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For secret clubs everywhere.

Love and protect your friends.






PART ONE A HAUNTED HOUSE [image: ]







The Callahan House, November 7, 1946

On Noble Avenue, in the Queen Anne Victorian house his grandfather had built, Caleb Callahan shivered in his bed.

The frigid temperature had nothing to do with the time of year, and Caleb understood the reason why his teeth chattered. Burrowing his head deeper under the cocoon of blankets, he hid from the dead thing in his room.

At first, the sight of his mother’s ghost ignited a yearning hope inside him. Death had restored her rosy cheeks and vibrant red hair. After Caleb’s mother had died, a heavy despair had settled into the house. It sank into the floors, pressed against the windows, and covered the walls. For his sister and father, the deep sorrow crawled under their skin and disappeared into their bones. For Caleb himself, the bleak sadness hadn’t yet pierced his heart.

Caleb knew the ghost wasn’t his mother, but he didn’t know the dead woman in his room had died long before his mother was born. She’d already claimed dozens of souls before Caleb’s grandfather laid the first brick of his house in 1892. Cruel and full of trickery, this woman could easily shift into any of her stolen forms, and for tonight’s purposes, she wore the face of the deceased Dorothea Callahan.

Strong hands tugged at Caleb’s blankets. He fought to keep a grip on his hiding place, but he quickly lost the battle. Exposed to the frosty air, he squeezed his eyes shut.

“Don’t be afraid, Caleb.”

He let out a whimper at the sound of his mother’s voice. It was the same soothing tone that had told him about the streetcars that once rolled down the wide avenue outside his window.

When the dead thing grabbed his shoulder, Caleb scrambled across the bed and fell hard to the floor. Blinking in the murky room, he let out a quivering breath and puffs of warm air drifted out of him like white smoke. Slowly, he peeked from the edge of the bed.

His mother stood on the other side. The lamppost outside his window lit up half her face while the other half remained in shadow. She wore the same black dress as the one from her coffin. A jeweled brooch on her collar glittered in the gloom. Caleb had given it to his mother as a birthday gift.

Doubt crept into Caleb’s chest, but he held firm to his will. His mother would never try to hurt him. No matter what this dead thing wanted, he wouldn’t fall for its tricks.

“You’re a special boy, Caleb,” the ghost whispered sweetly. “You don’t have to fight me.”

When the dead thing revealed teeth in a ghastly version of a smile, Caleb ducked behind the bed and squeezed his eyes shut again. The sound of footsteps made its way around to the side of his bed, and the bitter cold seeped through his pajamas and nipped at his skin.

“Don’t make this difficult, Caleb.” The woman was no longer being sweet, and her voice was full of hunger. “I promise to take good care of you. All your life.”

When her icy hands grabbed him again, Caleb screamed. A heavy pressure landed on his chest and he panted in agony at the tight squeezing of his heart. The dead thing’s menacing thoughts swam in his head before it gave him a harsh command to surrender.

A gentle tug pulled at him as the angry voice faded and the pain in his chest stopped. Warm air caressed his face, and when he opened his eyes, Caleb was no longer in his grandfather’s house.

Beyond his body, Caleb’s soul had traveled to a nameless yet familiar place. He blinked as he surveyed an endless meadow of wildflowers. A golden sun hung in a perfect blue sky, and grass swayed around him in the gentle breeze.

When he was a smaller child, Caleb’s mother had taken him here for picnics. He knew this meadow was different from the real one, yet it gave him the same emotions as being in a lucid dream. He turned to the horizon and squinted at a lone figure in the distance.

Moments after Caleb screamed, the bedroom door opened and his sister rushed into the room. Barbara Callahan found her brother trembling on the floor.

Above her, the woman crouched on the ceiling in her true form. Death revealed rotting flesh and tattered hair. A tunic, now black with decay, melded to her exposed rib cage. If Barbara had looked up, she might have fainted at the grisly sight, but unlike her brother, she couldn’t see the dead.

Barbara pulled Caleb close and kissed his forehead. The room was cold, and Barbara gathered her robe around her neck.

“Wake up, Caleb.”

When her brother didn’t respond, she shook him until his eyes opened. Barbara gasped at the emptiness she saw in them. No spark of life churned in his hollow gaze. A bright panic rose inside her until an awareness bloomed on her brother’s face. When he finally smiled at her, Barbara let out a jumble of relieved laughter.

Since her mother’s death, she’d become the lady of the house, taking over all the responsibilities and worries. She had to care for not only her brother, but her father as well. Grief had robbed Samuel Callahan of sleep, and he’d taken up the habit of sitting at his desk in the library. Many nights Barbara would find her father staring into space, glassy-eyed and mournful. During these late hours, she would coax him back upstairs to his bed. Although her father’s behavior lay heavy on her heart, she worried most about her little brother.

“Your bad dream has ended,” Barbara said with a certainty she hoped sounded true. “Everything will be all right now.”

Caleb watched the dead thing crawl down from the ceiling. He’d never seen the woman in her true form, and now it was too late to close his eyes.

Barbara sensed her brother’s terror and slowly turned to look behind her, but she couldn’t see the vicious glee on the worm-eaten, skeletal face. She couldn’t see the woman leave the room.

A pounding alarm rang in Caleb’s ears. Where was the dead thing going? Not knowing the answer sent a sharp bolt of horror up his spine.

Downstairs in the library, Samuel Callahan sat in the dark. His eyes pooled with unshed tears, until the heavy mourning released salty trails down his face. The strongest member of the Callahan family had become the weakest. He yearned to redeem his bedrock role for the sake of his children, but his wife’s death tormented his mind and agonized his heart.

When he shuddered from an unknown chill, it meant nothing to him. Unlike his son, he couldn’t see the woman showcasing his wife’s stolen face, but he felt the frozen kiss on his lips. He didn’t know the woman was giving him a rare grace; Samuel only shivered from the cold.

The woman had come to the house specifically for the boy, but now she found the father’s suffering attractive. His pain would be useful. For both the living and the dead, sorrow dwelled very close to anger. The father’s body held no gifts, but the woman itched for revenge. The woman had always claimed what she wanted, and the boy vexed her. She would punish him for his resistance.

When Samuel felt the odd intrusion in his body, he hitched his breath in surprise. A presence stirred in his chest like a serpent, and it coiled tight around his heart. The pressure increased until vengeful rage replaced deep sadness. When the darkness fell upon him, Samuel couldn’t escape to the nameless place like his son had. The woman easily captured his soul. The numbness freed him from his pain, and he accepted the vicious lies that slithered around in his head.

Standing up from the desk, the woman left the library in her latest stolen form. She’d always preferred the living over the dead. She admired Samuel Callahan’s large, strong hands as she slowly ascended the staircase.

Later, they would say it had been the father’s inconsolable grief that drove him to commit the heinous crimes. Only true madness could be responsible for such shocking deaths. Others would say a curse had marked the Callahans. Only deep evil could take the lives of innocent children.

Many would speculate about the family’s tragedy, but only Caleb held the truth of what happened that night. Although he no longer shivered in his bed, he still remained inside his grandfather’s house.
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Nana’s house doesn’t look haunted.

The pale yellow Victorian has a gable roof and lots of windows. Skinny white columns support a wraparound porch with decorative trim. There’s even a circular tower topped with a weather vane that Olivia says we must call a turret out of respect.

I’ve seen plenty of photos of my great-grandmother’s house online, and I’m familiar with its history. Olivia made sure to tell me what happened to the Callahan family when I was old enough to understand.

“Wednesday!” Olivia yells from the back of our car as she unloads the trunk. “I can’t find the house key. Go let them know we’re here.”

I cross the sidewalk to the black wrought-iron fence surrounding the yard and open the gate. The yard has bare spots even though a brand-new water hose snakes through tall, dry weeds. The porch has a thick layer of dust on its wood-planked floors, and cobwebs fill the corners. I cover my nose to keep from sneezing. Before I can ring the doorbell, Jasmine opens the door and pulls me in for a hug.

“You made it!” Her excited voice vibrates against my chest.

When she lets me go, Lincoln has joined us on the porch, and he quickly squashes me into another hug. Jasmine runs down the steps to the curb, and Olivia shrieks in happiness.

“How was the drive?” Lincoln’s dark brown skin radiates in the afternoon light. He and his partner, Jasmine, are Olivia’s friends and my godparents. They don’t live in Nana’s house, but they’ve been taking care of it while we’ve been away.

“Smooth sailing,” I tell him.

Lincoln is a familiar face from Olivia’s video chats. In person, he smells like sugar like I knew he would. He inherited a bakery and still uses his family’s recipes.

“Y’all have to forgive the yard.” He ducks his head. “Jasmine has been teaching all summer, and I’m always at work. We don’t come by here as often as we should.”

“It doesn’t look that bad,” I say. “I’m sure Olivia won’t mind.”

Lincoln widens his eyes and lets out a booming laugh. “Don’t think I’ll get over you calling your mama by her first name.”

Jasmine and Olivia join us on the porch with arms full of boxes. Both of them have huge grins on their faces. Best friends reunited.

“Liv, I see you haven’t found your home training yet.” Lincoln takes the boxes out of her hands. “Wednesday is still using your government name.”

“For the record, she can call me Mama or whatever, but only if she wants.”

My mother’s right. She did give me a choice when I was a small kid, but calling her anything but Olivia feels wrong in my mouth. Maybe one day that will change.

“Nothing about this surprises me,” Jasmine says. “But seriously, Liv. Your grandma wouldn’t have liked it.”

Olivia laughs. “I don’t think she would have cared.”

“Oh, she would have cared. I don’t recall you ever calling your grandma Josephine.” Lincoln winks at me before he walks into the house with Olivia’s boxes.

I follow them inside to a small entry room. A green-tiled fireplace is on one side, and a painted wall with a coat rack is on the other. After admiring the leaded glass of the front door, I move deeper into the house. It has an interesting smell: old paper mixed with warm cooking spices. The crystal chandelier hanging above me looks like the original fixture. Unlike the yard and the porch, the interior of the house is spotless. Olivia looks around with satisfied approval.

“Not gonna lie, Liv. I’ve been so busy, and I knew the place would be a dusty wreck,” Jasmine says. “So I called a cleaning service. They pulled the sheets off everything and performed a miracle.”

We follow Jasmine and Lincoln and gather around the small kitchen island where a large fruit basket is wrapped in plastic and tied with a red ribbon.

“Y’all haven’t had any problems, right?” Olivia asks. “Tell me the truth.”

Jasmine gives Lincoln a quick look. “You mean with the Callahan ghost? You think we would be coming to check on this place if he gave us any trouble?”

“We know Black folks don’t do haunted houses, but it hasn’t been a problem for us,” Lincoln adds.

“Good.” Olivia’s face relaxes. “Nana promised nothing bad would happen here again.”

Before my great-grandmother bought this house, it had remained mostly empty—no one would ever stay within its walls for long because the Callahan ghost would drive them away. But when Nana moved in, she gave respect to Caleb Callahan. Maybe this is why some of the rooms have their original fixtures and the house is still painted a pale yellow—an unspoken agreement between the living and the dead.

“Liv, you mentioned you had something important to share with us,” Lincoln says. “What is it?”

Olivia fiddles with the ribbon on the fruit basket before she looks at me, and my stomach gurgles. I slowly nod to give her permission.

“It’s partly true we decided to come back to Alton because it’ll be good for Wednesday to enroll in school and be around people her age. We’ve been on the road for a while now, but I can do my art anywhere….” Olivia’s voice trails off.

“What happened, Liv?” Jasmine carefully asks.

Olivia reaches for my hand and squeezes it. “Wednesday was using her gift to help a lost spirit like she usually does, but it turned out to be wicked.”

Jasmine’s eyes widen, and Lincoln stares at me with concern. Olivia and I call ghosts by many common names, but only a wicked one can harm the living. They can change their appearance and mimic other ghosts. Most dangerous of all—they like to possess the living who have special talents, including those who can see the dead.

“Y’all know Nana was blessed with her gift all her life,” Olivia continues. “My mama lost hers. Same with me. That’s probably going to happen to Wednesday too, but I don’t want to take any more chances on the road.”

Jasmine and Lincoln know about our family’s ability to communicate with ghosts. Olivia has told them about the different types, so they already know how dangerous the wicked ones can be. Olivia has warned me about wicked ghosts too, but I never thought I would ever encounter one.

“Where did this happen?” Lincoln’s voice is low and quiet.

“Arizona. On a campground in the state park not far from Route 191,” Olivia answers in a tight voice.

A lump in my throat rises as I try to push the memory away, but I’m swooshed back into the dark forest. A ghost of a lost child turning into something else. The hot wave of nausea. Olivia’s frantic face. It was the only time I’d ever been truly terrified of the dead.

“Are you okay?” Lincoln asks me.

His voice pulls me back to the safety of the kitchen. My mouth feels stuffed with cotton, and I swallow. “Yeah, I’m fine.”

“I got us as far away as possible,” Olivia quickly adds. “We drove back to Vegas, and that’s when I started making plans to come here. Since then, we haven’t had any problems.”

“Does Desmond know about this?” Jasmine whispers.

“I’ve spoken with him, and he isn’t too happy about it. As usual, he has plenty of opinions.”

Hearing my father’s name sends a rush of worry through me. He’s never liked the idea of me and Olivia traveling alone and argued it was unsafe. We have video chats because he’s in London completing his medical residency. My father is always happy to see me, despite the dark circles under his eyes from his long shifts. His British accent is much stronger now too. We don’t talk about my gift at all. It’s the topic I dodge with him because I know it makes him uncomfortable. My father has always been a man of pure science, and ghosts are something he’s not willing to accept as real. Olivia could never convince him that our family gift was authentic.

Jasmine hugs me. “Wednesday, what an awful experience. I’m so glad you’re okay.”

Since that terrible night in the Arizona state park, I haven’t seen any ghosts, but I know that will change living in Nana’s house and in Alton, one of the oldest cities in Georgia.

Olivia has assured me that wicked ghosts are rare. She believes I should honor our family tradition, but I don’t know which ghosts I can trust. I’m not sure if I can tell the difference between the ones who are harmless and the ones who want to hurt me, so I’ve decided not to help any ghosts at all.

I’m going to ignore the dead.
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Olivia and I don’t have much, since we lived in an RV for two years. We traveled the Southwest while Olivia created and sold her mixed-media art. We only carried what we needed. The RV was cozy, with a kitchen, small living area, and a queen bed that we shared during our adventures.

I explore the first floor of Nana’s house, and the den is different from the other formal, stuffy rooms. There’s a cozy sectional sofa with mismatched pillows, and a leather recliner sits in the corner. A thin rug rests under a table that’s cluttered with dog-eared paperbacks and art books. I smile when I recognize some of the board games stacked on the floor near the fireplace.

“What do you think?” Olivia asks from the den’s open sliding doors.

“There’s a lot of stuff in this house,” I say.

“That’s what happens when you have a lot of space.”

If Olivia had it her way, she would buy a tiny house and live off the grid. Despite the fact that Nana’s house is haunted, Olivia has had many offers from eager real estate agents. But she promised my great-grandmother that she would never sell and would pass it down to me. One day, this house would be mine—ghost and all.

Olivia pushes my braids from my face. “You ready to see your room?”

I follow her up the staircase. Some steps creak louder than others—especially the one at the very top. When we reach the first landing, she points to a narrow set of stairs leading to the third level of the house.

“That’s how you get to the turret. My old studio is still up there. Gets plenty of good light. I’m looking forward to working in it again.”

On the second floor, two bedrooms face each other. Farther down the hall, there’s a bathroom, another bedroom, and back stairs leading to the kitchen.

Olivia opens the door to her left to reveal a room with bare walls and hardwood floors. My suitcase rests on an iron platform bed. There’s a nightstand, and a wood-framed mirror is attached to a chest of drawers. I walk to the bay window that faces the front yard. Parting the lace curtains, I spot our car parked on the curb. Outside the house across the street, a girl around my age sits on the front steps, her dark hair hiding her face.

“You can decide what else you want to put in here,” Olivia tells me. “There’s enough room for a desk and chair.”

The room already smells like me: a mix of coconut oil and vanilla. I sit on the bed and examine my pink and lavender braids.

A few nights after my ghost ordeal in Arizona, Olivia bought a bulk package of different color bundles at a beauty supply store in Las Vegas. Later inside the RV, she braided the different hues into my hair. The quiet sliding of Olivia’s fingers and our synced breaths were the only sounds. Looking at the braids soothed me, and I started to believe I would be okay.

Olivia joins me on the bed, and her eyes look tired from the drive. We share the same heart-shaped face, dimples, and long, thick hair. Olivia keeps hers in locs, and I like to keep mine in braids. Her bronze skin is scattered with freckles while I have my father’s brown tone, but we share the same smile.

I was born in Alton, but then we moved to Boston when I was a baby and my father got accepted to medical school. Growing up, I tried my best to blend in with the other kids, but I was afraid of them finding out about my gift. “I see dead people” isn’t the kind of thing you can casually bring up in a conversation, and Boston had plenty of ghosts. Since I didn’t want to be known as a freak, I convinced myself it was okay to be a loner—so no party invites, no sleepovers, no best friends.

When my parents broke up, Olivia gave me a choice: I could go to London and live with my father’s family or remain with her and travel to the Southwest. It was an easy decision for me. I didn’t want to start all over again in a new country. At least with Olivia homeschooling me in the RV, no one could reject me, and I wouldn’t have to hide who I truly am. Everything was perfect—until the wicked ghost found me.

I look at the bare walls and clean floors, thinking of the horrible things that happened in this house.

“Whose room was this?” I ask.

Olivia blinks for a moment as if my question has surprised her. “This used to be my room, but before that it was Caleb’s room. It’s the second biggest one after Nana’s room down the hall. I decided to take Barbara’s old room so you could have this one.”

When Olivia first told me about the Callahans, I searched for them online. A ghost with a tragic history is the easiest to find. In one photo of the family, Caleb Callahan is sitting next to his older sister, Barbara, and their father is standing behind them. By that time, their mother, Dorothea, had already died of pneumonia. Caleb and his sister are smiling, but their father, Samuel, looks grim. The photo is notorious because it was taken just a few weeks before the family’s tragic end.

“Do you think I’ll see Caleb?” I ask, trying to push down the rising alarm in my chest.

Olivia moves closer to me. “Does that worry you? Despite what people say, Caleb isn’t dangerous.”

Instead of answering her, I examine my braids again. I’m not sure if I’m ready to interact with ghosts yet—not when thinking about them makes my heart gallop in panic.

“We’ve been through a lot,” Olivia says. “Do you want to talk about what happened with the wicked spirit?”

I want to tell her about the spiraling thoughts and how they churn in my brain like a storm. I want to tell her about the bad dreams and the vivid flashbacks. But I don’t want her to worry about me, even though I know she already does.

“I’ve been really scared,” I confess.

“Me too,” Olivia admits. “I feel awful because it was my fault.”

I frown. “No it wasn’t.”

“I was naive, Wednesday. After all those years in Boston when nothing bad happened to you, I assumed you would be safe everywhere. I was wrong, and I’m so sorry. If it hadn’t been for your Lodestar…” Olivia kisses me and squeezes me tight. “I’m so happy I didn’t lose you.”

Lodestars are a form of protection—a guiding light we follow to protect our souls from possession. No one in our family knows how we inherited this self-defense or who was the first person to use this power. Olivia tells me the details have been lost through years of oral history. Every descendant has a dormant Lodestar inside them—activated in danger to guide our soul when it needs to flee our body and then to lead us back when it’s safe to return.

Olivia never had to use her Lodestar, so she couldn’t tell me where our souls go when we leave our bodies. When she asked me what happened with my Lodestar, I told her I only saw a blank void—a vast white nothingness.

The harrowing experience in Arizona still terrifies me. What if my Lodestar didn’t work that night? What terrible things would have happened to me?

“Family traditions don’t always have to be honored,” Olivia whispers in my ear. “You don’t have to speak with spirits anymore, Wednesday. Not if they make you feel unsafe.”

She releases me from her hug, and tight knots unravel in my stomach. “I’m not sure what I want to do right now.”

Her eyes fill up with concern. “I would say take all the time you need, but I don’t know how much time you have left.”

Our family also doesn’t know why we lose our ability to speak with the dead after we hit puberty. Only a rare few keep their gifts for their entire lifetimes. Nana was the first in our family in over a century. In June, I got my period while we were at Yosemite National Park, and Olivia made my favorite casserole to celebrate. I expected my gift to fade, but over the next few weeks, I didn’t see any difference. Then the wicked ghost found me in Arizona.

“I know I’ll probably lose my gift soon,” I say softly.

“I took mine for granted until I lost it….” Olivia stares at the comforter on the bed. “I don’t want you to have any regrets when that happens.”

I think about the ghosts I’ve encountered. The ones I befriended in Boston and helped cross over. The ghosts in Las Vegas with unfinished business. The others I met on the road at gas stations, rest stops, and diners—the desperate ones who needed a witness to listen or a connection to get information. Would I regret ignoring the dead who truly needed my help?

Without my gift, I would live a different existence. Ghosts would become a memory. But without my gift I would also get relief from the turmoil currently living in my body.

“When it happens, I’ll be ready,” I tell Olivia.
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After we eat pizza for dinner, Olivia suggests I go explore Nana’s room.

When I open the door, gold frames on the walls display relatives dressed in fancy suits and dresses. I stare at photos of Nana as a chubby baby, a young girl, and a beautiful woman.

My grandmother, Lucille, appears in framed photos on the wall too. She died in a fire when Olivia was eight years old. That’s when Olivia came to Alton to live with Nana. She doesn’t talk much about what happened during the fire. But she did tell me a ghost woke her up, and it was too late to save her mother.

Photos of Olivia are also on the wall, and there’s even one of me when I was a baby in a frilly dress. Nana died before my first birthday, but Olivia said my great-grandmother got a chance to spoil me.

A four-poster bed is in the center of the room nestled between two nightstands stacked with books. Olivia told me Nana was an avid reader, but she liked to keep her books in her room instead of downstairs in the library.

At the foot of the bed is a steamer trunk. I lift the heavy lid and find leather journals in different colors and sizes—and I know instantly what they are.

During Nana’s lifetime, patrons paid her to contact ghosts, and in these journals, she documented her interactions with both the living and the dead.

Brushing my fingers over the cracked spines, I choose one at random and flip through the pages of Nana’s writing. The dates range from 1966 to 1968—not long after Nana moved into the house.

The entries contain details of patrons who wanted to send messages and others who wanted to receive them. For those who asked ghosts to reveal secrets, Nana’s compact script documents the details of those revelations, but none in this particular journal are juicy or even interesting to me—most of them revolve around missing heirlooms or hidden money.

For each entry, there’s a note of the fee Nana required for her services. Some patrons paid as little as twenty-five dollars, while others paid two to three times as much. For one patron, Nana charged over a thousand dollars.

I wonder if Nana had any remorse about taking money from her patrons. Olivia told me some people in Alton thought Nana was a fake, but I’ve always thought maybe they didn’t like that she turned her gift into a profitable business.

I pause at an entry dated May 14, 1967. A patron named Wilma Crawford traveled from Nashville to ask Nana about the afterlife so she could prepare for it.


This poor woman was so disappointed in my answer, but I refuse to lie. I cannot tell her what to expect. When I access my Lodestar to enter the spirit realm, it is specific only to me.



The spirit realm is the place beyond our physical plane and beyond death. Once a ghost enters the spirit realm, they can’t be contacted. It’s the reason why Olivia can’t communicate with her mother or even with Nana. We can only speak to the dead on this physical plane.

I’ve always known Lodestars to be a place of protection. My own Lodestar took me to a blank void, but Nana used hers to enter the spirit realm. If this was true, my great-grandmother could enter the afterlife and summon the dead.

I read the journal entry again. How did Nana’s Lodestar help her travel to the afterlife? Was it possible because of her lifelong gift? None of the ghosts I’ve met could tell me about the spirit realm, and the ones who crossed over couldn’t return.

Dark memories fill my brain as I think of the last ghost I encountered. A lump in my throat rises as I try to push the thoughts away, but I find myself swooshed into the Arizona forest staring up at the tree-lined sky. The wicked ghost changing into its true form—a decaying corpse with rotting teeth. The pressure inside my chest. The bright light of my Lodestar leading me to safety, and then returning to my body to see Olivia’s frantic face hovering over me.

My Lodestar saved me from the wicked ghost that night, but maybe this power could take me to the spirit realm too.

But even the thought of speaking with the dead makes my body tremble with anxiety. I don’t know if I still want to honor the family tradition. And if I lose my gift soon, it will mean the spirit realm would remain a mystery to me until my own death.

Closing Nana’s journal, I put it back with the others and close the steamer trunk.



Morning sunlight filters into my room, and I stretch wide. Now that Olivia isn’t sleeping next to me like she did in the RV, it’s nice having an entire bed of my own.

I take the back stairs to the kitchen. Olivia is putting veggie omelets on plates, and I sit at the kitchen island as she pours a glass of orange juice for me.
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