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Prologue 
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THIRTY YEARS AGO

One hand on the wheel, the other clutching an ice cold beer, condensation slick on the can—he raised a toast to the three jerks who ruined the last fishing trip they’d ever take together. The half hour between sunset and night dropped the flat light of dusk over the hood of the car he’d cobbled together from junkyard rejects. All she needed was a coat of paint. 

The sharp smell of yeast and hops hit his nose mere seconds before he noticed the damp spreading over his crotch. Much, much later he would swear he only took his eyes off the road for half a second to tend to his beer-soaked Levis. 

Four teenagers dodging school for one last fishing trip on the lake, a campfire, and a case of Pabst Blue Ribbon. Those were the parts of that day he preferred to remember. 

Not the trees coming at him when he looked up. Not the desperate wrench of the wheel to get back in his own lane. Not the sickening thud, the crunch, or the heart-stopping panic taking him from totally buzzed to completely sober. Not the round white face, the fear-filled eyes, or the bright smear of blood. Not coming home muddy and tired. Those memories he did his best to shove into the darkest recesses of his mind, where the light of memory would have to strain to find them.

The past was the past. Everything and everyone in it needed to stay buried. He would make sure it did. No matter what. He couldn’t handle what would happen if it didn’t. 

​
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Chapter One
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ANGELS NEVER SLEEP—WHICH is why waking up disoriented and draped over a pile of bodies meant something had gone terribly, terribly wrong. 

Light pounded through my slitted eye, forcing me to close it until my brain could adjust to the onslaught.

Somewhere nearby, a clock ticked away endless seconds while I tried to remember who I was, where I was, and what had happened to me. The buzzing mist in my head amplified the noise from a soft click to an echoing boom. I counted ten, then fifteen seconds before the first memory came rushing back.

My name is Galmadriel. I am—or at least I was—a guardian angel. As if unlocking a door, that knowledge unleashed a literal eternity of memories: watching over my charges; crying for them when they needed to walk through the dark in order to find the light; feeling gutted for those who refused my help, and then devastated for the one I had failed.

Once the memories came back, my mind wouldn’t stop replaying them. The whirling circle closing in around us. The scream ripped from the hell-bound Earthwalker. The mortals who, without hesitation, risked all. The backlash that dragged Kat’s soul away before her time, and the desperate race to get it back. The final moment when I had either been thrown out of Heaven or fallen from grace. It had happened so quickly I couldn’t tell exactly which. Not that it mattered, the end result was the same. 

Breaking rules—even for the best of reasons—might have cost me everything: my home; my status as a guardian angel; even my immortality. All of it gone; given up to save two humans from my own folly.

The mortals. I needed to get up and check on them. 

Adrenaline coursed through my veins with a jolt that forced my aching body into a sitting position. A soft whine sounded from somewhere behind me, but I dared not turn my head when even the slightest movement spun the world and made me wobble. 

Another whine accompanied a flutter of motion while I waited, first for the whirling to stop, and then for my eyes to clear. I turned my head to meet Lola’s liquid brown gaze. What was it about boxer dogs that made them look sad even when their tails were wagging? Before I could turn my head again, she treated me to a swipe of her tongue, and while it was softer and warmer than I would have expected, the experience was not one I wanted to repeat. 

I blinked away the last of the fog to bring the sprawl of bodies into sharp focus. A gusting sigh escaped my lips at the sight before me. All eight of the humans breathed rhythmically. They lived. Relief ebbed the adrenaline like a calming balm over a bee sting. Three deep breaths saw it leaving my system, and my thrumming heart began to slow.

In a moment, they would start to stir. There would be questions I didn’t want to answer—probably couldn’t answer, come to that. We had banished an Earthwalker—a malevolent spirit—from a man possessed. A victory to be sure. One worth celebrating if not for what happened next. My hubris allowed Kat’s spirit to cross over while her body still lived. To get her back I broke a cardinal rule by sending Zack across to retrieve her. 

Amethyst, the aura reader, led the rest of the humans in anchoring the living side, while the two ghosts helped me sustain the connection to spirit. Holding the bridge in place had proved too much for us and when it let go, I went along with it. Dragged or tossed out of heaven and into this mortal body. All I remembered was the endless sensation of falling.  

These were good, caring people. All eight of them with an endless capacity for love. Still, feeling unable to cope with their sympathy, I sneaked out of the house with my head held low to avoid the possibility of seeing my altered shadow. If there was one thing I was still sure of, it was this: fallen angels always lose their wings. 

A shaft of sunlight slashed across eyes I mistakenly thought had adjusted to the glare. Not so, I decided, as my temple throbbed straight past ache to pounding, screaming pain. This flesh and bone body seemed so small, so frail, so diminished, so alien. 

I could feel it dying around me. 

Without thinking, I reached for the power of my grace and willed myself as far from there as I could get. The familiar wash of energy whispered over skin sensitized by its first true taste of wind and everything went gray for the second time that day. 

––––––––
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THREE MONTHS LATER

One minute everything was fine; the next, Pam Allen’s heart launched into her throat. She stomped her foot on the imaginary passenger-side brake of her food truck. The woman standing in the middle of the road had come from out of nowhere.

Eyes painfully wide and quivering hands pressed to her cheeks, Pam sent a desperate prayer heavenward. It would take either a miracle or divine intervention to stop the truck in time. Seconds turned in on themselves and stretched out like molasses crawling across snow, while driver Hamlin Paine fought to keep control as the tires broke free from the surface of the road. Saucer-sized eyes filled with terror, his hands whipped the wheel to steer into the skid, and he used both feet to pump the brake.

––––––––
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EVERYTHING WENT FROM gray, to living color, to heart-slamming panic in a split second. Helpless, she watched the flat-fronted truck with images of food painted all over it hurtle toward her. Out of habit formed over an eternity, the former angel raised one hand in a gesture no longer infused with power, and whispered, stop. Nothing happened—not a fizzle or a spark. The well of pure energy always available to her had become clogged with humanity. 

On her first day of being human, Galmadriel was about to die.

Well beyond the ability to form a coherent thought, Galmadriel turned to instinct. She set aside all memory of the fall that had turned her human, and just remembered what it felt like to be an angel. Desperate need and an eternity of ingrained habit imbued Galmadriel’s hand with a portion of the power she had once possessed. Loudly and firmly, she repeated the command for the vehicle to stop. 

Later, Pam would swear she saw the outline of wings unfolding to shadow the woman’s face. Hamlin would argue that a flare of white light had nearly blinded him. At the last second, with time moving at a snail’s pace, Galmadriel watched both of them close their eyes and wait for the telltale thump. Her heart hammered so hard she expected it to break through her chest, and she heard screaming long before she realized the voice echoing in her ears was her own. 

The flash of energy shooting through her felt nothing like as strong as she was used to commanding; but it was there. All she could do now was wait for the impact.

It never came. 

When Galmadriel opened her eyes again—they had fluttered shut on their own—the truck sat motionless, its bumper a fraction of an inch away from her knees, and the windshield nearly pressed against her face.

Lifting one shaky hand, she pushed back the flaming auburn hair that tumbled across her shoulders and cascaded down her back in a tangled mass of bedraggled curls. Beads of sweat pearling on her brow took on an icy chill, and her knees wobbled. Start to finish, the incident had taken less than half a minute. It seemed longer. 

“Did you see that? Where did she come from?” Hamlin shouted to Pam right before he swore a streak of language that would have turned a sailor pale. Two sets of trembling hands yanked door handles and the pair of them spilled out onto the pavement.

“Where did you...” Those were the last words Galmadriel heard before a loud buzzing swamped her and the world narrowed to a tiny point of light. Hamlin’s lightning fast reflexes kept her from hitting the ground with a thud.

“We didn’t hit her, did we? It happened so fast.” Galmadriel could still hear his voice faintly fading in and out through the humming in her head, and she felt his shoulders bunch as he lowered her to the ground. 

“I don’t think so. I think she’s just scared. Shocky.” Pam opened the door, grabbed an unused jacket from behind the seat, and rolled it up. “If you can hear me, I’m just going to elevate your feet.” Her movements were sure and efficient. “Ham, go get me a damp towel, please. Hurry.”

In a moment he was back. “Is she okay?” 

“She’s coming around. We’ll know more in a minute.” Pam spoke in a soothing voice, calm now the crisis was over, her hands rock steady.

After a few shallow breaths, Galmadriel made an effort to relax, then opened her eyes and tried to sit up. “No, just rest there until you get your breath back.” Pam laid a gentle but firm hand on Galmadriel’s shoulder to push her back down into a prone position. 

“I am fine. Please let me up.” The words, though quietly spoken came out like a command from on high. Hamlin jerked at the force of them, torn between helping and a healthy reticence for touching a stranger. It was too late, anyway. Galmadriel had already regained her feet. Her new body felt lighter and more agile than expected, given its height.

“What’s your name?” Hamlin asked. A simple question; and yet, how could she answer without telling a lie or freaking him out? The words I am the angel Galmadriel refused to pass her lips. Probably due to an instinctual need for self-preservation.

Even providing such minor information as her name seemed unwise until she had a better idea of what had brought her to the middle of who-knows-where. In aiming for her home on the other side, there was no doubt she had missed the mark. Completely.

“What happened?” She stalled for time.

“My name is Pam Allen, and I’m the owner of this rolling monstrosity. This,” she pointed to the man with her, “is Hamlin Paine. You came out of nowhere and we almost hit you with the truck. Ham barely got it stopped in time.”

“Honestly, I’m not sure how I managed it. It was like some force field stood between you and certain death. It was a miracle.” Hamlin’s voice sounded strained. 

At the word miracle, every drop of blood drained out of Galmadriel’s face. She shivered at the chill seeping into her bones, though the coolness was not the real reason for her reaction. How could she have been given a miracle after everything that had happened, after being kicked out of heaven? 

“Come on,” Pam said, “Let’s get out of the sun; it’s cooler in the truck. Is there someplace we can take you?”

Another question with no viable answer; the silence spun out. Galmadriel avoided Pam’s searching gaze, but followed the other woman willingly into the truck. Until she could get her bearings, she had no other recourse.

Hamlin turned toward Pam with questioning eyes and a quirked eyebrow and mouthed, “What now?” She answered with a slight twitch of her shoulders and mouthed back, “No idea.”

Now that the initial shock had worn off, Hamlin glanced pointedly at his watch. Galmadriel took his action to mean he was anxious to get on with his day. These two people had been on the way to somewhere before she had so inconveniently dropped in on them. Pam confirmed this by saying, “We were on our way back to town to restock the truck after the morning run. Where can we drop you?  Are you visiting friends in the area?” 

“No, I am here because...” When she took a moment to think about it, Galmadriel had no idea why I was here. Turning in her seat, she cast an assessing eye on Pam. What she saw was a woman in her early middle years—a short cap of medium brown hair curled up where it feathered around her ears and framed a pair of lively green eyes. Those eyes currently carried a wary expression. Reading the contours of Pam’s face, Galmadriel saw lines of tension around her mouth; lines deeply grooved enough to speak of a tragedy somewhere in the woman’s past. In contrast, marks of laughter also crinkled near her eyes, which told Galmadriel Pam was a woman who tried not to dwell on the harder times. Trustworthy, stalwart and true—these were words her instinct said would describe Pam perfectly.

Picking her words carefully, Galmadriel attempted to skirt the more fantastic elements of her story. “I...something has happened to me, and for reasons I cannot explain, I have nowhere to go.” Over an eternity of existence, Galmadriel had never felt disconnected from home. Now she was alone and lost. 

As if something about her compelled him to offer assistance, Hamlin spoke up, “You can stay with me.”  Pam later admitted that in the moment, she had felt a similar urge to offer sanctuary but, being a bit more experienced in life, had managed to stop herself before blurting out an offer of help. In her experience, people who fell for a sob story were the ones left crying in the end. 

“Thank you for your kindness.” Tempting as Hamlin’s offer was, Galmadriel felt powerfully drawn to Pam—tuned in to her in much the same way as with her former charges. Something inside Pam was broken. She needed Galmadriel’s help almost as much as the former angel needed hers.  

With the adrenaline ebbing, Galmadriel began to take in more of her surroundings. It came as a bit of a shock when she glanced out the window expecting to see the gray and brown tones of late March and, instead, saw a vista of gently undulating, daisy-studded grass. She must have lost two, maybe three months in what had felt like the blink of an eye. Where had she been all that time? 

Slumping back in the seat, Galmadriel ran back over the debacle that had led her here. None of her actions at the bridge were sanctioned by the collective that governed over guardian angel activities. The powers that be would never have let her attempt such a thing had they known. The plan was reckless and brilliant; too bad she hadn’t quite pulled it off.

Even knowing she would have to explain her choices to her superiors and probably pay penance, Galmadriel had intended to use the all’s-well-that-ends-well defense. Unfortunately, she never got the chance. Instead, the bridge’s moorings failed, and in the ensuing chaos, she fell. Not the kind of fall where you get up, nurse a skinned knee and get back on the horse—the kind where everyone back home, if they spoke of her at all, it would be in hushed tones and using the term fallen angel.  

Fast forward to now and here she was: worried about turning evil, missing weeks of time, stuck inside a human body, and unable to go home. Definitely not an ends-well situation.

And to top it all off, she had to pee. 

––––––––
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SPENDING A MILLENNIUM as a guardian angel had taught Galmadriel everything she thought she needed to know about life on earth. Odd customs, strange habits, and societal norms all fell within the scope of her knowledge. However, an hour walking in human shoes proved knowing a thing and living it were two entirely different prospects.

Logically, she knew she should focus on long-term goals of finding shelter and a means of financial support. Too bad her flesh and bone body was all about the short term problems. Unless she was mistaken, the gnawing sensation in her gut meant finding food was number one with a bullet on her priority list.

There are no coincidences; any angel will tell you that. Her glance fell on the Help Wanted sign propped in the truck’s window, and she remembered the business name emblazoned across the side of the truck: Just Desserts. Dessert was food, right? 

Two birds, one stone.

“I would like to help.” At Pam’s blank look, Galmadriel gestured toward the sign. A slight upward twitch of one brow signaled Pam’s surprise.

“Do you have any experience?”

“Not as such, but I have served mankind for thousands of years,” Galmadriel’s wry smile was an attempt to cover the bitterness she felt at being rejected from her home, “and look where it has gotten me.” 

Lips twitching and head tilted, Pam assessed Galmadirel who clasped her hands tightly together to stop them from trembling. “I still don’t think you’ve told us your name.” 

“Galmadriel.” 

Before she could stop herself, Pam asked, “Your parents lose a bet with the naming fairies?”

Where does she think I’m from? Galmadriel thought indignantly, Neverland? “There are no fairies in...” It took a moment for the sarcasm to register, “Funny.” 

“You got a nickname? Something a little less...” Pam flapped a hand and Galmadriel thought she was trying hard not to say the word ‘weird’. 

Nickname? It took a few seconds for Galmadriel’s mind to supply the concept before racing through several possibilities. Gallie...Gaddie? Ugh, no. Madriel. Worse. Addie...Maddie? No. No. No.

“Adriel. You can call me Adriel.” If she was going to be stuck with a new human life, she might as well have a new name to go along with it. Yes, Adriel would do nicely, and she made a mental note to think of herself that way from now on.

Years behind a counter selling pastries had turned Pam into a shrewd judge of character. One who knew Adriel had chosen her new name right on the spot. For her part, Adriel did her best to look like someone intrinsically honest and capable who was reeling from some recent calamity. Because that is exactly who she was. You know—minus the huge secret about her past. Oh, and the possibility of following in the footsteps of other fallen angels and turning evil.  

“So which is it? Man, family, or the law?”

“Pardon?” Adriel wrinkled her forehead in confusion. 

Pam sighed “I can see you’re in trouble, probably on the run, and if I take you on, I need to know what kind of trouble and how long before it comes knocking on my door.” 

“I am quite alone in this world and have broken no laws here. You will not have any trouble from me.” Her words were nothing more than the truth. Adriel met Pam’s questioning gaze with a level look, then waited for judgment. As close as she tried to keep her emotions, Pam’s face betrayed them. She wanted to believe—Adriel could see that—but there was still a hint of skepticism.

Pam took her time answering.

“Fine, I’ll give you a shot. I just need you to fill out some employment forms.”

Employment forms. Adriel rummaged around in her memory for the meaning. When she found it, her stomach dropped. “Employment forms?” She repeated in order to buy some time to figure out how she would deal with her lack of verifiable identity. Nothing came to mind as Hamlin skillfully maneuvered the converted delivery van down a narrow alley running behind a series of connected buildings. He parked the truck, shot Adriel an encouraging look over his shoulder, and disappeared through a gray door. 

“Come inside,” Threading her way past wheeled racks, Pam detoured into her cluttered office to retrieve a thin folder from a full to bulging file cabinet. Calling out a greeting to someone named Wiletta, Pam gestured for Ariel to take a seat at a tile-topped bistro table positioned near the pastry case. 

The first thing that hit Adriel was the sweet aromas of sugar and yeast. Her gut churned out a response. Whatever went with that intoxicating scent, she wanted to wrap herself up in it and wallow.  

Pam slapped the folder down on the mottled-blue Formica and took a seat. “I’ll need to ask you a few questions about....” Then she noticed Adriel, arms folded across her middle to ease the aching emptiness, eying the case with a lascivious stare. 

“Have you eaten today?” Pam’s curiosity increased by the minute.

“No,” Adriel admitted while the gnawing feeling grew more intense, and a strange growling noise erupted from her belly. She looked down in consternation before turning her flaming face away from Pam’s amused stare.  

Bustling back behind the counter, Pam pulled a loaf of crusty bread from some hidden area, cut a generous slice, and slathered it with butter. A handful of grapes and some slices of cheese joined the plated bread on a small tray, which she carried back to the table after adding two coffee mugs and a pot of decaf. 

Pushing the plate across, she poured two cups from the steaming pot. Though it was not the first time Adriel had smelled the enticing aroma of brewed coffee, it was the first time she had ever connected the sense of scent to hunger—or to a desire to gulp down copious amounts of the dark brew. 

She hesitated even though the food called to her like a siren to a sailor.

“My pockets are empty.”

Pam merely pointed to the plate and barked out a command, “Eat.” Fierce of face, she expected compliance.

After the first tentative bite, Adriel closed her eyes to better savor her initial experience with the sense of taste. This was simple fare and yet, the lightly salted butter melted on her tongue to perfectly compliment the textures of the aromatic bread—chewy, crisp crust around a pillowy, moist interior. Next, she sampled a bit of the cheese and found it pungent with complex layers of sharpness. When the first grape burst sweetly between her teeth, she nearly cried from the basic pleasure of eating the tart fruit. Her concentration narrowed to this single act, and she quickly demolished the contents of the plate.

“Feel better?” Pam asked with a raised eyebrow and an indulgent twinkle in her eye, after watching her prospective new employee mop up the last remaining bread crumbs with a fingertip and pop them into her mouth. 

“Yes, thank you.” The words seemed inadequate. Food was one aspect of being human Adriel could grow to like.

Sliding the plate out of the way, Pam opened the folder to pull out a sheaf of papers. She flipped them over and slid them across the table, along with a pen pulled from an apron pocket, before excusing herself to help Hamlin finish restocking the mobile bakery. 

Though she busied herself for the next ten minutes, Pam’s gaze weighed heavy on Adriel every time she passed by. She kept one eye on the folder while simultaneously appraising a tray of maple glazed donuts studded with bits of bacon Wiletta slid into a spotlessly polished glass case. 

A good ten minutes passed before Adriel pulled the folder open to leaf through its contents, reading each sheet of paper carefully before returning it to the pile. Finding gainful employment was going to be a lot harder than she thought.

“Something wrong?” Pam ignored Hamlin, who was making exaggerated gestures toward his watch in an attempt to hurry things along. 

“I’m sorry. I can’t do this.” Adriel flipped the folder closed with a final pat. 

“It’s a standard W-2 and an employment history. What parts are giving you trouble?”

“All of it. I can’t give you my former address, or any of the forms of identification on the list, and my employment history only includes a very long but unpaid position.” 

“So you are in trouble.” 

“Not exactly.” A dull throb pulsed painfully in Adriel’s temple. What could she say that would sound plausible? She didn’t want to prevaricate but who would believe the entire truth? Saying “I am an angel who fell out of heaven and I forgot to bring my wallet” was more likely to land her in trouble than get her a job. Not least because she had never owned a wallet in the first place. 

“This is my first day as a...here.” Could I sound more stupid? Adriel wondered. She stood to leave, “I’ve been turned out from my home, and now I am adrift in the world with nothing but the clothes on my back. Your sign said you need help, and I can help, but not if I have to fill out the forms or answer questions about my past. Tell me what I can do to repay you for the food before I leave.” The words came out of her in a rush. It was the best she had to offer and it was a total failure. She was a total failure. 

For a moment there was silence as Pam flashed her best pointed stare, presumably to search for evidence of a lie. Chin up with just a hint of pride, Adriel stood firm under the scrutiny. Her words were the simple truth, or as much of it as she felt safe to provide. She turned toward the door.

“No, stay. I’m not sending you out to live in the street.” Not when you clearly wouldn’t last a day. That last bit Pam kept to herself, but no special powers were needed to read between those lines. “I have an idea if you’re willing to work for room and board.”

“Thank you.” Grateful tears stung Adriel’s eyes for a second before she blinked them back. “Room and board? What kind of board? Like oak or cherry?” 

Pam rolled her eyes. “Look, I own a small cabin about half a mile from here. It needs work and a good cleaning, but you can stay there rent free in return for a bit of DIY.”

“DIY?” 

“Do It Yourself—fixing up the place. It’s not much but it has the basic amenities and the roof doesn’t leak, so you’ll be warm and dry.”

“Is that where the board comes in? You want me to use it to fix up the cabin?” Okay, so a millennium around humans had not provided Adriel with every concept. 

Pam grinned, “Room and board means I’ll supply your meals in return for the work on the cabin—where you will stay.” She tilted her head, “You’ll need a little spending money, too. If you can work a cash register and handle a tray, you can take the lunch crowd a couple days a week—as long as you don’t mind working for tips. We serve soup and sandwiches from 11 am to 2 pm every day. You can fill in on the days we do an afternoon run in the truck.” 

“Tips?”

“When you provide good service, people pay extra money like a reward. Where did you say you came from again?” 

This topic needed to be put to rest. “Somewhere far away from here where it seems I am no longer welcome.” Pam reached across the table to give Adriel’s hand a pat. Sympathy flowed through the touch of her skin, “You’ll tell me about it when you’re ready, but for now, I don’t need to know.”

With the decision made, Pam pushed away from the table and got back to business.

“Hamlin, go on ahead with the truck. I’ll get Adriel settled and meet you in Saint’s Square.” She hustled Adriel out the door and into a Jeep parked a few spaces away.. 

The moment the door shut behind her passenger, Pam stabbed the gas. The Jeep shot down the street like a rocket. A little over half a mile later, she tromped on the brake with equal force and whipped into a short, rutted driveway where Adriel got the first glimpse of her new home. Cabin had been a kind word for the building. Shack would have been more appropriate. Honestly, hovel wasn’t far off the mark.

What little paint had once coated the weathered exterior had deteriorated to no more than peeled shavings still in the process of being whisked from the surface by the wind. A pair of non-matching windows flanked the door, one painted red and the other blue. Still, the roof line was straight, and the porch floor felt solid and true. 

Turning the key in the lock, Pam shot a sympathetic look over her shoulder and cautioned, “The last person to live here was a pack rat. Just be warned.” The door swung open. With trepidation Adriel followed her new landlord inside. 

Talking quickly now, Pam pointed out the few positive features of the tiny cabin. “The range and refrigerator are newish, and there’s one of those stackable washer/dryer combos in the bathroom. There are clean sheets and blankets in the chest at the foot of the bed.” 

“Bed?”

“Through that door.” Pam gestured toward the opposite end of the cabin, but all there was to see was box after box piled to the ceiling, leaving only a maze-like path between them. 

“Door?” Adriel repeated blankly. 

“It’s there behind the wall of boxes. A little cleaning could make this into a cute place.“

“A little cleaning?” Adriel felt like a parrot stuck on repeat. Pam deserved a prize for understatement of the year—maybe for the century. “What do the boxes contain?”

“Probably a bunch of junk. My uncle lived here until...early onset dementia set in a few years ago; I had to put him into a nursing home this spring and since he had no kids of his own, all of this,” she waved a hand expansively, “turned into my problem. There’s been no time to even think about sorting it all out.” 

“Sisyphus would have chosen his rock compared to this task,” Adriel muttered. 

“Who?” Pam’s brow wrinkled. “Did everyone have a weird name where you come from? I’ll bet you grew up in a commune. That would explain a lot.” 

“Sisyphus? Mythological figure sentenced to push a large boulder up the same hill every day for eternity, and no, I did not grow up.” Catching the raised eyebrow Pam shot her, Adriel quickly added, “in a commune.” 

Pam threaded her way through the piles of detritus to the one space in the cabin that was relatively clear: the kitchenette. Mismatched lower cabinets sprawled from the refrigerator in one corner to the stove in the other, with the sink halfway between. The upper cabinets were all the same except for the handles. Adriel watched impassively while Pam reached down behind the small range and presumably switched on the gas. Once each burner had been tested, she moved on to plug in the fridge. 

“Let me just get the water turned on and fire up the water heater.” She grabbed a couple of tools from a drawer near the sink, then bit her lip as she looked around critically. “I’ll stop by Bud’s Shop Rite on my way home and pick up a few essential items. This mess is worse than I remembered. Sorting through the boxes alone will be enough to earn you a year’s worth of rent. I’ll stock up the fridge.” She pulled open a few cabinets to see of there might be any usable foodstuffs left in them.

Her eyes met Adriel’s, chagrin on her face when she found nothing more than a dozen cans of something called SPAM. “And the cabinets. And some cleaning supplies. And I’ll have the phone line reconnected.” Twisting her body to reach under the sink, Pam did whatever it was she needed to do. Adriel couldn’t tell, other than that it involved some banging and a fair amount of cussing. 

Satisfied, finally, Pam brushed a bit of dust from her hair and turned on the tap. Whooshing noises preceded sporadic gushes of water before the flow settled into a solid stream. Adriel watched Pam duck behind a stand of boxes. From what Adriel assumed was the bathroom came a series of similar noises followed by a faint, “All set.”

“I’ll be back later,” Pam called over her shoulder as she breezed out the door leaving Adriel to look around her new home. As an angel, being thankful was eternally ingrained into her the very molecules of her being; however, today she was no longer an angel, and neither was she thankful. Disgusted, annoyed, and abandoned were closer to the description.
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