not with torches and screaming crowds.

That’s the lie people tell later.

They went quietly.

They brought rope.

They brought guns.

They brought a wagon.

Inside the cabin were an elderly woman, her adult daughter, and a young girl ten years old.

The men accused them of witchcraft.

There was no trial.

No chance to flee.

The women were dragged to a clearing near Hollow Hearth.

The elder and her daughter were slaughtered.

The child begged to be spared.

Some accounts say she was struck unconscious and left to die at the sides of her mother and grandmother.

Others say she witnessed the horror unfold, the traumatic incident leaving her mute.

While descriptions about what became of the young girl varied throughout the years, all agreed on one thing – the men involved in their murders buried them in unmarked graves near the spring.

Then they burned their cabin.

By morning, the settlement agreed that the sickness was the women’s fault, justice had been done, and the settlement would not speak of it again.

Later records describe the incident as “a family who left under suspicion.”

Not murdered.

Not executed.

Left.

The truth was buried.

Literally.

The Briarwoods were not dark practitioners.

They were keepers of balance.

They tended the spring.

They honored the forest’s older rhythms.

Their deaths ruptured that balance.

Not in a dramatic explosion, but in a slow poisoning.

The guardian of the forest felt the shift.

Not rage at first.

Grief.

Confusion.

A wound.

The land did not turn hostile.

It became weaker.

 


Chapter One

Marnie Frost never unpacked more than she had to. Years spent moving from borrowed rooms to places with temporary ceilings taught her that every space, no matter how fleeting, formed expectations of its occupants.

She understood these expectations not in a mystical sense, but in a distinctly human way. The longer someone stayed, the more a room began to see them as permanent. Clothes would migrate from bags to drawers, shoes would slide casually beneath beds, and toothbrushes would lean toward sinks. All were subtle signs of settling in.

These were small surrenders, harmless in appearance but cumulative in effect. Marnie deliberately avoided them all.

For her, permanence bred narrative, and narrative bred attachment. Attachment was the enemy of movement, and movement was survival.

She did not decorate absence; instead, she preserved it. Not out of belief in omens or a constant expectation of sudden departure, but because unpacking suggested intention. A commitment to stay.

Most people entered motel rooms and immediately tried to tame them. They lined shoes along the walls, hung jackets on chairs, and arranged toiletries as if laying claim to temporary territory. They pretended that a few personal items could make unfamiliar spaces obedient.

Marnie never pretended.

Her duffel bag always remained zipped on the floor, stationed at the foot of her bed. She kept her hard case, packed with records and files, within arm’s reach on the nearest chair. To her, every possession was organized for an immediate departure; nothing was unpacked, nothing left to become part of the scenery. This readiness wasn’t just habit, but a philosophy that defined her trust. She relied on preparedness above all else.

The motel Marnie now called home squatted beside a two-lane highway, threading through a landscape so anonymous most people couldn’t recall its name, even if they’d driven it more than once. The sign outside, missing a letter that had long since burned out, flickered with weak, uneven red light onto cracked pavement. Periodically, the sweep of headlights cut through the room’s thin curtains, sliding over the walls like passing ghosts.

Inside, the air was tinged with the faint scent of bleach and old carpet. It wasn’t unpleasant, nor was it welcoming. It simply was. It offered neutrality, a blank space free from associations or layered memories. Marnie valued this quality, for it meant she could breathe without the weight of recollection or emotional negotiation.

There was no lingering perfume hanging in the air, no overpowering detergent, no trace of sorrow left behind in the upholstery. Unlike other rooms she’d known, places thick with emotional residue and sorrow soaked into the wallpaper, this space was free from such burdens.

Here, the room held nothing. For Marnie, nothing was a rare gift, one that allowed her to rest her own thoughts without collision from the ghosts of previous occupants. She preferred spaces untouched by color or memory, places still awaiting a story. To her, achromatic rooms were safest, signifying the absence of personality and the presence of pure potential.

She sat on the edge of the unmade bed and slowly unlaced her boots, her fingers working the knots while her mind replayed the Pine Bluff investigation.

Marnie recalled the girl from Pine Bluff, just twelve years old. The child wouldn’t sleep. She couldn’t scream, and she couldn’t cry. Instead, she simply lay in bed, night after night, waiting for the darkness to appear in her doorway. That waiting, Marnie knew, was always worse than fear itself. Fear, after all, burned hot and fast. Waiting, by contrast, lingered and rotted, wearing a person down over time.

Marnie had recognized that detail immediately. Entities seeking attention made themselves known, they made noise. But those that waited silent and patient, always wanted consent.

The house in Pine Bluff hadn’t been cursed, nor had it been possessed. It was stagnant, filled with grief that clung to the walls like moisture. Inside, a father drank himself into smallness, a mother slept on the couch to avoid reminders of her former self, and a child learned early that invisibility could shorten arguments. In that environment, something small had slipped in through the cracks and decided to stay. Not because it was powerful, but because it was convenient.

The entity attached itself to the little girl, who alone could see it as it slithered into her room each night. Marnie hadn’t seen it, but she’d certainly felt its presence, heavy and oppressive, as thick as ocean fog rolling onto shore.

Marnie performed a spiritual cleansing ritual in the house, burning rosemary to dispel negative energy, restless spirits, and any ghosts that might have lingered there. Although the presence she sensed was not overtly malevolent, she took care to ensure the environment was cleared of any lingering attachments.

By morning, the bond between the entity and the girl had been severed. For the first time in weeks, the child slept soundly, finally finding the peace that had eluded her for so long.

Marnie departed by noon, leaving the house and its inhabitants behind.

She declined any invitations to stay for thank you breakfasts, keeping her goodbyes brief and impersonal.

If she could help it, she avoided hugs altogether. For Marnie, gratitude was complicated. It often created expectations, a desire for connection or ongoing contact, things she did not want or need.

In her experience, gratitude made people long for continuity, something that didn’t fit into her chosen way of life.

Marnie valued disconnection. It was easier, cleaner, and required no emotional investment.

Still, there were moments when she wondered what it would be like to truly finish something. Not just to complete a case, which she always did, or to reach her next destination after a long drive, but to find real closure.

It was never about abandoning work before it was done. She was thorough in her cases. Nor was it about leaving journeys incomplete because she was relentless in her travels.

Conversations were another matter. Other than those directly related to her investigations, she rarely spoke of her work. Few would understand, and she saw no point in trying to explain herself.

What she truly wondered about was a stable life, one rooted in place, with a permanent address, familiar neighbors, and a steady routine that didn’t shift every few weeks.

These thoughts would come to her from time to time, but they never lingered. Inevitably, her imagination led her to the same conclusion – she would always be drawn away by a summons she could neither ignore nor refuse.

She pictured a door she could not walk away from, a child's face she would never be able to forget, a pleading voice she could not ignore.

For Marnie, it was not constant movement that made her brave, it was what made her capable. There was a clear distinction between the two.

Reflecting on Pine Bluff, her mind wandered to the email she’d received weeks earlier from Clara Hensley, the proprietor of the Captain’s Rest Inn in Gray Water Cove, Maine. Clara had attached a news clipping to the message with the words, “Thought you might be interested in reading this. I should have listened to you.”

“After More Than Two Centuries in Business, the Captain’s Rest Inn Is No More,” the headline screamed, marking the end of a landmark establishment.

As Marnie read through the article, several details stood out, but there was one in particular that she focused on. The fire that ravaged the inn and led to its complete destruction was determined by the arson investigator to be caused by faulty wiring in the cellar. The building’s age made this explanation seem credible to most readers.

However, Marnie’s perspective was shaped by her own investigation of the disturbance at Captain’s Rest Inn. Having spent time in the cellar herself, she knew for a fact that there were no electrical outlets capable of causing a fire. This led her to question whether Clara, the inn’s proprietor, might have orchestrated the fire to rid herself of the inn, collect the insurance payout, and cut her losses.

Despite these suspicions, Marnie felt no need to delve further into Clara’s motivations. Her priority was the outcome. With the destruction of the inn, the water creature that had relied on it for access to humans was now cut off, its connection severed.

Rising from her seat, Marnie moved to the narrow desk beneath the front window. She opened the top drawer, where her leather-bound notebook lay, her trusted record for documenting each case.

Flipping to the page marked with a pink PostIt strip, Marnie began to write her summary of the recent events.

Pine Bluff, Tennessee. Minor astral disturbance. Issue resolved. No residual aftermath.

The entry was sweet, short, and direct, just the way Marnie preferred. She never felt compelled to embellish her records with elaborate language or commentary.

She knew that no one else would ever read her journal. It was a private repository for her experiences and thoughts.

After all, sentiment was reserved for those who could afford to dwell on it.

Marnie simply couldn’t.

Sliding the notebook back into the drawer, Marnie closed it gently.

To a casual observer, the notebook might appear insignificant, but its true heft came not from its physical weight. Its gravity stemmed from the vast collection of information it contained.

Within its pages lay years of documented places, years of names, and years of unsettling truths, things people wished they had never learned were possible.

Occasionally, Marnie wondered what would happen if she lost the notebook. If all the patterns she had meticulously recorded simply vanished due to a careless mistake.

In those moments, she reminded herself that the notebook wasn’t the true repository of her wisdom. The real source was herself. Her knowledge, her experiences, and the places she had seen.

She was the keeper of those truths.

This realization brought both strength and discomfort.

Marnie took a slow sip from a half-empty bottle of water, her gaze drifting to the narrow glimpse of highway visible between the curtains.

Most people moved through life thinking reality was stable.

But Marnie Frost knew better.

Stability was, in truth, an agreement.

Most people simply never bothered to read the fine print.

 


Chapter Two

Marnie leaned against the headboard and opened her laptop. The dim glow from the screen illuminated her face in the quiet room. She glanced at the battery icon—43%. It wasn’t fully charged, but there was enough power to accomplish what she needed for now.

The motel’s internet connection was unreliable. It stalled twice before finally loading her inbox. After a short wait, four new messages appeared.

The first was a standard bank notification, announcing the grand opening of a new branch. Nothing urgent. Next came two spam emails, each promising spiritual enlightenment in exchange for little more than a click. The fourth message was from a woman in Missouri, inquiring whether Marnie performed exorcisms.

Without hesitation, Marnie deleted them all. She had no time for advertisements or requests that didn’t feel genuine.

Just as she finished, a new email arrived. This one stood out immediately: it had no subject line and no return email address. In the sender field, instead of a name, there was just a single word in all caps—HELPME.

The email contained an attachment. Marnie stared at it, considering her next move.

She was used to people contacting her with too much information, sometimes apologizing at length, explaining every detail of why they needed her, or even pleading for her to visit. Those emails always included the sender’s identity, therefore, she always knew who was reaching out and the reason for their message.

This email was different. There were no explanations, no introductions. Just silence and anonymity.

Curious and cautious, Marnie hovered her cursor over the sender field. Above the word HELPME, a string of nonsensical characters flickered. Someone had gone to great lengths to hide their identity, ensuring they remained untraceable.

People only go to such lengths to hide when they believe it truly matters. Most often, it’s because shame drives them to the shadows, or because fear takes root so deep that staying unseen feels safer than being found. Sometimes, though, there’s a subtler logic at play, a gut-level understanding that exposure itself can alter what happens next. To be seen is to invite change, and not everyone is ready for that.

When Marnie encountered anonymous requests, she braced herself. They were almost always more troubling than the ones sent in desperation. Desperate people, after all, were looking for relief, an end to their suffering. But those who remained anonymous sought something different. They wanted to contain whatever haunted them, to keep it from spilling into the open. That desire for containment hinted at something larger in scope, a problem too big or dangerous to risk revealing.

Marnie had never liked things that came in scale. Scale meant intention, and intention meant someone out there had gone to great lengths to keep their secret safe.

She didn’t open the email right away. Instead, she set her laptop aside, rose from the bed, and methodically locked the door. First the deadbolt, then the chain. This wasn’t about feeling threatened. It was routine, a way to keep panic at bay and maintain control over her actions.

Next, Marnie checked the window, confirming it was locked before tugging the curtains shut. Only then did she return to the bed, curiosity growing as she thought about the anonymous message that had just arrived.

Finally, she clicked on the attachment. The note was brief, its words rendered in plain, unembellished black text. She read it once. Then again. And a third time, searching each time for meaning that remained elusive.

No matter how many times she read it, the message refused to reveal any greater clarity.

The email’s lack of transparency and detail made its contents feel heavier, casting a foreboding shadow over the situation. Marnie, shaped by years of receiving messages like this, understood that the purpose was rarely to explain. Those who sent anonymous letters were not concerned with telling a story. Their aim was simply to pass something on.

Rather than seeking to share their narrative, the writers were attempting to offload a burden, a secret, or a fear that had grown too massive to remain quietly contained within a single person. The act of sending such a message was less about communication and more about release.

Marnie printed the letter using her portable printer and read it once more for good measure. Breaking from her usual routine of cataloging documents in her battered accordion folder, she folded the letter and placed it on the small table beside her bed.

As she contemplated the letter, Marnie instinctively surveyed the room that served as her temporary home. It was a cheap motel with walls so thin they barely separated her from the outside world. Exactly the sort of place designed to be forgotten.

She found comfort in places like this. These motels never asked questions, never built expectations, and never pretended to offer safety. They simply existed, unassuming and impermanent, a fitting backdrop for the uneasy weight Marnie now carried.

These motels were the only kind Marnie ever rented, never knowing how long she’d be in one place before being called away to another location, sometimes hundreds or even thousands of miles distant. Her life was one of constant movement, always prepared for a sudden departure.

Her bus, while practical for travel and well-suited to carrying all of her equipment, was not meant for permanent living. Still, she had spent more than a few nights in it while conducting investigations, using it as a temporary base when needed.

The bus was purposefully arranged to hold everything she might require, saving her from constantly having to pack and unpack. It was designed for efficiency, always ready to move at a moment’s notice.

Marnie replayed the letter’s wording over and over in her mind. It wasn’t the message itself that bothered her, but the way it was written.

The words were devoid of punctuation and lacking in any emotional appeals. There was no urgency, no desperate insistence that she come immediately because the sender’s life was at stake.

Instead, the message contained nothing but a location, a town she’d never heard of, and a quiet assumption that she would understand why it mattered.

Marnie recognized that people who were mistaken about the seriousness of their situation often tried too hard to convince others, while those who truly grasped the gravity of events tended to conserve their words.

That brevity unsettled her more than any display of panic or hysteria ever could.

She removed her phone from her jacket pocket, noticing that, like her laptop, it was running low on energy and displaying only a weak signal. Two bars flickered in and out as she watched.

Plugging the phone into the charger, Marnie returned to her laptop. She typed in the name of the town, letting the letters fill in and watching as the search results loaded.

The outcome for Whisper Hollow listings were minimal, offering only a handful of generic items. Among these, there was a census that provided population estimates, along with county listings that situated the town geographically. The information was sparse, lacking depth and detail.

Marnie found two outdated photographs that appeared to depict the town, but there was no official website or tourism page to verify their authenticity. The absence of a credible online presence made it difficult to confirm any details about Whisper Hollow.

She attempted to access a reference link titled “Hollow Hearth,” but the page failed to load. At first, she thought the issue might be due to her weak internet connection; however, she realized that a failure to load was preferable to a 404 error, which would have indicated the link no longer existed.

To test her connection, Marnie logged into her bank account. The website opened without delay, displaying the branch grand opening message she had seen previously, followed by her account balance. This confirmed that her internet connection was not the problem.

She concluded that the issue with the Hollow Hearth link was unrelated to connectivity. A fleeting thought crossed her mind. Maybe something was preventing her from accessing the page. Still, she considered the possibility that she was simply overthinking and the failure was nothing more than a technical hiccup.

Determined to continue her search, Marnie entered “states with cities named Whisper Hollow” into the search bar. Four results appeared, but only one included the specific landmark she was seeking.

She clicked the link for Whisper Hollow, West Virginia. The page provided a map pinpointing the town’s location and included a short history summarizing its background.

Marnie lingered on the name, letting it echo in her thoughts for a few moments longer than necessary.

It wasn’t because the name held any immediate significance for her.

Names, she knew, sometimes acted as invitations. Subtle openings into unknown stories.

While some towns announced themselves with a sense of familiarity, Whisper Hollow did not. The name tasted ancient to her, as if it had been waiting, unspoken, for a long time.

Receiving anonymous messages was nothing new in her field. They were routine, almost expected.

But what unsettled her about this particular letter was the restraint in its wording.

There were no elaborate explanations.

No signs of panic.

No unnecessary detail.

All that was provided was the name of the town and a quiet confidence that she would uncover the rest herself.

Such restraint implied deliberation.

Deliberation suggested the sender had given serious thought before making contact.

That kind of person, in Marnie’s experience, was rarely mistaken about being out of options.

“Whisper Hollow,” Marnie repeated under her breath.

There was little available about the town beyond its location, its age, and mention of a forest that seemed to be a source of local pride. Notably absent were reports about disappearances, recent deaths, or rumors of voices in the woods.

Of course there wasn’t. Incidents like the ones she investigated were rarely reported. The absence of information wasn’t reassuring, but it did confirm a pattern. Small towns seldomly advertised their fractures. Instead, they sealed them and hid them away. Her life tended to hinge on combinations like that.

Marnie sighed and leaned back on the pillow, closing her eyes. Not to sleep. Sleep wouldn’t come now. This was the stage where her mind quietly assembled probability trees. Most letters like this fell into predictable categories – delusion, grief, exaggeration, and occasionally, crime. Hardly ever something else.

The problem was that she never knew which category applied until she was already standing inside the situation. She exhaled slowly. She did not say yes out loud. She never did. Agreement happened somewhere deeper than language. It happened in the kind of place that didn’t bother asking permission.

Marnie sat up on the side of the bed, unfolded and reread the letter again before folding it into quarters and placing it inside her jacket pocket where it would stay until it either became a case, or became another ghost she would have to carry around.
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