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FAMILY BONDS

I

MIGHT BE A TECHNOMANCER.

“Where’s the nearest bar?”
“I didn’t HEAR what you said,” the voice of the Mercedes
told me.
Scott shook his head, grinning. “It doesn’t work that way.”
“WHERE’S THE NEAREST BAR?” I demanded.
“Please say the NUMBER you wish to call.”
“Cancel,” said Scott. “Stop confusing the truck, Mike.”
“It’s not a truck. It’s a station wagon.”
“SUV.”
“A tall station wagon.”
“Are you complaining about the vehicle I bought?”
“No. It’s got heated seats.”
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Scott chuckled. “And a heated steering wheel.”
I rolled my eyes and settled back in the leather seat.
“I called Evie to tell her we were coming. My father’s
supposed to be there.”
“I thought he was in a nursing home?”
“They’re bringing him home for the Thanksgiving holiday.”
“So it’s Dom’s family, your father, and us. How many
people?”
“Twenty-one, she said.”
“Does she have room?”
“They’re mostly kids.”
“That’s a lot of people, though.”
“She has a big house.”
“We have a bigger one. Want to do it next year?”
“Hell no!” I said.
The GPS chimed, “Bear RIGHT ... Connecticut Route 2
West ... Norwich/Hartford.”
As he turned the wheel slightly, I could see the tungsten
ring he wore on his left hand, exactly like the one on my own
left hand. I smiled, knowing this would piss off my father. It
was going to be an interesting Thanksgiving.

We decided to go to Connecticut on the Tuesday before
Thanksgiving, even though we lived just across the state border
in Scituate. It would take us three hours to get to Norwood. We
wanted to spend some time with Evie, Dom, and my two nieces,
Charlotte and Ashley. We hadn’t seen them since our wedding
in 2015.
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When we pulled up to their house, I could hear dogs
barking. It made me think of Rufus, who had died just after
they moved out of the apartment into their first house. After
that, they’d gotten a boxer and then a lab-shepherd mix. If Evie
had her way, she would have come home with an entire shelter
of dogs.
This was their second house. After Evie got a better job in
the Connecticut school system, Dom became an editor at the
Hartford Currant. Things fell into place for them, which I was
happy for.
They had the room for a menagerie of animals, if they
wanted. They had six acres of land in the back, and a quarter
acre of lawn in the front. The split-level ranch house, although
smaller than ours, had three bedrooms on the second floor, an
open floor plan in the living room, and a huge kitchen. We
parked the car in front of the house, on the street.
I walked over to the side of the house, which was fenced in.
I could see the dogs on the other side. When they saw me, they
rushed at the fence.
The sliding glass door opened, and a tall and lanky girl
came out.
“Uncle Mikey!”
She bent down and patted her thighs, calling to the dogs,
“Rusty! Grey! Come here.”
The dogs reluctantly went to her.
I opened the fence lock, and Scott and I stepped inside.
The dogs came up to us to inspect us.
“Hi, Charlotte,” I said.
“Hi. Hi, Uncle Scott.”
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She had Evie’s build, but Dom’s Mediterranean dark looks,
with long raven-black hair flowing down her back almost to
her waist.
I gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek; Scott did the same.
“Your mom home?” I asked.
“Yeah. She’s cleaning.”
“So that’s why you’re downstairs.”
Charlotte shrugged. “Yeah, you know how she is when get
gets to cleaning.”
“You’re not driving yet?” asked Scott.
“I need to get a car, first,” she said. “Mom and Dad won’t
let me get a car until I get a job. Want to come inside?”
“Sure.”
She let the dogs in first, then we followed her inside.
“Mom!” Charlotte yelled up the stairs. “Mom, Uncle Mikey
and Scott are here!”
“Be right down!” Evie called back.
“We can always go up,” Scott said to me.
“And step into her newly-cleaned area?” I asked in mock
horror. “You’d inflict the wrath of the Gods on you.”
Scott smiled and leaned on the kitchen island. Charlotte
drank a Coke from the can.
“Got any diet?” I asked.
“Yep, just for you and Scott.”
She ducked in the fridge and took out two Diet Cokes. She
handed them to Scott and me. I heard people come down the
stairs.
The first person I saw was a girl, about fifteen, with a short,
spiked haircut. She wore a flannel shirt, jeans, and men’s
slippers. She stopped at the bottom step.
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“Ashley?” I asked.
When I’d seen her at our wedding, she was in a light blue
puffy dress, with lace and chiffon. She’d had long hair like her
sister.
“Just Ash,” she said, biting her lip.
I walked up to her. Evie stood behind her.
“Ash,” I said, and looked her up and down. I knew what
she was going for.
She looked down. Embarrassed, I think. I hugged her.
She exhaled. “You’re not mad?”
“Why should I be mad?” I held her at arm’s length. “This is
very brave of you. It took me eighteen years to admit I was gay
to my parents.”
“I’m not gay,” she said.
“You’re trans,” said Scott.
Ash nodded.
“Oh,” I said.
Evie put a hand on Ash’s shoulder and guided him to the
side.
Scott smiled, and then came over and gave Ash a hug also.
“You’re kind of cute.”
Ash blushed bright red.
I walked over to the counter to retrieve my Diet Coke.
Evie hugged me from behind. “I’m so glad you decided to
come.”
I leaned my head into her shoulder. “Wouldn’t miss it.”
“You missed last year.”
“We were in Japan for six months. Scott’s modeling career
really took off there.”
“They’re mystified by red hair,” he said.
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Evie poured herself some lemonade. “What are you doing
with your life, Mikey?”
“Doing the normal paranormal research and fighting the
forces of evil. Nothing big.”
Before she could ask me what that meant, the sliding glass
door opened and Dom walked in.
“Hey, Mikey, Scott.”
“Hey,” Scott and I said.
I smiled as I understood that the Fates had stepped in so I
wouldn’t have to explain what I meant to Evie.
Dom absently pet the dogs. “That your Mercedes out
there?”
“Yes,” said Scott.
“Nice SUV. I’m jealous.”
Dom gave each of us a hug. He kissed Charlotte and nodded
to Ash. Ash nodded back.
“Staying for dinner?”
“We wouldn’t want to put you out,” I said.
“We’ll put another pair of steaks on the grill.”
“Grilling in November?”
“Do you see any snow on the ground?”
“No ...”
“Then it’s grilling weather!” Dom gave Evie a kiss. “Going
to change. I’ll be right down to start dinner.”
Evie smiled as he left. She looked like she was still in love
with him. That was sweet to see. I hoped Scott and I would be
like that.
Well, we had been together for over sixteen years. It looked
promising.
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Evie took out two steaks and put them in the microwave to
defrost. “They’re ribeyes. Do you mind?”
“Do I mind?” I asked. “They’re steaks!”
“Don’t you eat steak?”
I thumbed at Scott. “Model, here.”
Evie stopped the microwave. “I might have some veggie
patties in the free—”
Scott waved his hand. “It’s okay. I’ll run a little more on
the treadmill tonight.”
“We don’t have a treadmill,” said Evie.
Scott and I looked at each other. “We were going to a hotel
in —” I said.
“Nonsense! You can sleep in one of the kids’ rooms.”
“Mom!” yelled Charlotte.
“They can sleep in my room,” said Ash. “I have a full-sized
bed.”
“We won’t put you out,” I said firmly.
“We’re going to have twenty-one people in a few days. You
won’t be in the way.”
“I want to sleep on the couch,” said Ash. “I can watch the
good TV all night.”
The “good TV” was a half-movie-screen-sized curved-screen
television that took up almost the entire wall. If I watched TV, I
could understand why he’d want to do that.
“Works for me,” I said.
“Okay,” said Scott, shrugging.
“We’ll get the bags.”
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Magicians don’t drink, but models do sometimes. We
adults were sitting outside where the weather was chilly, but
not freezing. Dom had a firepit burning. Evie and Scott both
had some wine, Dom drank something amber with ice, and I
had a bottled water.
“So when did Ashley decide she was a boy?” I asked, the
question burning in my mind since I saw her.
“About six months ago,” Evie said.
“It might be a phase,” said Dom, swirling the amber liquid
in his glass. “I treat her like I was treated. You know … tough,
‘Hey, bro’, that kind of thing. I don’t think she likes it that I
don’t hug her any more.”
Scott looked into his wine glass.
“It might not be a phase,” I said. “I was twelve when I
knew.”
“I was fourteen,” said Scott.
Dom sipped his liquid. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to insult
you.”
Evie put a hand on Dom’s arm. “This is all new to us.”
“You seem to be accepting it better than a lot of parents
I’ve heard about,” Scott said.
“What would you do?” asked Dom.
“I wouldn’t deny her — him — from exploring,” I said. “I
ended up in prison for it and hating Dad.”
“Do you still hate Dad?” Evie asked.
I didn’t say anything, drinking to avoid answering the
question. They stared at me, not wanting to let me get away
with not answering.
Scott saved me. “You haven’t seen him in years. He might
have missed you.”
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“You don’t know my father well, do you?”
“Your father is like my father was. But he still left me all his
money.”
“Because you’re the only child.”
“He could have left it to my cousins.”
I could see that. “My father doesn’t love me.”
Evie looked horrified. “Mikey, that’s not true.”
“He loved Phil. He put everything into Phil. You know
what Mom told me once? I was a mistake.”
“Mikey, she had Alzheimer’s. She probably didn’t know
what she was saying.”
“Or she was telling me the truth for once.”
Evie sighed.
“Let’s talk about something other than how our parents
suck,” Dom said. “Are you a model, too?”
“No.” I laughed. “I work for the Rosicrucians.”
“The people who put you in prison?”
“I’m a magician for them. Sometime Knight, though I
haven’t taken the vows. I work with the Rhode Island State
Police and other police in the northeast when they get weird
cases.”
“Are there a lot of those?”
“You’d be surprised.”
“Must keep you busy,” said Evie.
“Mostly around Halloween and some full moons. The
serious ones are during the New Moons because they have a
clue as to what they’re doing.” I probably could have gone on
and on about my work, but they looked confused and tired at
the same time.
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Dom yawned, and that was the cue for us. He doused the
fire.

When I woke up in a strange bed, I did what I normally
did. I searched for the protective runes I automatically put up
the night before. I looked over the side of the bed. The paper
with the sigils on them had not been disturbed. I bent over,
gathered them up, and placed them under the pillow.
Scott stirred next to me. “Is it safe?” he asked.
“Yes,” I said.
I had learned to be overprotective to the point of paranoia.
I knew this place was not a hotel. The house seemed to be too
new to be haunted, and none of the kids were conjurers that I
knew of, so no destructive spirits were in the vicinity. However,
I had gone to too many places that were beautiful on the outside,
but had a dark heart.
The bathroom was right next to the room, and I heard the
shower going. It was sunrise, about the usual time we woke up.
“Want to go for a run?” Scott asked, always conscious of
his exercise regimen.
“We can do that.”
We arrived downstairs to find the morning chaos of kids
getting ready for school, adults getting ready for work.
Evie gave me her house key. “I’ll be a little late. I have some
last-minute things to get at the market.”
“Do you want an amulet to get you through the line faster?”
I asked.
“You can do that?”
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“It’ll take me a few minutes.”
“Can you do something like that for traffic?” asked Dom.
I wasn’t sure if he was joking, but I went along with it
anyway. “I’ll make something more permanent for your car
and send it to you.”
As I drew the rune for speed confined by “harm none” and
efficiency, Ash watched over my shoulder.
“That’s so cool,” he said.
I finished the drawing.
“It’s on fire,” he said.
I turned to look at him. “You can see that?”
“Can’t you?” He looked at his mother, who seemed
confused.
I put a hand on my hip. “Not everyone can see magic.”
“That’s magic?”
“That’s how my magic manifests. Purple fire, right?”
“Yeah. You can’t see it?” he asked his mother.
“I don’t see anything but the mark on the paper.”
I folded it up into a triangle and handed it to Evie. “The
fire should be out, now,” I said, watching Ash.
He nodded.
I put my hand on his shoulder. “We need to talk.”
“Is there something wrong with me?”
I squeezed his shoulder and gave him my best smile.
“Nothing’s wrong with you,” I said. “Nothing at all.”
“When you get home from school, we can talk.”
Ash grabbed her backpack and followed his sister outside
to catch the bus.
“What was all that about?” asked Evie.
“He’s got the makings of a magician.”
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Evie and Dom looked at each other. “I think you should
talk to us first,” said Dom.
“No reason why I can’t talk to him first, to let him know
what he could do. It’s not like I’m going to test him.”
“What does testing involve?”
“I wouldn’t do any testing without your permission, Dom.
He’s still a minor.”
“Which is why you should talk to us, first.”
“Dom,” said Evie. “We’re going to be late.”
Dom grabbed his briefcase and turned to the door.
“Remember that he’s a minor, Mike.”
I gave them a few minutes, as Scott filled the water bottles.
“Thinking of taking an apprentice, again?”
“Maybe,” I said. The last one didn’t quite work out. I was
exonerated, but it was a close call.
We went running down the quiet side streets. Scott had a
GPS on his phone, connected to his watch, so we didn’t get too
lost. We went out for about two hours at a leisurely pace, so we
weren’t out of breath when we got home.
Scott and I decided to go out for breakfast, so we found a
little hole-in-the-wall joint that served some of the best home
fries I’d ever had. Then I asked Scott if he would mind going to
New Haven.
He knew why. He knew the way there — without the GPS.
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Marjorie Lynn LeBonte
June 1, 1945 – July 3, 2008
Thomas James LeBonte
May 17, 1942 –
“Hi, Mom,” I said.
Not to the tombstone, not to the body in the grave, not to
the soul that didn’t haunt the place. Maybe I said it to my heart.
Cancer felled her, but I took her. I remember that Evie
couldn’t stop crying, seeing my mother suffer, while my father
kept refusing to take out the life-sustaining machinery. My
father prolonged her suffering; I could see it. She lay in the
hospital bed, her mind elsewhere, her soul tugging at the cord
that connected to her body, wanting to be free.
I could talk to spirits, only with aid. I don’t think my father
would appreciate me to showing up with a Ouija board or
drawing a conjuring circle in the middle of the hospital room
in order to talk to my mother’s spirit.
I walked into the hospital room alone. I had a scythe with
me, just a small one, commonly called a boline. I saw the cord,
silver and glittering, connected to her root chakra. With one
swish of the boline, I severed the silver cord.
Her soul looked directly at me, shocked. That was microseconds before the machines beeped like crazy. I tucked the
boline in my pocket as an avalanche of people ran into the room.
They performed what they called “superhuman methods” to try
and bring her back. That was, of course, my father’s directive
because he refused to authorize a “Do Not Resuscitate” order.
That shocked look is what causes me, sometimes, to wonder
if what I did was what she wanted. Her soul never returned to
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me to admonish me that it was my fault; she never haunted me
or anyone that I knew. She never came to her own funeral,
either. But I wondered what that look was about.
I set the bouquet of roses on the tombstone, because that
was what you did in scenes like this. Although she wasn’t here
and, while it was an empty gesture, it was expected.
“So, I get to see Dad tomorrow. Want me to say ‘hello’ to
him for you? No? I don’t blame you. He put you through hell
for his own selfish reasons.”
I squatted down and touched the dirt. Nope, she was
nowhere nearby. It had been nine years, after all.
“I’m happily married now, Mom. No grandkids, like you
predicted. I don’t like little kids, anyway. I like them around
Charlotte’s age. High school. You can talk to them. Little kids,
you can’t hold a conversation with them.” I smiled. “I’m not a
motherly type, sorry.”
I had asked her soul if she was angry with me, but got no
answer. so I didn’t bother with that question any more. I
looked for a sign: a bird, a breeze, the sun disappearing behind
clouds. Nothing. She was gone. Long gone.
I sighed, and then turned and picked my way along the
graves back to the car. Scott waited, his nose in his phone,
probably checking his email.
As I approached, he looked up at me. “Still empty?”
I nodded.
“That’s a good thing, isn’t it? She’s really passed on.”
“She’s gone to her afterlife. She’s with the angels.”
I’d never see her again. Now I had to deal with my
degenerating father.
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We got back to the house just before the kids. They were
on break now.
It was unseasonably warm, so we sat outside with the dogs
in the back yard. Rusty was a sucker for a good game of fetch,
while Grey would chase after Rusty. However, Grey always
came back with the stick.
I rolled around on the lawn with the dogs, while Scott
laughed at my antics. I loved dogs and animals more than most
people. We didn’t have pets because of our constant traveling,
so any chance I got to spend with animals was heaven to me.
Ash and Charlotte caught me on the ground, tackled by
Rusty. Grey ran to Charlotte and leapt on her. Charlotte
jumped back, so the dog grazed her shirt, its claw catching it
and tearing it.
“Okay, okay, guys,” I called to the dogs, “Time to calm
down. The adults are in the room.”
Ash chuckled, while Charlotte stormed into the house to
change her shirt. Grey followed her.
I got up, dusting dirt and grass bits off my clothes. Ash
hung around outside. I could tell he wanted to talk.
“So,” I said, going up to him. “Magic.”
“Yeah,” he said, looking down. “Um, do I have to do what
you do?”
“What do you mean?”
“Mom told me you had to take medicine.”
“At first I did, because it was overwhelming. But I learned
how to work with what I could see and hear with what I could
do and what was around me.”

15

Family Bonds

He looked up, confused.
“In other words,” said Scott, “he got used to it.”
I asked Ash, “Have you tried any magic?”
“Um, no.”
“Want to?”
Ash both blushed and shuffled his feet.
“I can teach you.”
“I don’t think Dad wants me to.”
“Probably not. He knows what I went through, but I had
other things happen to me — things that may not happen to
you.”
“Like the prison?”
I sighed. It was part of the family history, and Evie must
have told the kids why I disappeared for five years.
“Like the prison,” I replied. “But I can keep you out of
prison. Teach you the right way.”
“Can I, like, think about it?”
“Of course you can. You have my number, right?”
Ash nodded.
“Just let me know. In the meantime, look up stuff on
meditation.”
“Meditation? That’s so boring.”
“Not if you do it right.”
Scott gathered our lemonade glasses. “There’s a lot of good
meditation apps. You should try them.”
“Sure,” said Ash.
I doubted he would, though. We went into the house.
The temperature dipped and it was too cold for an outdoor
campfire this night, which was good, because I wanted to be
well-rested for my father and Dom’s family the next day.
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If I thought yesterday was chaos, Thanksgiving Day was
sheer pandemonium.
It started at 9:30 in the morning, when Dom’s father and
newest girlfriend showed up. Ten years Dom’s father’s junior,
she had a plastered-on clown face and smelled strongly of old
roses. She even brought her own apron and immediately went
to work in the kitchen.
Dom left at ten to go pick up my father from the nursing
home. He left Scott and I with instructions on how to set up the
tables for the adults and kids, and where the chairs and tablecloths and fine china were. Then people started showing up.
Kids. Too many kids. Too many loud kids. Everyone had
their own phone or tablet and the TV was blaring. People bled
into the bedrooms upstairs. Outside was freezing cold; the dogs
had been put away in the garage. There was no escape.
By noon, I already had a pounding headache. Dom hadn’t
come back with my father yet.
Then Evie called to me over the din. “Mikey, can you go
help Dom with Dad? He’s in the driveway.”
I threw on a coat and went outside, my heart pounding. I
hadn’t seen my dad in five years, by my own choice. I didn’t
invite him to the wedding because I knew he wouldn’t have
approved. What was I going to see?
Dom was standing on the passenger side, the door open.
He saw me and I could see him breathe a sigh of relief. As I
approached, I could see a man, bald, leaning forward in the
seat, with his hands firmly on the dash.
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“He’s not very lucid today,” said Dom as I came around
the car. “It took them a half an hour to get his coat on.”
I saw the man in the car. Still tall, but he was now mostly
bones. He gripped the dash for dear life, not wanting to get out
of the car.
“Dad,” I said. “Dad, it’s me.”
“Phil?” he asked, looking up at me and blinking.
“No, Mike.”
“Who’s Mike?”
My stomach dropped. He didn’t know me. He knew Phil,
my brother that had died — that I had killed … years ago. I
could do one of two things: argue with him, or go along with
him.
“Yeah, I’m Phil,” I said. I didn’t sound excited about it, but
if it got him out of the car, I would play along with it.
“Phil,” he almost wailed, dragging the name out.
Then he started to sob. Dom shifted his weight from foot
to foot as he held the handles of the wheelchair.
I sighed. I had seen the same thing happen with my
mother. However, where I had patience with her, I didn’t have
any with him.
“You have to get out of the car, Dad.”
He suddenly stopped crying, as if a switch had been pulled.
He blinked up at me.
“Come on, Dad. Out.”
I took his arm and tugged him. He swung his legs out of
the car. I lifted him out of the car, turning his body so he could
drop into the wheelchair Dom held still for me. I put his feet in
the stirrups.
“Where are you taking me?” he asked.
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“To see Evie.”
“Where’s Evie?”
“In the house.”
Dom got him through the gate to the back of the house. We
guided him into the house, where it was hot and loud. People
finally realized that the big dinner could start now that the man
of the house was back. Dom got his coat off, kissed his wife
seconds before Evie kissed Dad on the cheek.
“Hi, Daddy.”
“Evie?”
She brightened, and her eyes turned shiny. “Yes, Daddy.”
“Where’s Margie?”
“She’s not here today,” Evie told him. “You know Mike.”
“That’s Phil. I don’t know any Mike.”
Evie looked up at me, concerned.
I waved my hand. “Let it go, Evie.”
I didn’t bother introducing Scott, even though a lot of
people said hello to my father. He wouldn’t remember them.
Scott took me aside. “Are you okay?”
“I’m fine.”
We all settled in to eat off the fine china using the fancy
silverware. Evie and the kids set up the sides on the adults table
and the kids table. Then came the turkey, which Dom proudly
carried to its special spot on the adult’s table.
Then he lifted his glass of champagne. Everyone else did as
well.
“Let us give thanks, oh Lord, for the bounty here. For our
family and friends. Let us have another year of good health and
all be back next year.”
“Cheers!” I said, and touched my glass to Scott’s.
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Dom’s family said something in Italian, doing the same
thing. Then Dom started cutting the turkey. He served my father
first.
Evie cut up the turkey, asked Dad what he wanted. He told
her. A moment of lucidity, I thought. Maybe this wouldn’t be
so bad.
All the food was great, because my sister is just that good of
a cook. I was happy that we were here as a married couple. I was
happy to see Evie happy, even though my father was scowling.
Then, suddenly, he threw a biscuit at Dom’s brother. It
skipped across his plate, into the gravy, and splattered on his
shirt.
“What the hell!” Dom’s brother jumped up and glared at
my father.
My father glared right back.
“Hold!” I yelled, and time stopped.
Scott stood up. He was immune to my magic. I had the
spell for that engraved in his ring.
“Your father’s going to try to tip the table.”
I squeezed behind Evie to my father at the corner of the
table, and moved the wheelchair back about a foot.
“What was that all about?” I asked.
“Probably got overwhelmed.”
I went around the kitchen island, into the living room, and
shut off the unattended TV while I was at it.
“So he takes a temper tantrum?”
“Or attention-seeking. The next thing he’s going to do is
comment about how the food is awful.”
He was the diviner, not me.
“What should we do?”
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“I would remove him entirely from the situation. He’s like
a four-year-old.”
I went back and got the wheelchair, and moved it to the
living area, parked him in front of the couch in case he would
try and get up, he would fall face-first into it.
“Resume!”
Dom’s brother opened his mouth to yell something at the
empty space where my father had been.
I stood next to my father. He lifted his hands to flip the table
over that was no longer there.
He turned to his left, where Evie had been sitting, and said,
“This turkey is dry.” Then he looked to the right to see only me.
“What? Where’s the table?”
“Act your age or you won’t get any dessert,” I said.
“Apologize for throwing the bread.”
“I didn’t do anything.” He crossed his arms and pouted.
“You’re not going to let your age be an excuse.”
Dom’s brother wiped at his shirt — he was still steaming.
Scott muttered a spell, and the stain disappeared. We let
him think that he wiped it away.
“Forget it,” said Dom’s brother, and sat down.
“Not hungry anyway,” my father muttered.
“Suit yourself,” I said, and went back to my place at the table.
“Mikey,” Evie said when I sat down, “He should eat
something.”
“Feed him later when there’s not so many people around.”
Dinner then passed without further incident. No one
noticed the TV was off.
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It was quiet in the garage with Scott and the dogs. Dom
had just left with my father, who ate nothing, no matter how
Evie tried to feed him.
Ash came in, stepping around the car and water bowl for
the dogs.
“A lot of people are gone now, Uncle Mikey.”
“Came here to fetch me?” I asked, sitting on one of the
lawn chairs we’d taken down from the wall.
“Kinda. You did something, didn’t you? With Grandpa?”
“I moved him so he wouldn’t hurt anyone.”
“How?”
“I stopped time.”
Ash’s eyes went wide. “You can do that?”
“Yep.”
“Oh, wow!”
“That’s very advanced,” I said, trying not to sound highand-mighty. “Takes years to learn.”
“Is that what you do, make sure nobody gets hurt?”
“Yes. I try to protect people or stop the bad guys.”
Ash leaned against the car, petting Rusty. “How long does
it take to learn that?”
“I’m still learning every day.”
“I was thinking about it, you know? I think I want to try.”
I stood up.
“Then I accept you as my apprentice.”
Ash looked at my outstretched hand. He grinned, reached
out and shook it firmly
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ONE
ALL SOULS

I

N A WEEK,

SCOTT WOULD BE “AN ADULT.” Two years after
dropping out of the military academy and blowing off his
family, my boyfriend, younger than me by six months,
would be perfectly legal to sleep with.
Also by the end of the week, Tyler would be out of our lives
forever. Tyler, older than me by about five years, had celebrated
his 23rd birthday with his head in the toilet bowl after way too
much tequila.
However, on this night — which was All Hallow’s Eve, or
Samhain, or Halloween — Scott and I stayed at our sanctuary
space: the store. My boyfriend Scott wanted to be open late for
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the procrastinating Wiccans, and some of the stores in
downtown had candy for kids in costume walking by. It was an
attempt to try and drum up support for downtown.
We hadn’t seen one kid yet, and it was an hour after sunset.
I sat at the end of the glass counter while Scott sat behind the
counter. We got caught kissing once and offended a customer,
so now we kept our distance in the store when it was open.
“So the first thing you’re going to do when Tyler leaves is
walk around your apartment naked?” I asked him.
He chuckled. “I don’t do that anyway.”
“Why not?”
“Because you would’ve probably remote-viewed me.”
I laughed. I smiled at him, taking in his red hair and blue
tank top that accented his abs.
He plucked a lollipop out of the bowl for the kids. It was
the kind with chocolate in the middle.
“I think I’ll be having these around for years.”
“Give them to the customers when they buy something.”
The door opened.
“Hey, Frank,” said Scott.
“Hey,” he said, and gave me a glare. “You do some weird
shit recently?”
I touched my chest. “Moi?”
“My phone’s been ringing off the hook.”
I looked at Scott. Scott looked at the floor.
“No,” I said to Frank. “I haven’t done anything.”
He frowned. “Must be the season.” He took one of the
lollipops.
“You have to say, ‘Trick or Treat’,” said Scott.
Frank flipped him off. Scott chuckled.
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“You have a lot of work?” I asked.
He unwrapped the lollipop and tossed the wrapper in the
trashcan before answering. “I got one cheating wife, one missing
person, and one dog-napping.”
“Dog-napping?”
“Somebody obviously thinks I’m Ace Ventura.”
“Did you take it?”
“Sure. You can help with that.”
“I don’t know —”
“They’re bringing by something tomorrow with the dog
hair on it.”
I swallowed. “Frank, I don’t know if I can do it.”
“Why?”
I sighed. Scott gave me a little smile, to reassure me.
“I’m on meds.”
“What do you mean ‘on meds’?”
I couldn’t look at him. “I have a mental problem. They call
it ‘psychosis’.”
“What’s it really called?”
“Schizophrenia,” I muttered.
Scott came over to me and put a hand on my shoulder.
“Why the hell are you taking meds for it?” Frank demanded.
“Because the things I saw were getting in the way of my life.”
“What do the meds have to do with you not able to find a
dog like you find people?”
“I can’t do magic anymore.” I looked up at him. “I tried. I
really tried. I can’t do anything anymore.”
Scott said, “He had one foot in the other world, and one
foot in this one. They gave him medicine so he could be fully in
this one.”
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“Who gave you meds?”
“The Rosicrucians,” I said. “The people who sent me to
prison.”
Frank stuck the lollipop in his mouth and sucked on it for
a minute, thinking. “Why didn’t you tell me?” he said around
the lollipop.
“Because I thought you’d freak out.”
Frank waved a hand. “I’ve dealt with schizophrenics off
their meds before. Usually in the back of a police car.”
“Ha, ha.”
“I’m being honest. You don’t seem typical.”
“He’s a textbook case,” said Scott, squeezing my shoulder.
“When did you start the meds?”
“A few months ago,” I said.
Frank took the lollipop out. “Well, this kind of puts a
damper on things.”
“I’m sorry. I’ll do what I can. I need the money.”
“Scott not paying you enough?”
“He’s not paying me at all,” I said. “I didn’t think he needed
to.”
“What do you need the money for?”
“Things are getting cramped in the apartment. I’ve been
there for six months. They want me out.”
“That’s why he’s at the store so much,” said Scott. “To give
them some privacy.”
Frank looked at me. “I’ll see what I can do. I’ll probably
take you with me to the animal shelters or something.”
“Thanks, Frank.”
He saluted me with the lollipop. “Don’t mention it. I gotta
go clean the office. I’ll see you tomorrow about noon.”
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“Okay.”
He left the store. I let out a long breath.
“See?” said Scott, stepping away from me. “See, it wasn’t
that bad.”
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