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“Life isn't about waiting for the storm to pass; it's about learning to dance in the rain.”

— Vivian Green
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Becky snuggled closer to Patrick and went deeper into a peaceful slumber. It was the weekend after all and she wanted to stay in that loving fuzzy place as long as possible. Her husband was so warm and sweet while the air in the house was chilly. The combination created just the right conditions for blissful, restful sleep.

"Becky, oh Becky," the shrill but singsong voice tugged at her. "Woo-hoo, I know you can hear me, dear. Can I please stop by for a visit?"

Dang it! Becky silently groaned.

It was her ghost mother! Would Joyce Tibbs ever learn that she should wait for an invitation before popping in on her children?

"I know," Joyce crooned. "I'm supposed to wait for an invitation but I'm not actually breaking the rules, I'm calling out to you and waiting for you to invite me in to visit." Her mother giggled at her own ingenuity.

Leave it to my mother to use any loophole she can find to break the rules and get her way.

"Come on, honey," Joyce coaxed. "Invite your poor old mom to meet you in the kitchen. The coffee timer has already gone off and your first cup is waiting for you."

"Oh, all right," Becky grumbled as she reluctantly left Patrick's warmth and flipped back the covers on her side of the bed. "Yikes!" she softly gasped when her toes touched the cold floor. "This house is freezing!"

"It is December, Becky. It gets very cold in Asheville during the winter months," Joyce quickly reminded.

Becky wondered why Joyce made remarks about things that she already knew. She bit her tongue to keep from making a critical response and for fear of waking her husband. Becky found her favorite robe and slippers and stumbled down the stairs to the first floor where she checked the thermostat. Then she turned up the dial causing the furnace to roar to life.

Once in the kitchen, she poured a cup of the hot brew and snarkily replied, "What is it, Mother? What is so important that you had to wake me up when I was sleeping so well? I truly hate to wake up that way."

"You don't have to be rude, Becky. I am just worried about you. Can't a mother check on her youngest daughter on occasion? How are you doing anyway? Is everything in your life going well?"

"Everything is just fine, Mother."

"Is everything about married life the way you hoped it would be?" Joyce probed.

Then, she giggled as she recalled the early years of her marriage to Justin. They had been very happy and madly in love, just like Patrick and Becky.

Young love! Joyce silently reminisced.

Yet even while making the comparison it didn't occur to Joyce that she and Justin had also liked to be left alone, especially on the weekends when the store was closed on Sunday. Thoughts about the antique store prompted Joyce's next question, "How is the store doing? Are sales good this time of year?"

Becky was used to her mother flitting from topic to topic and she tried to keep her on track, "What brought you here for a visit today, Mother? Is something wrong? Have you heard or seen something that would cause you to worry about me?"

"Oh, nothing in particular," Joyce replied. "You know how it is in the spirit world. Just titters here and there, just wisps of information floating by about everything and nothing. Sometimes about the living people we love. Those tidbits can be difficult to catch onto. Other times they are more detailed. I just wanted to check on you, Becky. Is everything all right with you and your husband?"

The question unnerved Becky. After the year they'd just had...after almost losing Patrick to a traumatic brain injury, Becky now knew disaster could strike at any time. Her heart fluttered in her chest but the responses she was getting from Joyce irritated her.

"Mother, you're being annoyingly cryptic as usual and it's alarming me. And no, I do not know how it is in the spirit world. I am still among the living. Did you hear something that might affect me...or Patrick?" The question came out as a gasp of fear. "Did you hear something about Bobby and Hillary? Or Barbara and Christopher? Are you here to warn me about some danger around the corner for one of us?"

"You know very well that spirits can't give warnings, young lady. Life happens as it must to each of us."

"Then why are you here?" Becky's voice reflected that she had lost her patience. She felt frightened and she wanted answers. "Just tell me!"

"I have nothing to tell," Joyce shrilled in frustration. She had hoped her visit with Becky would be different this time. Her voice caused the lights to flicker. "I can see that my casual visit has only upset you and is unwelcome so I will just go. Honestly, Becky, when are you going to just accept that I love you and I want to check in on you sometimes?"

"Mother, you said you were worried about me; that indicates that you heard something that will affect my happiness so just spill it."

"There is nothing to tell," Joyce defended. "I'm going now. Call me if you want to have a reasonable conversation. Goodbye, Becky."

Joyce was gone in a flash however Becky's worried whisper still reached her ears, "You mean there is nothing that you can tell me!" 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2

[image: ]




Joyce's visit had truly unnerved Becky. She knew her mother too well and she knew that Joyce was crafty enough to bend the rules of the afterlife when she wanted to. Joyce knew something even if she couldn't or wouldn't say what it was. That meant her visit was still a warning.

Becky pushed the miserable worries away and decided she would prepare a large breakfast for her family. She picked up the phone to invite her brother Bobby and his new wife Hillary to come over for the meal. After they agreed to come, she got busy making a fresh pan of biscuits to serve with bacon, eggs, and sausage.

It was not the whole foods diet like she had tried to maintain for the last year or so but the frigid weather demanded fats to fuel the body and keep it warm. Plus, she knew that Patrick and Bobby would certainly appreciate the country breakfast.

Heck, she silently giggled, who and I trying to kid; Hillary will love it too!

Bobby and Hillary arrived with their Dalmatian ghost pup, Rings. Becky's ghost kitten, Prissy, hurried downstairs to greet them and the pets' happy yowling and yipping of their reunion began.

Although Patrick was still asleep when their guests arrived, the sound of the wood clanging in the firebox while Bobby built a fire, soon awakened him. When he realized Becky was not in bed beside him, Patrick quickly dressed and came downstairs.

"You left me up there all alone," he whispered after he greeted Becky with a good morning kiss. "Why did you get up so early? I thought we were sleeping in today."

"We were supposed to sleep in too until your wife called," Bobby jokingly grumbled.

"I had an unexpected visitor," Becky began to explain.

"Don't tell me Mom showed up," Bobby protested.

"Who else could it have been?" Becky responded. "Besides, she didn't just show up, she called to me until I invited her to the kitchen."

"What did she want?" Patrick and Bobby asked at the same time, causing Hillary to giggle.

"I know what I want," Hills interjected, "I want and need a cup of coffee. We came over as soon as Becky called and I haven't had a cup yet."

"I didn't mean to disrupt everyone's day," Becky apologized.

"Oh no, sweetie," Hillary rushed to soothe her bestie, "You didn't. Apparently, your mom did though."

"So, what did she want?" Patrick repeated.

"She wouldn't exactly say," Becky admitted. "However, I know her well enough to know that she overheard something in the spirit world that has her worried about one of us. Her exact words were, 'I was just worried about you.' When I asked for more details she played the afterlife card and reminded me it was forbidden to forewarn the living. So, I don't have any answers. I only have worries now too. Did she try to visit you, Bobby?"

"Ha-ha-ha," Bobby uproariously laughed. "You're the softie, not me! With our protection up, she can't visit me or Barbara without a real invitation. You always cave and invite her. She wouldn't dare ask me if she could visit. We plan to keep it that way, don't we, Hills."

"So far, so good, my man," Hillary smiled as she took the cup of coffee from her husband and took a sip. "Mm, so good. Both you and the coffee," she teased.

Bobby and Hillary were still very much in the honeymoon phase of their marriage. Becky smiled at their antics and then her gaze followed Patrick as he moved around the kitchen to inspect what she had already prepared for breakfast.

He opened the oven to check the biscuits. He liked his lightly brown on top. They were almost ready so he asked, "Who wants eggs? I see that Becky already has the bacon and sausage cooked and in the warmer. I'll fry up the eggs to order. Tell me now. I'm starving and ready to eat."

"Fried over easy for both me and Hills," Bobby answered.

"You already know how I like mine, honey," Becky added.

"Will you butter the biscuits, babe?" he asked as he smiled at his wife. "Stop worrying about this, please. Your mother is a drama queen, just like mine. Whatever she heard could be years away even if it was about any of us." Then Patrick called out, "Hillary, your eggs are ready. Bobby, you're up next."

Becky brought a platter of hot buttered biscuits to the table while Patrick brought their plates of eggs. She went around once to top off everyone's coffee and then joined them at the dining table. Patrick said grace and they began to eat.

After he'd downed two fried eggs, three pieces of bacon, and a biscuit, Bobby stuffed half a sausage link in his mouth and garbled out, "Patrick is right, Becky. Our mother is a drama queen. She uses all kinds of excuses to wheedle her way back into our lives. I bet Mom hopes that she piqued your interest enough that you will invite her back again. She always does something dramatic during the Christmas season because it was her favorite time of the year. I suppose she misses the family times we had during the holidays. Please, just promise me that you won't let it bother you. Only invite her to visit you when you want to, Becky. Don't do it because she made some mystifying remarks to you today."

"All right, Bobby, I'll try," Becky agreed. "Still, I can't help but feel it was a warning of some kind even if I don't know what it is."

"Maybe it is a warning, Becks," Hills cajoled, "but without knowing more about it, there is nothing you can do. Even if you could figure out what your mother was hinting about and even if you knew exactly what it was, would it make any difference? We can't change the future. One thing is for sure, worrying about it won't change a thing."

Becky heard Zetmeh, her primary spirit guide whisper:

Hillary is correct, my dear. Que Será, Será. Whatever will be, will be, my pet.

"Now," Patrick suggested, "let's all help clear the dishes so we can enjoy the fire Bobby built."

"Hot cocoa, anyone?" Becky asked.

"Sounds great!" three eager voices replied.
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Monday, as Becky prepared to leave for work, Prissy jumped into the flannel-lined straw bag that Becky used as a carrier. Prissy was feeling lonely after the playdate with Rings the day before. The ghost kitten was letting Becky know she wanted to go to work with her. Becky laughed but after she had put on her coat and gathered her purse and keys, she picked up the straw tote bag too.

Even though the Pandemic was still in full force and seemed to get worse during the cold winter months, the restrictions were more relaxed in Asheville and around the world. It had now been two years of the Covid virus and some people still wore their masks and practiced social distancing while others never did and never would.
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