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        “Calamity (Callie) Barnstable is a character that you know you’d love to meet in real life. Smart, endearingly human, she tackles her latest complex case with energy and determination. I look forward to more outings.”—Maureen Jennings, author of the Murdoch Mysteries.

      

      

      
        
        “An absorbing tale centered around Calamity Barnstable’s investigation into the cold cases of three missing women. Callie proves to be a complex and feisty protagonist with a wicked sense of humor and a dogged need to uncover the truth.”—Brenda Chapman, author of the Stonechild and Rouleau police procedurals and the Hunter and Tate mystery series

      

      

      
        
        “Some cold cases grab at the heart strings, and three women missing for decades is one. A daughter just looking for answers about her mother’s disappearance sets Callie Barnstable on a journey uncovering curious connections, personal insights, and an engaging mystery.” —Kathleen Costa, Kings River Life Magazine.

      

      

      
        
        “Calamity's back! And while she investigates the cold-case disappearance of three seemingly-unrelated young women, she grapples with ghosts from her own—and her mother’s—past. A compelling page-turner.”—Winona Kent, author of the Jason Davey mystery series

      

      

      
        
        "With three women missing, a new assistant to train, and a break up to deal with, Callie Barnstable has a lot on her plate! When her current case collides with past investigations, Callie must dive deeper into Marketville’s secrets to find the truth of what happened to these women—including a mother who vanished one day, much like her own. A cleverly plotted, intricately woven story.”— Allison Dore, host of The Breakdown, Sirius XM
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        Skeletons in the Attic (#1)

      

        

      
        “A smartly constructed mystery in the good old-fashioned and highly readable sense.” — Jack Batten, The Toronto Star

      

        

      
        “A thought-provoking, haunting tale of decades-old deception.” —Annette Dashofy, author of the Zoe Chambers mystery series

      

      

      
        
        Past & Present (#2)

      

        

      
        “A tense, emotionally gripping, multifaceted mystery that serves both as a perfect continuation of Callie's life story and as a fine stand-alone read for newcomers.” — Midwest Book Review

      

        

      
        “A well-crafted story that keeps readers engaged as history blends into the present.” — Debra H. Goldstein, author of the Sarah Blair mystery series

      

      

      
        
        A Fool’s Journey (#3)

      

        

      
        “A compelling page-turning mystery you won’t want to miss.” – Rick Mofina, author of The Lying House

      

        

      
        “A well-crafted mystery with fabulous characters and a series of twists and turns that keep you hooked until the end.” — Mike Martin, author of the Sgt. Windflower mystery series
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        The Hanged Man’s Noose (#1)

      

        

      
        “A small town with a dark past, its inhabitants full of secrets, a ruthless developer, and an intrepid reporter with secrets of her own come together to create a can’t-put-down-read.”—Vicki Delany, author of the Sherlock Holmes Bookshop mystery series

      

        

      
        “Well-plotted, well-paced and just plain well done!”—Elizabeth J. Duncan, author of the Shakespeare in the Catskills mystery series

      

      

      
        
        A Hole in One (#2)

      

        

      
        “A twisty tale chock full of clues and red herrings, antiques and secrets, and relationships that aren’t what they seem.” — Jane K. Cleland, author of the Josie Prescott Antiques mysteries and Mastering Plot Twists

      

        

      
        “A well-constructed, well-paced mystery tale grounded in an eclectic cast of characters.” Jim Napier for The Ottawa Review of Books

      

      

      
        
        Where There’s A Will (#3)

      

        

      
        “An intriguing and unputdownable tale of reality TV, real estate, and long-simmering grudges that will leave cozy mystery fans completely satisfied.” — Lois Winston, author of the Anastasia Pollack Crafting mysteries

      

        

      
        “The perfect finish to the Glass Dolphin series—classic characters, twists and turns, a hint of romance, a real estate bidding war, and a haunted house.”— Susan Van Kirk, bestselling author of the Endurance and Sweet Iron mystery series
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      I’ve read that our dreams are the mind’s way of processing our emotions. I’m not sure if that’s true, but for the first time in a very long while, I dreamt of my mother.

      I was about five, standing on a footstool in our sunshine-yellow kitchen, my mom baking a white cake and letting me lick the bowl. She was young, early twenties, her long blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail, a few tendrils wisping around her heart-shaped face. I was laughing at something she said when her eyes changed from blue to brown, her hair to short, curly, and iron gray, and I knew I’d been tricked, that the woman I’d been baking with wasn’t my mother but my grandmother. And then my grandmother morphed back into my mother again, only this time I was crying, huge, racking sobs, and the cake was sitting on the counter, burned black beyond recognition.

      I woke up, my face wet with tears, my body slick with perspiration, and tapped my phone. 5:55. Earlier than I usually got up, but I couldn’t imagine trying to fall back asleep. The 5:55 was also disconcerting. I’m not a superstitious person, but it seemed that I was seeing a lot of 5-5-5 lately. I’d noticed it on license plates, house numbers, things I didn’t usually pay attention to.

      Misty Rivers, a self-proclaimed psychic, would know. She’d helped me at Past & Present Investigations with several cases, most notably the Brandon Colbeck investigation, where her knowledge of tarot had been instrumental in finding the truth. She would know what to make of 5-5-5 and maybe my dream. But Misty had moved to Vancouver Island, happily married to a man she’d met on a blind date. It had been months since we’d texted or emailed, let alone talked.

      But that didn’t mean I couldn’t email her now. I made myself a cup of tea, sat down at my desktop, opened my email, entered Question for You in the Subject line, and started typing.

      
        
        Hey Misty, it’s been too long, hope all is well with you and Alan.

      

      

      I stopped. For the life of me I couldn’t remember if his name was spelled Allen, Alan, or Allan. I backtracked, deleted Alan, entered your hubby and then got to the purpose of the message.

      
        
        I’ve been seeing the numbers 5-5-5 everywhere. I glance at the clock on the stove, 5:55. Notice the license plate of the car parked in front of me at the mall, ending in 555. Got a flyer for a new all-day breakfast diner at 555 Poplar. Eggstravaganza. Catchy, if you enjoy a good pun, though they’ll need good food and better prices to last.

        But back to the point. This morning, after waking from a very strange dream about my mother, my grandmother, and a burned cake, I checked my phone and the time was 5:55. I seem to recall you telling me that seeing number sequences had some meaning, but I can’t remember what or why. I suppose I could google it, but I don’t trust any of those sites. How do I know they’re legit? Or that they won’t plant spyware or something worse in my computer? It’s the kind of thing Ben was always warning me about when I’m researching a case.

        Of course, it could all be attributed to coincidence, but…anyway, I’d love your opinion on it. Am I reading too much into this whole 5-5-5 business? Tell me yes and I’ll forget any of it ever happened.

        Best,

        Callie

      

      

      I read it over, went back and changed Ben was to Ben is, and not just because it was grammatically correct. I wasn’t ready to tell anyone that Ben and I had parted ways and knowing Misty, she’d read between the lines and start asking questions of her own. On a whim, I added a description of my odd burned-cake dream to the email, hit send, slipped into the shower and scrubbed until my skin felt raw. And then I kept on scrubbing.
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      Rule number one. Don’t ask a question if you don’t want an honest answer.

      I asked Ben anyway. “I take it we’re still fighting?”

      “We’d have to be in a relationship to be fighting.”

      And there you had it. Ben Benedetti was the man I thought I might have a future with, at least until now. It would appear the Barnstable Valentine’s Day curse was alive and well.

      At least he didn’t kiss me on the forehead on his way out.

      I hated when men did that.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Valentine’s Day and I have a long history, none of it happy. My mother disappeared on Valentine’s Day and nothing good has happened to me on February 14 since. Abandonment issues? Yeah, pretty obvious why I can’t, or maybe won’t, stay in a relationship, right? Loser radar, I used to call it, though Ben isn’t a loser. We just want different things. Or maybe we want the same things at different times.

      Perhaps there’s a chance for us yet. The thought gives me hope, and I’m surprised at how much I want to grasp at it. I shook my head to clear it of the notion. The reality is I’m alone in more ways than one, and I have love to thank for it.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I was staring into my cabinets, wondering what to have for breakfast, when my landline rang. I perked up. Clients called the landline and business has been slow. I get robocalls on the line too, but I didn’t glance at the call display. I might not have answered if I had.

      It was my grandmother, Yvette Osgoode. I hadn’t seen her since the summer of 2019, a tension-filled meeting in the Toronto law office of Leith Hampton for the reading of my great-grandmother, Olivia Osgoode’s, will. I remembered my grandfather’s face, bright as a bowl of borscht, my grandmother, spine ramrod straight, her eyes averted, unable to face his wrath, my pain. Avoidance at its finest.

      “Calamity,” she said, “It’s been too long.”

      Too long was a matter of opinion. Why was she calling me now?

      I’d accepted that neither set of grandparents wanted anything to do with me, their only grandchild. Part of the reason was my late father’s stubbornness. He’d never forgiven the Barnstables or the Osgoodes for turning their backs on a pair of teenagers with a baby on the way. It wasn’t until after he’d died in an “unfortunate workplace accident” that I discovered I had grandparents who were not only alive, but quite well and thriving.

      The discovery hasn’t brought us any closer. It seems I have the same stubborn streak as James David Barnstable. Daddy would be proud.
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      I took a deep breath. “Yvette,” I said, “to what do I owe the pleasure?”

      If my grandmother detected the note of sarcasm in my voice, she chose to ignore it. Yvette was a master when it came to ignoring anyone or anything she deemed remotely unpleasant.

      “Your grandfather and I are selling our house in Moore Gate Manor,” she said. “Downsizing, the real estate agents call it.”

      Moore Gate Manor was in the nosebleed rich section of Lakeside, a former resort community bordering Lake Miakoda. It had been steadfastly developing over the past two decades, though the last three years had seen unprecedented growth. If there was a square foot of land remaining that hadn’t been built on, or up, there were plans to develop it, and the more density the builder could pack in, the better. The Osgoode McMansion, however, was in a gated enclave featuring manicured gardens, interlocking brick driveways, six-car garages, and the occasional moat. Okay, there weren’t any moats. But there would be if Teslas needed further security. I wondered if the inevitable explosion of strip malls, dollar stores, and gridlocked traffic outside the enclave had prompted my grandparents’ desire to move.

      “Downsizing,” I said, instead, and waited for Yvette to elaborate. Not that I wasn’t curious about the where, when, and why, but the Barnstable in me was too stubborn to ask.

      “Your grandfather felt it was the right time to leave Lakeside.”

      Her tone told me she wasn’t convinced, and I wondered how long they’d argued over the decision. My grandmother had an occasional flash of steely resolve, but Corbin Osgoode was a man used to getting his own way. It was what had made him a millionaire many times over. That and his ruthless disregard for anyone but himself.

      “What about Osgoode Construction?” I asked, before I could stop myself.

      “We’re in the process of selling it as well. Your grandfather and I are still on the green side of eighty, but not by much, and it’s not as if we have anyone to leave it to.”

      I bit back a response. Was Yvette unaware that she’d just dismissed her only grandchild as being unworthy to inherit? I wasn’t going to be the one to remind her. And if it was an intentional slight, I wasn’t going to let her know just how much it stung. Not that I wanted their money, any more than my parents had. They’d both gone to their graves without giving in. I planned to follow their lead.

      “What about the employees?”

      I could almost hear Yvette’s shrug at the question. “I’m sure they’ll find other jobs. And they’ll get severance packages.”

      Spoken like someone who’s never had to work a day in her life, never felt the pressure of diminishing prospects and past-due rent. Never had to work at a dead-end call center job at a bank so wealthy, one day’s losses wouldn’t put a dent in its bottom line. She continued before I had a chance to offer an opinion.

      “As you can imagine, there’s a lot involved. Legalities and whatnot.”

      “I’m sure Leith Hampton will take care of the fine print.”

      A long pause, then, “We’re not using Hampton & Associates. Corbin felt it would be better to have a local law firm handle the matter.”

      Which meant my grandfather still wasn’t over the terms of my great-grandmother’s will. I felt a perverse sense of satisfaction in knowing that despite his best efforts, Olivia Osgoode’s wishes had been respected, and I’d remained the main beneficiary.

      I wondered how much money Corbin had squandered in legal fees before conceding he had no case. My guess was more than the estate had been worth, maybe by a wide margin. But Corbin’s fight had never been about the money. If every dime had gone to her caretakers at the Cedar County Retirement Residence, or some obscure, and possibly illicit, charity, that he could have accepted. Anyone but the child of the man who’d impregnated his daughter. The fact that my father had raised me on his own after my mother disappeared had done nothing to soften his position.

      Which brought me back to my original question. Why, after all this time, was my grandmother calling? And what, if anything, did selling the house in Moore Gate Manor have to do with me?
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      Everyone tells a story in their own way, and, with rare exceptions, no one starts at the beginning. That’s the one thing I’ve learned from working at a call center and running Past & Present Investigations these past five years. I waited. Silence is a powerful tool.

      I didn’t have to wait long.

      “The thing about downsizing,” my grandmother said, “is that you’re forced to go through every closet and cupboard, and this house has plenty of both. We’ve been here since 1979, you can imagine the things we’ve accumulated.”

      I looked around my pared-down surroundings and bit back a snort. I live and work from a narrow two-story, two-bedroom Victorian on the dodgy end of Edward Street in Marketville’s business section. My real estate agent, Poppy Spencer, had assured me that closets of any size in a house with this much character—realtor speak for “old and tiny”—were a bonus. I’d be hard-pressed to spend more than fifteen minutes clearing either one. Even so, I knew all about digging through belongings and dredging up the past. Sixteen Snapdragon Circle, the house I’d inherited from my father, the one that had brought me from Toronto to Marketville, had been filled with my parents’ secrets, including an actual skeleton in the attic.

      “I can imagine,” I said, pushing aside the memories. “Have you hired someone to help you declutter?”

      That garnered me a dry chuckle. “You’d think so, wouldn’t you, and if Corbin had his way, that’s the route we’d be taking. But I can’t bring myself to let a stranger go through our things. Besides, I’m finding it quite cathartic, rummaging through the T-shirts and trinkets. I’ve been making three piles: keep, donate, and trash. That’s what all the experts recommend. And I find we have surprisingly little trash. There are so many places to donate these days. I suppose there are so many in need, though your grandfather would call them handouts.” She sighed. “I’m not sure that I disagree.”

      Patience has never been one of my virtues and I was beginning to lose what little I had. “Not everyone is born to a life of privilege,” I said, not quite biting back the snark. And not everyone wants it, I could have added, but didn’t. Yvette knew that as well as anyone. After all, it was her daughter who’d run away from it.

      Another dry chuckle, then, “I’m well aware, and I’m not calling to debate you on it.”

      My last vestige of patience dissipated. “Then why are you calling, Yvette? Because I can’t imagine you’d find me trustworthy enough to clean your closets.”

      “Don’t be tiresome, Calamity. I’ve never once intimated you weren’t trustworthy.”

      “I believe your husband might disagree with you on that one.”

      “This isn’t about your grandfather. It’s about your mother.”

      “What about her?”

      “We’ve kept her bedroom like a bit of a shrine, complete with the frilly mauve bedspread and posters of Andy Gibb and Shaun Cassidy.”

      Who? A few taps on my cell revealed old photos of young men with feathered hair and toothy smiles. I was born in 1980, my teen crushes were Tom Cruise and the Backstreet Boys, especially Nick Carter, and I had a whole wall of my room dedicated to the Spice Girls and Girl Power.

      I couldn’t imagine my activist mother in a frilly bedroom. But people change, she was twenty-three and I was six when she disappeared. When I investigated her disappearance thirty years later, I didn’t realize how much the truth would hurt me. I’d found myself unequal to acceptance or forgiveness. The truth, it would seem, does not always set you free.

      “I’m still not sure how any of this impacts me.”

      “I’d like you to come here and help me sort through her things. I thought you might find something to give you closure.”

      I remembered what I’d been told when working on Brandon Colbeck’s very cold case. “Closure is a television term that doesn’t exist in real life. There are always loose ends and unanswered questions, and both come with heartache. I’ve already had more than my fair share of heartache.”

      “Then perhaps there will be a memento or two that you’d like to keep.”

      A memento or two? I couldn’t imagine anything I wanted less.

      I found myself telling Yvette I’d think about it.

      I was still thinking about it when I decided to check out Eggstravaganza for breakfast. I got dressed and headed out the door.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            5

          

        

      

    

    
      Eggstravaganza was the sort of restaurant that tried so hard, it was doomed to fail. A dozen types of coffee. Laminated menus the size of movie posters. Cutesy names like Over Eggstra and The Sunny Side of Poplar Street, a dizzying array of omelets and crepes featuring dozens of cheeses, veggie, and meat add-ins, sides ranging from hash browns and home fries to Salsa Verde and deep-fried dills, a dozen kinds of bread. How were they going to keep everything fresh and in stock?

      I gave them six months. A year tops. I wished it were otherwise, but you can’t please everyone and trying to do so is a recipe for disaster.

      I ordered Columbian coffee, a spinach with feta omelet, home fries, and buttered pumpernickel toast. The tired-looking twenty-something waitress wore skinny black jeans, a bright orange t-shirt with matching baseball cap, and an apron embroidered with clucking chickens. No matter how bad the food was, or how slow the service, I promised myself I’d give her a decent tip. No one should have to dress like that for a minimum wage job.

      The food and the service were both within the margin of decent, and I took my time eating, in no mad rush to face a day without a client or purpose. My mind drifted to Ben. We’d met during the Colbeck case and hung out at Unwired, his wi-fi free pub where all electronics, including cell phones and tablets, were checked at the door. It had seemed like an odd business for a guy who’d once been a white hat hacker, but he said he wanted nothing to do with his old life. We’d been good for a while. Better than good. But both of us had, in turn, been reluctant to commit to something more permanent. It was ironic, really. When I thought I might be ready for the next step, he hadn’t been. And now that he was…

      My thoughts wandered to my grandmother, and by association, my mother. The dream with the burned cake. Was it a subliminal message, my subconscious warning me of what was to come? What good could come of me digging through my mother’s past—her teenaged past, no less.

      And yet, I found myself wanting to do it. Not for a memento, but for some sense of understanding who my mother, Abigail Doris Osgoode, was before I entered her life.

      I tabled the thought for another time, gestured for the bill, and did a quick check of my phone for messages, heartened to find a lengthy email from Misty. I could imagine her typing away on her tablet, her fingernails painted midnight blue, silver sparkles on the tips, a tacky French manicure that only she could carry off. I was slipping my phone into my purse when the waitress set the bill on the table, with “Thank you, come again, Denim” written underneath the amount due. She was holding a credit/debit machine.

      “Denim,” I said. “That’s an unusual first name.”

      She smiled, her dark eyes crinkling around the corners. “I’ve got an older brother. Half-brother, actually. Levi. I guess you could say my mama liked the blues.”

      “There are worse names,” I said, pulling out my wallet. I was doing cash only since I’d run up a credit card debt that needed some knocking down. “I’m Calamity.”

      The smile broadened. “Calamity. As in Calamity Barnstable? The woman behind Past & Present Investigations?”

      “One and the same.”

      “I thought I recognized you from a photo in the Marketville Post. They ran an article about you a while back. I was going to contact you, but I lost my nerve.”

      An article I’d paid for, I thought, but didn’t say, not that the advert had led to plethora of cases. Or any cases, really. If it hadn’t been for my inheritance and rehoming lost dogs and cats the past two years, I might have had to reconsider nine-to-five options of employment. The thought made me shudder. “They did indeed. Why did you lose your nerve? Do you have something that needs investigating?”

      “No, I was going to ask if you were hiring. I’ve got some investigative experience.” She pulled a pen from behind her ear, picked up the bill, and scribbled something down. “Here’s my number. I’m not really cut out to be a waitress, but you do what you’ve got to do to make ends meet, am I right? Anyway, no pressure.”

      She darted off to serve another table before I could respond, as if she’d once again lost her nerve. It was just as well because I didn’t know what I would have answered. True, most of my team at P&P had disbursed, Misty to Allen/Allan/Alan in British Columbia, and my best friend and former partner, Chantelle Marchand, back to Ottawa for a fresh start with her ex-husband, formerly known as Lance the Loser. Only Shirley Harrington, a retired archives librarian, remained, and she spent as much time in Florida as she did in Marketville.

      But I needed a case before I could hire anyone, and those had been few and far between. I tucked the bill inside my wallet and tossed a twenty on the table, more than enough to cover the meal with a too-generous tip. It was only after I got home that I looked at Denim’s phone number.

      Wouldn’t you know it? Her phone number ended in 555.
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      I grabbed a glass of water and went straight to Misty’s email, feeling a bit ridiculous in my eagerness to do so. When I’d moved to Marketville in 2016, I thought Misty was a charlatan. But I’d come to know her and like her, and even if I hadn’t entirely bought into her beliefs, or her psychic persona, I’d learned to trust her. I began reading.

      
        
        Hey Callie,

        OMG it’s so wonderful to hear from you and can you believe it, I was planning on sending you an email this week. Great minds. Thanks for asking about Alan, he’s doing well, and we are loving Beautiful British Columbia.

      

      

      I smiled at the Alan, wondering if Misty had realized I’d forgotten how to spell his name. I made a mental note to remember and read on.

      
        
        We’ve bought an RV—an RV, can you believe it!—and have been exploring the province. There’s so much more to British Columbia than Vancouver, Victoria, and Whistler (though they are all lovely places). If you are ever out this way, you’ll always have a place to stay with us. We left Vancouver Island and settled in Kelowna, bought a small condo overlooking Okanagan Lake, and there’s a den that doubles as a guest room. But you didn’t write looking for an invite! I can almost hear you saying, “C’mon, Misty, get on with it.”

      

      

      I smiled again, knowing she was right, and I missed her even more. Misty had a conversational way of writing that made you feel as if you were in the room with her and not thousands of miles apart. I kept reading.

      
        
        Okay, so, you asked about seeing repeating number sequences. That could be 1-1-1 or 2-2-2, or any series of numbers, really. In your case it’s 5-5-5. In numerology, every number, from our date of birth to our house number, has a unique meaning and holds significance in our everyday lives. And because numbers are everywhere, our spirit guides use them to communicate with us, which is why they are referred to as angel numbers.

        Of course, not everyone believes in spirit guides, and skeptics have been known to call numerology a pseudoscience, a practice or belief that claims to be factual, but is incompatible with scientific method. They will tell you that angel numbers are nonsense, or that your repeated sightings of 5-5-5 are nothing more than coincidence created by confirmation bias. In other words, you are looking for, and therefore noticing, incidents of 5-5-5 in the same way you might be noticing white Honda Civics after buying one. That there were always plenty of white Honda Civics, but you just didn’t pay attention because there had been no reason to do so before you owned one.

      

      

      I sat back, reminded of Past & Present’s first official case, the 1956 murder of Anneliese Prei, and how confirmation bias had impacted the investigation. Was that all this was? A white Honda Civic syndrome? Part of me was relieved to think that was it, because the thought of spirit guides and angel numbers was hard to fathom. A bigger part of me wanted something more tangible.

      And that was the very definition of confirmation bias. I shook my head and turned my attention back to the email.

      
        
        Just as in Tarot, there can be many interpretations for the same sequence of numbers. In the case of 5-5-5, however, the most likely message is that significant changes are coming your way. The spirit guides are also asking you to let go of any fear that may be holding you back and to view new opportunities presented as a means towards growth and understanding.

        Remember that change is inevitable and that without it our lives would be stagnant. Trust that your spirit guides have only your best interests at heart. Facing change and new opportunities with an open mind will allow you to view things from a different perspective.

        You mentioned a dream, though you’d have to take the other aspects of the dream into account. Dreaming about your mother signifies happiness in love or personal affairs, whereas grandparents represent protection and security. Unlike your personal situation, most people are comforted when dreaming about their mother or grandparents. In that, the cake is equally enigmatic. Dreaming of a cake foretells satisfaction in social and business affairs, but in your case the cake was burnt, which may be indicative of another meaning. Quite the paradox.

        I hope some of this helps, Callie. I am only a phone call away if you want to talk.

        Best,

        Misty

      

      

      I reread the email twice more, with a wry grin at her interpretation of my dream. Then I called my grandmother. I wasn’t ready for a family reunion, but we might be able to reach a compromise.

      Maybe it was time to view things from a different perspective.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            7

          

        

      

    

    
      We struck a deal. My grandmother would de-shrine my mother’s room, rid it of posters and clothes long out of style (though who knew, a vintage shop might love them). If, and only if, there was something she felt I should have, then I would come to collect it.

      I’d no sooner ended the call when the ringtone on my cell chimed the opening chords to Small Town by John Mellencamp, one of my late father’s favorite songs. This time I looked at the call display and was pleased to see the name Lucy Daneluk on the screen. Pleased, but more than a little unnerved, because I’d been thinking about the Brandon Colbeck case, and Lucy had been instrumental in helping to solve it. Misty would say my spirit guides were preparing me for what was next.
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