
  
  
      
        
          The Matchmaker's Curse

          
		      
          P. A. Farrell

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright ©2026 by Patricia A. Farrell, Ph.D. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any form or by any means or stored in a database or retrieval system without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. Making copies of any part of this book for any purpose other than your own personal use is a violation of United States copyright laws. The author does not recognize “fair use” distribution to classes, seminars or any other form of training or information provided to other individuals, institutions or other potential users of this information. For information on rights and permissions requests, address them to Dr. Patricia A. Farrell, Patricia A. Farrell, Ph.D., PO Box 761, Tenafly, NJ 07670. 

This book is sold as is, without warranty of any kind, either express or implied, respecting the contents of this book, including but not limited to implied warranties for the book’s quality, performance, merchantability, or fitness for any particular purpose. Neither the author nor dealers or distributors shall be liable to the purchaser or any other person or entity with respect to any liability, loss, or damage caused or alleged to have been caused directly or indirectly by this book.

Book cover photo: Steinar Engeland on Unsplash.com

The Pocket Companion Series contains:

When Your Mind Won't Stop

After the Loss: Finding Your Way Through Grief

You Are Enough: Rebuilding Your Self-Worth

At the Crossroads: Making Decisions When Nothing Feels Clear

When People Hurt: Navigating Difficult Relationships

When You Feel Stuck: Finding Movement in Hard Times

Books by Patricia A. Farrell, Ph.D.

When You Can't Pour From an Empty Glass: CBT Skills for Exhausted Caregivers

The Little Book on Learning Big Critical Thinking Skills

The Smart Kid's Survival Guide: Making Good Choices in a Confusing World

How to Be Your Own Therapist

It's Not All in Your Head: Anxiety, Depression, Mood Swings and Multiple Sclerosis

Unfiltered: Beneath the noise of our thoughts lies the true narrative of our minds

Unfiltered Again: A behind-the-scenes look at healthcare, medicine and mental health

A Social Security Disability Psychological Claims Handbook: A simple guide to understanding your SSD claim for psychological impairments and unraveling the maze of decision-making 

A Social Security Disability Psychological Claims Guidebook for Children's Benefits

The Disability Accessible US Parks in All 50 States: A Comprehensive Guide

Birding in the US NOW!: A birding guide for individuals with disabilities









  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 1: The Inheritance
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 2: The Shimmer
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 3: The Proposition
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 4: The First Success
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 5: The Pain
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 6: The Breakthrough
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 7: The Breaking
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 8: The Celebration
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 9: The Commitment
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 10: The Choice
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Special Request
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
Chapter 1: The Inheritance






You don’t always know you’ve hit rock bottom until something makes you notice. At least that's what happened to April but she'd soon find out that things were not as she thought they were. 

For April Lancaster, that moment happened on a Tuesday morning at 9:47, while a man yelled at her over the phone about interest rates.

"Sir, I understand your frustration, but the APR is clearly stated in the…"

"Don't give me that corporate garbage! I want to speak to your supervisor!"

April looked at the cramped cubicle walls and the old motivational poster that said, "Every call is an opportunity!" Its edges were curled and yellowed from years on the wall. Everything here felt worn out. So did she.

"I can transfer you to a supervisor," she said, keeping her voice steady. Years of practice had taught her to sound pleasant even when she felt empty inside. "May I put you on hold for a moment?"

She didn't wait for an answer. She pressed the hold button harder than she needed to. Then, she heard Marissa in the next pod using the same script, the same tired inflections. They all sounded the same here. Interchangeable voices reading approved responses, hour after hour, day after day.

April’s phone buzzed. She picked it up, glad for the distraction.

The subject line of the email made her stop: "Regarding the Estate of Margaret Lancaster."

Margaret. April hadn’t thought about her great-aunt in years. When was the last time she’d seen her? Fourteen years ago, when she was fifteen, she was dragged along for a family visit she barely remembered. Margaret lived in a small northern town, in a big old house that smelled of old cologne and old books.

April opened the email.

Dear Ms. Lancaster,

I regret to inform you of the passing of Margaret Anne Lancaster on September 3rd. As the executor of her estate, I am writing to inform you that you are the sole beneficiary of her will.

Please contact our office at your earliest convenience to discuss the details of your inheritance, including real property located at 47 Main Street, Harrow's End, Michigan, and associated business assets.

Sincerely,

Howard Garrison, Attorney at Law

April read it twice, then a third time.

Margaret had left her something. Was it a house? A business?

"Lancaster!" Her manager's voice cut through her thoughts. Rick stood at the entrance to her cubicle, arms crossed, face tight. "Your hold time is at three minutes. Wrap it up."

April looked at him. She noticed his short-sleeved shirt with the company logo, the way he checked his watch like every second mattered, and the clipboard he always carried to track their bathroom breaks.

Something inside her shifted.

"I quit," she said.

Rick blinked. "What?"

"I quit." The words felt good. Too good. "I'm done. I'm leaving. Right now."

"You can't just…you need to give two weeks…"

But April was already on her feet, grabbing her bag, her coffee mug, and the small plant on her desk that was barely alive. She unplugged her phone charger and stuffed it in her tote.

"Good luck finding someone to fill my quota," she said, and walked out.

Her hands didn’t start to shake until she got to her car.

The car was old enough to drink—a 2008 with 180,000 miles and a check engine light that had been on for days. April sat in the driver’s seat, gripping the wheel, and waited for panic to hit.

It didn't. Instead, she felt something she hadn’t felt in years—a small spark of possibility.

She pulled up the email again, found the phone number, and called.

Ninety minutes later, April was driving north on I-75, watching Detroit disappear in her rearview mirror.

The lawyer, Mr. Garrison, had been kind on the phone. "Come up today if you can," he'd said. "We'll go over everything. And Ms. Lancaster…I think you'll be pleasantly surprised."

April doubted that. She'd learned not to expect pleasant surprises. But nothing tied her to Detroit anymore. No job, no boyfriend, and an apartment lease that was month-to-month. Her entire life fit in the back of her car, which changed as she drove north. Detroit's sprawl gave way to smaller towns, then to stretches of forest. The trees were just starting to turn—hints of gold and orange creeping into the green. Late September in Michigan meant the air had that crisp quality, the promise of fall hanging in every breath.

April's phone, balanced precariously on the passenger seat, chirped with a text from her roommate: "Did you really quit??? Call me!"

She ignored it. She could explain later.

Her mind kept drifting back to Margaret. The memories were hazy, softened by time. A tall woman with white hair piled on top of her head. A house that seemed too big for one person. And something else, something April couldn't quite grasp. A feeling. Like the air in that house had been different. Charged looking at her with sharp, knowing eyes. "You have the gift," she'd said. "You just don't know it yet."

April's mother had pulled her away quickly after that. They'd left before dinner, despite Margaret's protests. In the car ride home, her mother had been tight-lipped and angry.

"Don't listen to her nonsense," she'd said. "All that talk about gifts and seeing things. It's foolishness."

April, fifteen and confused, had nodded.

She'd never seen Margaret again.

The GPS announced she was entering Harrow's End.

The town was small—population 3,400, according to the faded sign. Main Street looked like a postcard, with brick buildings, striped awnings, and trees planted in neat rows. There was a hardware store, an antique shop, and a diner with red vinyl booths you could see through the windows.

There were tourists, too. Even in late September, couples walked hand in hand, families pushed strollers, and people took photos of the lake in the distance.

Lake Huron, April remembered. Harrow’s End was right on the water.

The law office was easy to find. It was a small brick building with "Garrison & Associates" painted in gold letters on the window.

Howard Garrison was a man in his seventies with caring eyes and a firm handshake. His office smelled of leather and coffee and maybe an occasional cigar.

"Ms. Lancaster," he said, gesturing to a chair. "Thank you for coming so quickly. I know this must be overwhelming."

"I barely remember my aunt," April admitted. "We weren't close."

"Margaret was aware of that." Garrison settled behind his desk, opening a file folder. "But she was very specific about her wishes. She wanted you to have everything."

"Everything?"

He slid a paper across the desk. "The house at 47 Main Street. The business, Lancaster & Lancaster Matchmaking. And fifteen thousand dollars in cash to help you get started."

April stared at the paper. "Matchmaking? Like...dating?"

"In a manner of speaking." Garrison's smile was welcoming. "Margaret ran a very successful service. People came from three counties to see her. She had quite the gift for bringing the right people together."

There it was again—that word: gift.

"There is one condition," Garrison continued. "You must run the business for thirty days before deciding whether to keep it or sell the property. Margaret was very firm about that. Thirty days. Then you're free to make whatever choice you wish."

"And if I don't want to run a matchmaking business?"

"Then after thirty days, you can sell everything and walk away." He paused. "But I'd encourage you to give it a try. Margaret built something special here. You might surprise yourself."

April thought about the call center. About Rick and his clipboard. About reading scripts to angry strangers for minimum wage.

Thirty days in a small town, trying to figure out how to match people up. It sounded crazy.

But it also sounded better than anything else she had waiting for her.

"Okay," she said. "I'll do it."

Garrison smiled wider. He handed her a set of keys, a leather-bound registry, and a sealed envelope with her name written in neat script.

"The envelope is from Margaret. She asked me to give it to you when you arrived." He stood, extending his hand again. "Welcome to Harrow's End, Ms. Lancaster. I think you're going to like it here."

April sat in her car outside the law office, holding the envelope in her hands.

Her hands shook a little as she broke the seal.

Inside was a single sheet of paper, covered in the same neat handwriting.

April,

You think I'm leaving you a problem. I'm leaving you a gift.

The women in our family see what others don't. Your mother refused hers. You've been asleep. Time to wake up.

The house will teach you. Don't be afraid of what you see. And when you meet him—the one with no thread—remember: some curses are begging to be broken.

Love always,

Margaret

P.S. Check the attic. I left your locket.

April read it three times, her chest feeling tight.

The one with no thread. What could that possibly mean?

She folded the letter and put it in her bag, then checked the address on the key ring.

47 Main Street was three blocks away.

The house stood out. You couldn’t miss it.

It was three stories tall, a Victorian painted purple-gray with white trim. There was a wraparound porch with detailed woodwork, bay windows on the first floor, and real turrets on both sides of the third story.

It should have looked run-down or abandoned, but instead, it looked cared for. Loved.

April parked at the curb and stared up at it.

A sign hung from the porch: "Lancaster & Lancaster Matchmaking—By Appointment."

She grabbed her bag and walked up the path.

As soon as her hand touched the door handle, she felt it—a static shock, but warmer, like touching something alive.

The door swung open under her hand.

Inside, the air seemed to shimmer.

It wasn’t obvious, not something anyone else would notice. But April saw it—like heat waves, only without the heat. The air seemed to ripple and move.

The front room was beautiful. Velvet chairs were set up for consultations, with a tea set on a small table. One wall was covered in photos—dozens of couples from different decades. Some looked like they were from the 1950s, others from the 1980s, and some were recent digital prints.

They all looked incredibly happy.

April walked farther into the house, her footsteps echoing on the hardwood floor.

The middle room had filing cabinets with drawers organized by the year, each drawer labeled in neat handwriting. The back room was a kitchen and small living area, everything looking as if Margaret had just stepped out for groceries.

And everywhere, that shimmer in the air—a sense that something was waiting.

April’s heart raced.

She knew for sure that nothing about this house was normal.

And somehow, even though it seemed impossible, that knowledge didn’t scare her.

It felt like coming home.








