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      Normal Junction is anything but! It can't be found on any map, but it's a place not too far away from where you are. It's a place where people go when things in their life are turned upside down - a haven, a place where hope, resilience, and even miracles reside. Come, take a trip to Normal Junction, and watch how the spirits collide to turn things right-side up. 


      
In this installment, Calayiah "Layah" and Lybbestre "Libby" Frazier are witches of the Normal Junction kind. They do more than repair watches in their shop, and this time it's Teagan Blake, who they'll help discover who murdered his grandmother.
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Chapter
One


 


“There he is,” Calayiah said, a wide grin
on her face. She clapped her hands, bobbling in her seat, her green eyes
sparkled. She pointed to the tarot card she’d just turned. “There he is.” Her
long, red crinkled wavy hair bouncing with each excited jump.


“I see him,” Lybbestre said, her green eyes
set with indifference.  She let out a huff. “You know, Layah, I’m not at
all for this.”


“Oh stop it, Sister.” Calayiah picked up
the cards and put them in a stack. “Just stop it. It’ll be fun. Not only will
we get to help, but we get to go out. We haven’t gone out in ages. Ages!” she
repeated.


“We have enough work here to keep us busy.”
The raven haired one shook her head. “I don’t want to do it.”


“Oh for Goddess’ sakes,” Calayiah said, a
lopsided smile on her face. “Libby, you’ve turned into an old witch.”


“We are old witches, Layah. So, I don’t
mind acting like what I truly am.” She gave her sister a look of disdain. “You
should think more of acting your age.”


“My age has brought me wisdom, and it’s
what has given me the power to know he needs us.” She scrunched her nose.
“Yours, dear Sister, has only served to make you overly cautious and quite dull
and dreary.”


Calayiah heard the stroke of the large
grandfather clock that sat in the corner and looked at her watch. “It won’t be
long now!” she said, her cheerfulness returning. She rubbed her hands together
and giggled. “It won’t be long now.”
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Hello there. Welcome to Normal Junction. A
place where time and space are relative, and the vastness of the things in the
universe collide and conform for good.


Okay, maybe it isn’t that big of a
deal, but surely it’s worth taking note of.


And it is true that Normal Junction is
everywhere.


So, that is kind of important.


What do I mean by everywhere? Well, it’s
where you are, no matter where that might be, at exactly the time that you need
to be there. It is a state of mind, a state of being – the road to that silver
lining right behind your dark cloud.


It is certainly a good place to be.


Well. For most people.


Have you ever wished that you could just
sleep through the bad times? Or perhaps shut your eyes so tightly that you’d
become oblivious to all the misfortunes that had you pinned against the wall,
then open them up, and all was right again? Maybe you’ve wished that you could
slip through time to a place that wasn’t so filled with worry, doldrums, or the
eroding strife that is eviscerating the very fibers of your life.


For some it may have happened almost just
like that. Eyes shut or wide open, thanks to a place like Normal Junction, they
made it through with only a few scars to show. They are the few (or maybe it
was many more than we know) who have found a way to overcome. Conquer. Trounce,
and yes, even Triumph over life’s hiccups, heartaches, and headaches, and come
out the better for it.


Unfortunately, however, Teagan Bales wasn’t
able to weather the storm and find the optimism and hope buried in his
disconsolate circumstance as others might have. It hadn’t been his fault, the
sadness and hurt that had seeped into his existence and forged the mold of the
man he came to be. It was just life – the general course of things that we all
have to endure. And, in Teagan’s defense, it happened when he was very young.
He had been just a small boy who was unable to find the shelter offered by such
a place as Normal Junction. No, not then. But in a place like this, where the
continuum of time is fused with space into a dimension of the fourth kind, it
is never too late. And that, Dear Reader, may just prove to be Providence for
Teagan Bales, who, unbeknownst to him, has just arrived.


 


ͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼͽͼ


 


He looked at himself in the mirror, and ran
his hand over the stubble of his five o’clock shadowed square jawline. His cool
olive-colored skin was smooth and looked more youthful than his thirty-five
years. Leaning in close to the mirror over his vanity, he wiped a finger across
the lid of his eye trying to ease the twitch that seemed, as of late, to plague
him. Deep set, his almond-shaped eyes were bordered by thick lashes, the
corners becoming etched with the emergent of crow’s feet.


 Teagan closed his eyes, took in a
breath and counted to ten. When he opened them the same hazel eyes stared back,
filled with gold flecks that never sparkled, they were expressive only of the
fatigue and desolation that seemed to constantly embrace him.


He was dressing to go to an obligatory
gala. One that he dreaded more with each passing moment over the last month and
a half. With each step he took toward walking into those doors at the
Gabrisette House and being consumed by the fragments of his family’s fractured
legacy, the emptiness of his actuality crowded out more and more any compassion
and substance he had left. The fundraiser gala had been the life of Olivia
Grafton-Bales, the grandmother who raised him. And to the utter detriment of
any promise he had held at the tender age of twelve, it had been the death of
her.


 Olivia Bales had thrown the
extravagant gala every year for more than twenty-seven years when her body,
found during the party, put a screeching halt to any future philanthropic
undertakings by the family. That was until now. In the tradition set by her, an
afternoon fundraiser – a soiree of sorts – was being held. It would mark the
fiftieth anniversary of the event, and also the end of the family’s ownership
of the House and its vast outcropping of the robust vineyards that supplied
their celebrated winery.  


The looming affair had penetrated his usual
tough façade and given him sleepless nights and troubled days. He tried to
dismiss his misgivings, seeking comfort in work and women, but neither eased
his ache.


In his bouts of sleeplessness, he’d heard
voices - familiar, but too distant to recognize. Always reciting the same
mantra. And eventually, even in his waking hours, the words seeped through to
his consciousness and replayed over and over in his head all day.


“You’re losing time.”


Teagan picked up the tube of gel and
squirted a generous amount in the palm of his hand and ran it threw his dark
blonde hair. He styled it with his fingertips, and once satisfied with how it
looked, washed his hands, and dried them on a white towel, throwing it into a
nearby hamper once finished.


Teagan, not one to give into premonitions
or mystic beliefs, knew that the dreams nor the voice, though agonizing, meant
anything.


Now if you would’ve asked my grandmother
that . . .


His grandmother.


Perhaps she was the reason for his
continued dread.


She had been everything to him. And the
night his grandmother was found dead in her wine cellar, Teagan’s lifeline had
also been drained. From that point on he was hopelessly void of the happiness
and exuberance toward life that he’d shared with her. His confidant. His
cheerleader. His grand-mother. The only one he’d known since his own
mother left when he was two was no longer there.


He had pushed himself forward after her
death – eventually, and he would do the same tonight. Push those notions
manifested in his dreams and the unhappiness they conjured out of his mind, and
push forward. Push ahead. It was easy, because that was what he did best.


But what Teagan didn’t know was that
neither the nightmares, nor the voice in his ear, were unintended. And it
wouldn’t be long before he was to uncover what price time lost could demand.













 


Chapter
Two


 


Teagan stood in the ensuite to his bedroom.
It was a cool white – white subway tile on the walls, hexagon patterned matte
white on the floor. White towels hung on a silver rack next to the white vanity
that had shiny silver hardware, and a glass bowl. Sterile. Functional.
Exacting. Just like him.


“I’ve got the car waiting for you,” a voice
swirled in through his thoughts. “And a glass of wine.”


“Thank you, Caroline,” he said turning from
the mirror, he nodded at her standing at the doorway. He walked out of the
bathroom, past her, buttoning the white pleated shirt with black buttons that
he’d slipped into. She followed him out. Stopping at the side of his bed,
Teagan looked at the woman lying in it, still asleep.


Caroline handed him the glass of wine.
“Would you like for me to rouse her, sir?” she said noticing his gaze.


Teagan took a sip and turned to look at the
woman who’d spoken to him. “No Caroline. Not until after I’ve gone.”


“After that, Mr. Bales?” Caroline stood in
the middle of his huge bedroom. She was dressed much older than her years,
something she thought appropriate for her job. A job she loved, even if her
employer was at times unappeasable.


“After that,” he took another sip and set
it down on the bedside table next to his cufflinks. He picked one up and
clipped it on. “I don’t want to see her again.” He nodded his head. “Make sure
that happens.”


“Certainly, Mr. Bales.”


“Oh, and Caroline . . .”


“Yes.” She looked up at him, iPad in hand,
the Bluetooth like an additional appendage, fastened snugly to her ear.


He huffed a sharp breath out his nose.
“Make sure you discard all of the sheets on the bed.”


She nodded and glanced over at the sleeping
intruder. The king size bed had a cream-colored, five-foot high, tufted
headboard, centered on a huge Persian rug, one of two things Teagan had left of
his grandmother’s, looked almost lost in the huge room. Sparsely filled, the
bed, mirror and one side table furnished the space. The bedding, soon to be
trash per his instructions, was like the bathroom – all white – made up in
Egyptian cotton 800 thread count sheets, a DKNY duvet and matching comforter.
“I will, sir,” she said.


Teagan had found that even sharing his bed
with someone was not enough of a distraction to stop his night demons and the
messages they assaulted him with. At one time, when bad things crept in, his
grandmother had been there to shoo them out. Sweep them from under his bed,
hang her potpourri in his closet from where they hailed. She had been his
protector . . .


“Mr. Bales. Do you need me to do anything
else?” Caroline glanced at her tablet. “It’s getting close to time for you to
go.”


Teagan blinked, and let his eyes drift to
her. He didn’t speak, it seemed he couldn’t. He didn’t want to go, nor did he
want to go through the motions.


“Mr. Bales?”


He closed his eyes, and let them flutter
back open. Running his hand through his hair, he said “I don’t need to be
reminded of the time.”


“No. Of course not.”


Teagan picked up his glass of wine and
walked over to the floor length mirror. Setting the glass down, he pulled the
bowtie off the edge where it had been hanging. He draped it around his neck and
began clumsily twisting the ends around.


 Dressed in a black Armani tuxedo he
looked the part. Modish. Debonair. But his mood was a different story. Broody.
Uneasy. And his resistance to what the night brought plainly shown in his
comportment. Fumbling hands. Edgy commentary. Lack of concentration.


“Would you like some help with that?”
Caroline asked. Not waiting for a reply, she walked over to him and laid her
tablet on the nearby table. He turned to her and lifted his chin. Much taller
than her five-foot three inch frame, she almost had to stand on her tippy toes
to reach up above his chest.


Caroline, his assistant, was nearly the
same age as Teagan, and with a life a lot less privileged, she was filled with
much more patience. She was thin, but shapely. Well-dressed, she used her
modest salary to make herself comfortable, but secure. Her thick brown hair
hung past her shoulders, and her curls bounced when she walked. Fair-skinned,
she had brown eyes, a full bottom lip, and a straight-edged nose. Not
beautiful, but certainly most would consider her pretty.


“You like the wine?” she asked as she
ensured one end of the tie was longer than the other.


“I do,” he said, a half smile on his face.
“It has a hint of sweetness and cedar wood. Smokey.”


“I’d thought you like it. It’s from your
vineyard.”


He looked down at her, but didn’t comment.


“You look nice in your tuxedo,” she said
looping the ends of the bowtie over each other.


“Thank you,” he said, no expression of
sincerity in the response.


“I didn’t say it because you’re my boss,
you know?” she said.


He took in a breath. “Finished?”


“Finished,” she said and gave the bow a
pat.


He grabbed the jacket from a chair, put it
on and turned back to the mirror. He brushed his hand down the front of his
tux, and then across his shoulders.


He was handsome, he knew that. But it
didn’t matter to him how he looked. He looked like he was supposed to, to go
where he needed to go.


“Your uncle called,” Caroline said. “Wanted
to know if you were sure you didn’t want to ride with him.”


“I just told Uncle Teddy that yesterday
when I saw him,” Teagan said. “I’m capable of getting there on my own.”


“I supposed he thought you may have changed
your mind.”


“I don’t change my mind once it’s made up.
No matter what the consequences. If I hadn’t thought it was for the best, I
wouldn’t have committed to it.”


“Yes,” she smiled. “I know that.”


“Uncle Teddy should know it, too,” Teagan
said. “He should know me better than anyone.”


He picked up the glass of wine, walked into
his dressing room and stood in front of the center island of drawers. Staring
at it momentarily, he downed the wine in a single gulp, and handed the glass to
Caroline who’d followed him in. Opening the top drawer, he lifted out the false
bottom, and listened as the tumblers on the lock of the hidden safe fell into
place. He pulled out a small jewelry case and opened it. Placing his fingers
inside the box, he slowly ran them over the precious stones that made up the object
inside. A knot rose up into his throat, as he remembered the last time its
owner wore it.


It was to the same gala he was readying
for.


His grandmother’s oval-shaped brooch was
encrusted with brilliant round, and silhouetted with long and slender baguette,
diamonds. Accented by a floating bridge across the top, it was adorned with
flowers that were fashioned with ruby petals and emerald stems. The piece was
stunning and timeless, but evoked somber memories.


Teagan steadied his trembling hand as he
pulled back the platinum clasp on the Art Nouveau
brooch. Opening it, he revealed the motionless face of a jeweled timepiece. The
time on the dial marking the moment of his grandmother’s death.


 


 













 


Chapter
Three


 


You’re losing time.


The words, taunting him, wafted past his
ear as soon as he opened the precious keepsake. The words, clear and as real as
they’d been spoken by someone standing next to him, sent a chill down his
spine.


Please stop . . . He wanted to cry out. But to who?


Teagan stared down at the brooch through an
anguished stretch of moments, raw emotions bubbling up and out from a long ago
stowed away pain. Steeling back the tears that threatened to emerge, Teagan
closed the watch case and started to return it to its silk-lined box, when those
words and the ramifications of the night’s events stopped him.


The remnants of his grandmother’s life were
being buried. Her majestic mansion, and feted fields of grapes, had been
virtually auctioned off to the highest bidder and were being carted out that
very afternoon. Her legacy ticking away. Slipping away . . .


But there in his hand, he held something of
hers that could continue. The heartbeat of who she was and what she had given
to others could go on. At least for him.


“Caroline,” Teagan said on a sudden whim.
Not lifting his eyes, he clenched his jaw to mask the appearance of the
sentiments he felt welling up inside.


“Yes?” she said.


“I need you to find me a place where I can
have this watch repaired.”


“I’ll make note of it, and have a list for
you tomorrow.”


“I’d like to take it somewhere today. Now.
On my way to this afternoon’s gala.”


Caroline looked at the time displayed on
her iPad. It was 2pm on a Sunday afternoon.


“I don’t know that I can find a place,
other than in a commercial mall, that would be opened now,” she said. The only
kind of watch repair business that would keep Sunday hours were places she knew
he wouldn’t deign to appear – like Sears or a mall kiosk.


“Do it,” he said. “I need to do this now.”
He gave the brooch a squeeze before pushing it down into his jacket pocket.


Caroline typed into the search box on her
tablet, and scrolled down the listings her query had produced.
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Teagan walked outside, and breathed in air
filled with moisture. It smelled of wet leaves and dirt.


 “Evening, sir,” the driver standing
in wait opened the back door to the black Bentley Mulsanne.


“Hello, Charles.” Teagan slid into the
plush leather back seat, and his driver closed the door after him. “I’ll need
to make a stop,” he said to the driver after he had gotten in behind the wheel.


“And where would that be, sir?” He turned
around and looked at Teagan.


“A watch shop,” Teagan said. “Caroline
should have texted you the address.”


Charles leaned forward and pulled his phone
out of his pocket. “Yes.” He looked at Teagan through the rearview mirror. “I
have it. It’s located in kind of an out of the way place.”


“Is it?”


“Yes. Not unsafe or anything. But it’s
where, you know, self-healers, acupuncturists, and their kind hang out.”
Charles nodded. “But I know exactly where this is.”


The watch ship was in an area that Charles
wouldn’t have ever thought Teagan Bales would care to visit, but he would do as
he was told after confirmation. He glanced at his boss. “And, it’s definitely
not on the way to your party.”


“The party can’t get started without me. So
it’ll be fine. Just take me there,” Teagan said.


Charles pulled off from the upscale condo
building that Teagan called home. He hadn’t always lived in such a small
confine, not even owning the four walls that made up his three bedroom, two-story
abode. He’d once lived in the spacious Gabrisette House. Expansive, its foyer
as large as one of his bedrooms. It boasted a chef’s kitchen, complete with a
chef, a library with books that filled shelves that reached the room’s 12-foot
ceilings, and acres of land, all dedicated to his grandmother’s vineyard.


He peered out of the window as they drove
by trees that were just beginning to burst into their fall finery of bright
yellow, burnt orange, and vibrant reds. Beautiful autumn days had at one time
been his favorite. Harvest time. Cool weather. Ripe grapes. And everywhere
you’d look, if you worked a vineyard, life was bustling with activity.


He missed those days, and that life. And
not having them hadn’t been the original plan. The house and the land were all
supposed to be his. His grandmother had fostered in him a love for the
vineyards and the wine they produced. She had nurtured him, just as she’d done
her winery, to be the best and to carry on her legacy, and he had promised her
that he would. But after her death all those aspirations had been lost to him.
He had tried, but it was the one thing he hadn’t been able to overcome.


He’d kept the house and the estate only as
long as was mandated, because he knew that keeping it hurt his heart more than
he could bear. So he sold it – to his grandmother’s friend, Yvonne Giordano.
She owned a neighboring vineyard and had called him yearly to ask him to sell
it to her. “Your grandmother would want someone to have it who would care for
it as she had,” she’d say.


That surely wasn’t Teagan.


Perhaps that was why the recent nightmares
– because tonight he was trading a piece of his grandmother’s heart and soul in
the hope it would heal his heart. It was something that had at one time been
precious to him. Priceless. But truth be told, it genuinely seemed that ever
since he’d agreed to convey the property, his disposition had been like wine
that had become dormant before fermentation, he was stuck. It had been unwanted and
unintentional, but the grief that he had buried himself in wouldn’t set him
free, and rather than try, he conformed to his state of loss, just like he’d
done so many years ago.


Teagan Bales had spent the last twenty plus
years trying to forget what his grandmother had ingrained in him his first
twelve. And in so, he did things quite the opposite of how he’d been raised.
He’d became an acquisitioner of things. Things coveted by the wealthy and the
materialistic, and in doing, so he’d made money – lots of money and that, he
decided, gave him all the comfort he had been missing.


He reached inside his pocket and wrapped
his hands around the brooch. In it he found comfort as well.


He gazed up at the sky and wished for the
afternoon to be over. For the Olivia Grafton-Bales Children’s Fundraising
Gala’s last hurrah to be hurried to its place of rest.


He sighed and thought about that last one
that had been held. He was supposed to be there that night. At the gala. The
night she died. And he had opted to go to a friend’s house instead. He
remembered it as if it had happened yesterday.


“But I need you, Pumpkin,” she had said.
She sat at her vanity and eyed him through the mirror. Picking up her favorite
brooch – a watch passed down to her from her mother – she pinned it onto the
jacket of her evening gown. Then she swiveled in her seat turning toward him.


“My friends need me too,” he had told her.
“And I’ll come back early tomorrow, Grandmother. I’ll help you put all the
unused wine back into the cellar. Make sure it goes in the right place.”


She stood up and reached out her arms.
“Well, okay.” She gave him a hug. “I’ll surely appreciate that.” She tousled
his hair. “You go on and have your fun. I’ll make out alright without you. I’ve
actually hired an entire crew for the afternoon.”


“See,” he’d said. “You probably won’t even
miss me.”


“That could never happen,” she’d told him,
her love for him evident in her eyes. “I’ll see you tomorrow, and I’ll tell you
all about all the fun you missed.”


Only she wouldn’t be alright. And she
wouldn’t see him tomorrow. Indeed, Teagan would never see his grandmother
again.


After his grandmother’s death, he and his
father moved out of the Gabrisette House. Per his grandmother’s instructions,
all was left to Teagan with instructions that it couldn’t be sold until he was
graduated from high school. So he and his father covered all the furniture with
sheets, packed up a few things, and hired caretakers for the grounds and left.
Neither one of them ever looking back.


Until today.


And today would not only mark the first
time he set foot there after he’d moved out, but it would be the last time. The
deal he’d struck with Yvonne Giordano made sure of that, permanently ridding
him of the last vestige of the life that had been taken away from him












Chapter
Four


 


The day was bright and clear, the blue sky
dappled with pillow-like clouds. A gentle wind blew past Teagan as he stepped
out of the chauffeured car. Glancing up he squinted, then raised his hand over
his eyes to shield the glare of the sun. Warm rays streamed down onto his face,
and prompted him to pull off the trench coat he’s donned over his tuxedo and
throw it into the back seat.


Charles had pulled up to the curb right in
front of the shop Caroline had found. A cobblestoned walkway ran up to a wooden
door that had three horizontally placed stained glass panels. Above the shop
was a sign with a surreal, Dalian-styled watch and the name, Altered Times.


The temple bell hanging from the door knob
jangled as he opened it, and a short-haired black cat greeted him. Weaving
between his legs, it let out a purr, and looked up, its green eyes looking
directly into Teagan’s.


Still holding onto the door’s knob, Teagan
broke free of the cat’s gaze and let his eyes wander around the shop as it took
hold of his senses. There on the shelf were dried flowers and juicy fruits. A subtle
smell of coffee swirled around a light nutty aroma that mingled with the sweet
smell of potpourri. Lit scented candles set high on open shelves along the
walls gave off an amber glow and a trail of smokiness.


“Hello,” a woman standing behind the counter
said.


“Hello,” Teagan said. Letting go of the
door knob, he tried to step forward, but stumbled over the cat that paced
around him as if it had been tasked to investigate the store’s new arrival.


“Don’t mind the cat, she can be such a
witch sometimes,” the woman said wrinkling her nose. “Do come in.”


Teagan side-stepped the curious cat and
slid forward toward the glass counter. As he neared the woman he discovered
that she was flipping through a deck of tarot cards, arranging them in a
crisscross pattern.


“Hello,” he said again, this time an edge
of uncertainty in his voice. “I’m looking for the watch repair shop.


 “You’ve found it,” she said. The
woman that spoke to him was a fair skin black woman with springs of crinkled
red hair, and freckles place randomly across her face. Dressed in a
multicolored broomstick skirt, she wore two different colored spaghetti
strapped tees, and a jumble of turquoise and silver bangles that clanked as she
gestured him to come close.


 Standing at the counter, he noticed the
glint of the single necklace of gold and peridot, a green that matched her
eyes. She put a stray strand of hair behind her ear, revealing the matching
gemstone earrings that dangled from her ears. She had a child-like exuberance
about her, although she was certainly older. But trying to pin down an age
didn’t seem possible to Teagan.


“I’m Calayiah,” she said piling more cards
on her stack. “But you can call me Layah.”


“I’m Tegan Bales.”


“Teagan Bales,” she said it at the same
time he did.


He cocked his head to the side. “Do I know
you?” he asked narrowing his eyes. “Have we met before?”


“Only at this moment,” she said.


His eyes caught hers. “You knew my name.”


“I repeated your name,” she said. A look of
mischief in her face. “You’ll find I repeat things a lot.” She smiled at him.


“So. You repair watches here?” he asked as
she stacked up the cards.


“Yes we do,” she said and ran her fingers
along the edge of the display case, a sudden glow coming from within it. 
Teagan looked down to the now lighted case and saw rows of watches gleaming on
the shelves. “We were just waiting for you.” She looked up at him, her green
eyes gleaming, they seemed to catch the sunlight that filtered in through the
stained glass door.


“Waiting for me?” he asked.


“Our next customer,” she said and smiled.
She pointed behind her and there sat a work bench, one that Teagan hadn’t
noticed before. Wooden, it was covered with instruments of some sort, and an
oversized tapestry bag with wooden handles sat atop it. Along with a desk lamp,
there were pieces of watches scattered about.


 “You’re our next customer,” she said.


“Oh.” Teagan blinked his eyes. “Of course,”
he said. He looked down at the cat that hadn’t left his side since he entered,
and moved his leg. The feline seemed to be fascinated by it.


“Let me see your watch,” she said getting
Teagan’s attention. She held out her hand, wiggling her fingers.


Pulling it from his pocket, he slowly
extended his arm across the case handing it to her, unsure if he should entrust
something that valuable and sentimental to the offbeat and unconventional
shopkeeper. But before he could have any second thoughts, she clasped both of
her hands around his and held on tightly. He felt a tiny spark flow between
them and tried to pull away. But she held onto him for seconds longer than he
liked, then loosened her grip. As she did, his hand opened up and she took the
brooch. Turning it over, in almost a caress, she gently stroked it.


“It’s beautiful,” she said.


“It’s a family heirloom,” he said.


“I know.”


“You know?” a thin smile crossed his lips.


“It’s old,” she said. “And I wouldn’t think
you’d wear something like this.”


“No. It isn’t something I’d wear.” Thin
sarcasm in his voice, which seemed to rouse the cat at his feet, making her
purr. “Is this your cat?” he asked.


“Bothersome thing, isn’t she?” Calayiah
said, a grin curling up at the end of her lips.


“Perhaps you should get her,” Teagan said.


“How long has your grandmother been gone?”
Layah asked, not heeding his request.


“H-How did you . . . Why would you ask me
that?” Teagan asked.


“Sorry,” she said and looked up at him.
“Sometimes I have to remember to be careful with my curiosity. How about I just
take a look at this? I won’t be but a minute.” She momentarily studied the back
of the watch, then seemed to glide over to the table. Teagan noticed that under
her ankle length skirt she was barefoot, and it made him wonder what Caroline
had been thinking when she texted the address of this place to Charles.


Calayiah pulled the watch out from its
gemstone casing, sitting it down she looked for a tool among the clutter on the
table. She picked up a three-prong watch wrench and aligning it with the
notches on the back of it, she pushed down and twisted it off.


She looked down into the exposed watch
back, then up at Teagan. “It’s doesn’t work,” she said.


Teagan raised his eyebrows, a smirk on his
face. “Exactly,” he said. “Can it be fixed?”


“Of course we can fix it,” she said, a
laugh barely escaping telling him his question was silly. “Of course we can.”


“Who is ‘we?’” Teagan asked. “You speak as
if someone else is here.”


“Someone is,” she said as if questioning
his doubt. “It’s my sister, Lybbestre,” Calayiah said and at that the cat
scampered off, leaving Teagan’s side and running behind the counter.


Teagan looked around the store. “Is she
here now?” he asked.


“Who?” Calayiah asked.


“Your sister?”


“Oh. Of course she is. She’s right there.”
Calayiah pointed with her head to the left of where he stood.


A woman with hair as black as the cat’s
appeared in the corner of his eye, seemingly stepping out of nowhere. And like
the other woman, and the feline Teagan noticed, she had green eyes. But her
skin was white, and while there may have been some resemblance between the two,
Teagan determined that it wasn’t possible that they were really sisters. He
leaned over the counter and tried to see where she’d emerged from.


Calayiah noticed his inquisitive stance and
spoke. “She’d been in the back. Hadn’t you, Libby?”


“Yes. I had,” the woman said. “Repairing
watches. It is what we do here.” Her green eyes met with Teagan’s
leaving him the feeling that he’d looked into them before.


Lybbestre wasn’t dressed anything like her
“sister.” For starters she wore shoes – three inch heels with an ankle strap.
She had on a black A-line skirt that fell mid-calf, and a matching
mandarin-collared blouse. Her long hair fell in loose, soft curls and hung all
the way down her back. She had a peaches-and-cream complexion, and like the
other woman, it was hard to determine her age.


Teagan looked at both women, becoming
increasingly unsure of their capabilities with every moment he spent with them.
“Do you think you can repair my watch?” he asked for the third time.


 “Libby,” Calayiah said instead, again
ignoring Teagan’s question. “I need you.” She stood behind the work bench and
was studying the inside of the watch Teagan had brought in under a loupe lamp.


 “What is it, Layah?” she asked. She
too ignored Teagan’s question and walked over to her sister.


“I think you should look at this,” Calayiah
said.


Lybbestre gingerly took the watch from
Calayiah. “What a beautiful timepiece,” Lybbestre said, she turned and smiled
at Teagan before she picked up a magnifying glass from the table. Grasping the
handle, she held it over the watch and examined it for a long moment before she
spoke again. “The assembly on this was done by hand.” Her words came out
breathlessly, and there was passion and admiration in her voice. “Expertly
manufactured by a quality craftsman.” She nodded her head. “I can see why your grandmother
was so fond of it.”


Teagan let out a grunt. “And how do you
know about my grandmother?” Teagan asked.


Lybbestre looked at Calayiah and back at
Teagan. “My sister told me,” she said.


Lybbestre walked behind the chunky table
and sat on a stool next to where Calayiah stood. She gently laid the gemstone
case of the brooch inside a velvet lined box, and concentrated on the watch
inside.  


“Mr. Bales, come.” She looked up at Teagan
and beckoned for him. “Let me show you how your watch works.”


“It doesn’t work,” Teagan said, but did as
directed, going around the glass display case, he strode over to the table
standing on the opposite side of the women.


“Layah, may we have some light, please?”
Lybbestre asked.


Calayiah moved her hand over the wall as if
she’d flipped a switch, and the entire back area was flooded with light.


“How did you do that?” Teagan asked,
surprise in his voice.


“The switch,” Calayiah said, a sly smile
appearing on her face, and pointed to one on the wall.


“Was that there before?” Teagan asked.


Calayiah giggled. “Of course it was.”


Lybbestre moved the loupe mounted lamp
directly in front of her. She put latex cots over the tips of her fingers and
began to disassemble the watch under the lighted magnifying lens. Speaking in
even tones, she shared her movements with Teagan.


“You use the stem, here,” Lybbestre said
and pointed to it, “when you wind a watch up. I’m sure you knew that, Teagan.”
She looked up at him. “May I call you Teagan?” she asked.


“Sure,” Teagan said, the lack of interest
cut deep in his voice.


“But what you are actually doing is
building up energy,” she said. “The energy needed to make everything inside
work.” She picked up a small metal tool, changed her mind about using it and
laid it back on the table, then searched for another one.


“How do you find anything in all this
mess?” Teagan asked. He waved his hand across the expanse of the table, it
seemed more cluttered close up.


“Things come to you in time,” Lybbestre
said.


Teagan didn’t know what that meant, but he
did know he was losing patience. He looked down at his watch, and shifted his
weight from one foot to the other.


Lybbestre located the tool she wanted and
after a few twists and clicks on the innards of the timepiece, she laid what
had been inside out on a smooth, brown cloth. “Do you know what these are?” she
asked, pointing to the pieces she’d assembled on the table.


“Gears?” Teagan said and shrugged.


“Wheels!” Calayiah said. “They’re wheels!”


“Gears? Wheels?” Teagan said not
understanding Calayiah’s excitement. “What difference does it make?”


“They are the same,” Lybbestre said.
She passed her hands over the top of the shiny objects. “But what my sister is
saying is that each of the gears, as you called them, has the word ‘wheel’ in
its name.”


“We’ll use those wheels to fix you,”
Calayiah made the statement with a curt nod.


Teagan looked at her. “You mean to fix the
watch?”


“Isn’t that what I said?” Calayiah said
cocking her head to the side.


 “Here’s how we keep time,” Lybbestre
said taking back the conversation. She pointed to the first piece she’d set out.
“This is the center wheel. It carries the minute hand.” Moving her finger to
the next gear, she continued her lesson. “This is the third wheel. And this
next one is called the fourth wheel. It carries the second hand.” She gazed up
at Teagan ensuring that he was listening.


“The teeth in each wheel are used to move
the next wheel – we like to say that they are the like the transmission of the
watch – moving the hands by using the energy stored by the stem.” Lybbestre
continued. “But these two, at least for us,” she looked out the corner of eye
at her sister, “are the most important.”


“Are they?” Teagan said.


“Yes.” Lybbestre’s voice was patient. “They
are. This one is the escape wheel. And this one,” she said and pointed to the
last piece she’d laid out, “is the balance wheel.” She picked up a silver,
slender pick-like object and used it to give the gear a push. “See how it
swings back and forth like a pendulum?” No response came from Teagan. “It
regulates time,” she finished.


“Time,” Calayiah said and repeated it
again. “Time.”


“Yes.” Lybbestre nodded. “Time. And, you
may find this interesting,” she seemed to be enjoying her dissertation. “The
balance wheel is what makes the ticking sound that you hear in a watch.” Her
eyes, for the first time, sparkled as brightly as her sister’s.


Teagan blew out a breath. “Wow. Yeah. I
don’t find that interesting at all.”


“Well you should,” Calayiah said. “It’s
very important.” She pressed her lips together.


“Yes,” Lybbestre said. “And the balance
wheel, just like light, must run at a constant speed for it to work. Never
more. Never less.”


“To ensure accuracy,” Calayiah said


“Like light?” Teagan said repeating
Lybbestre’s words, he was becoming bewildered at the offbeat conversation.


“The speed of light,” Calayiah said.
“You’ve heard of it?”


“Of course,” Teagan said. “But what does
repairing the watch have to do with the speed of light?”


“Light always moves at the same speed,”
Calayiah said.


“I 0nly used it as an analogy,” Lybbestre
said. “So you could understand.”


“There is a difference between the two,
though,” Calayiah said. “The speed of light never changes, but, time? Well it’s
relative. Your watch,” she pointed to the pieces spread out on the table, “will
keep a different time according to how fast it’s moving. Did you know that a
clock sent out to space kept time differently than clocks that were here on
Earth?”


“No I didn’t know,” Teagan said and wanted
to add that he didn’t care.


“That’s how it was discovered that clocks
keep time according to how fast their moving, although we already knew that,”
Calayiah said.


“You’re digressing, Layah,” Lybbestre said.


“Yes, well what I wanted to say was so does
your watch. It does the same thing. It will keep a different time when it’s
moving.”


“Yes, you’ve said that.”


“Have I?” Calayiah said.


“Interesting fact, but my watch doesn’t
move on its own.”


Calayiah laughed. “How fast the person
wearing it is moving is what I meant.”


Teagan opened his mouth to speak, but
closed it again, unable to think of anything to add to the strange
conversation.”


“And it can slow down,” Lybbestre said
adding her explanation to her sister’s. “Time that is. And eventually, if the
watch, attached to someone,” she eyed Calayiah, “is moving fast enough, it can
escape the confines of time all together.”


“Wh-What?” Teagan said getting thoroughly
confused and frustrated.


“And if a watch moves really fast,”
Calayiah said and smiled. “It loses time.”


They both looked at Teagan, satisfied that
they had made their point. He stuck his hands in his pants pocket, and took in
a breath, blowing it out hastily, Teagan moved his eyes from one sister to the
other and decided he wanted out of there.


“How about if I just take the watch back,”
Teagan said and moved his hand back and forth across the pieces of the watch.
“Don’t even worry about putting it back together. Put it in a bag or something.
I’ll find someone downtown to fix it, right after I hire a new assistant.”


“I don’t think that’s a good idea,”
Lybbestre said.


“And why is that?” Teagan asked haughtily.


“Because, Mr. Bales, even as we speak,
you’re losing time.”













 


Chapter
Five


 


Those familiar words, spoken by a woman
he’d never met, ripped through him and struck his heart.


They were the words from his dreams.


You’re losing time . . .


They were common words, certainly. A common
saying even. But those words that had been taunting him he had never shared
with anyone. And this woman speaking them had somehow taken all the unrest of
the animation of his dreams and brought it to life.


“What did you say?” Teagan asked, his voice
cracking.


“About what?” Lybbestre looked uncertain of
what Teagan meant.


“Just now. What did you say?” He held onto
the table. His tough exterior felt like it had been punctured with holes and
all of his strength was oozing out.


“You’re losing time,” Calayiah repeated
Lybbestre’s words. She said them like she knew the words had been haunting him.
“My sister was saying that you won’t want to wait any longer to get the repairs
done. But not to worry, as I’ve told you, we can fix you.”


“Fix me,” he whispered the words. His gaze
drifted off as he thought about his nightmares, and the anguish he’d been
feeling, and he wondered was it even possible to make him better.


“Isn’t there somewhere you have to be?”
Calayiah asked.


Teagan sucked in a big breath as if he was
gulping air to bring life back into his body, then turned his attention to
Calayiah. “How do you know?”


“Look at you,” she said and pointed.


Teagan looked down at himself, then ran his
hand down the front of his tuxedo. “Yes. I do.” He looked at the sisters and
down at his grandmother’s watch. “The brooch . . .” he said not quite sure what
to do about it.


“We’ll have it ready for you in a couple of
days,” Calayiah said.


He nodded his approval, and still with some
hesitation, Teagan left the watch with the sisters at the shop. Not running
into any cats, he stumbled out of the door the blare of the sun in his eyes,
and wondered what had just transpired.


Charles, coming around to open the car
door, noticed the daze-like look on his face. “Are you okay?” he asked.


“I’m fine,” Teagan said. “Let’s just go.”


Teagan climbed into the back of the car and
thought about those women.


She said she could fix “him,” when it was
the watch he’d brought in for repair. But he did need fixing. What if in
some way they could help, Teagan thought, and tried to use that to
reconcile himself with the fact that he’d left his grandmother’s brooch with
them.


Then he shook it off. “How crazy was that?”
He said the words out loud.


“Excuse me, sir.” Charles looked at him
through the rearview mirror. “Did you say something to me?”


“No. Charles. I was just ruminating out
loud.”


Charles gave a semblance of a smile, and
put his eyes back on the road.


As Teagan watched the houses and people
pass by, he let the thoughts of the watch shop and it owners drift to the back
of his mind as the nervousness about tonight’s fundraiser took over.


He had wanted it to be like the one’s his
grandmother used to give. Classy. Successful. But he’d done all the planning
for it through Caroline and over the phone.


What had I been thinking?


Skype, assistants, and emails had made
making the arrangements easier for him not to make an appearance, even though
the plans were being made only a few miles away. Teagan, wanting to distance
himself not only from the house, but the finality of it all, prepared for it as
if he’d been a thousand miles away.


And in addition to Caroline taking care of
the event planning, there had been Yvonne Giordano. The soon-to-be owner of the
Gabrisette House and vineyard, had called him daily to report how things were
going. He smiled thinking about the woman. Maybe selling to her had been a good
thing.


Maybe the only good thing out of everything
in his life at the moment.


“Your father would have been proud.” His
Uncle Teddy’s words came to mind, and Teagan appreciated the acknowledgment. He
smiled to himself, in agreement with his uncle’s estimation.


So maybe that’s two good things to come out
of it, Teagan thought.


His father hadn’t ever cared about the
vineyard or the winery, the love for it, as his father had often said, skipped
a generation. He had gotten a degree in business, and travelled the world
living the term “globalization” before it had ever been coined. And, he had let
his mother teach Teagan everything she knew about winemaking, never finding
fault in anything Olivia did in raising him.


Stuart had not only been proud of his son,
but of the relationship the boy had with his mother. And then not wanting to
push anything on his young son, after Olivia died, Stuart Bales, didn’t try to
encourage his son not to give up his legacy at Gabrisette House after Teagan
refused to show further interest in it.


It was hard a first, Teagan admitted that,
giving up what he loved. But he’d been too heartbroken to continue. And his
father, being abandoned by a wife he adored, understood about pains of the heart.
Stuart Bales always taught Teagan to stand his ground and do what he believed
best, and Teagan loved him for that.


And that was what stayed with Teagan after
his father died during his first year in college. A plane crash on the way to
one of his business meetings. And at eighteen, with no more family left, Teagan
decided that the things that had been a family legacy had become moot. So,
heeding the lesson of his father, selling the House and vineyard, even though
it plagued his subconscious, Teagan concluded was the best thing to do.


Charles pulled up to the circular driveway
to Teagan’s grandmother’s house. The gardens weren’t as vibrant, the lawn not
as lush, the house a little older, but other than that, it looked the same as
the last time Teagan had been there.


Charles opened the driver’s side door
preparing to get out. “Don’t, Charles,” Teagan said. “I got it.”


Teagan opened his own door and got out of
the car. He stood there for a long moment. Closing his eyes, he counted to ten.
Opening them, he drew in a breath and looked up at the house.


A stately, sprawling brick colonial revival
style mansion with the front expansion having a loggia over the entrance, a
patio, and columned porches on the sides stared back at him. It had been his
childhood home, one he could get lost in. It still seemed just as elusive.


It wouldn’t be much longer now, and he’d be
free of the nagging memories. He’d be able to let everything go. Methodically
putting one foot in front of the other, he strolled up the steps of the walkway,
through one of the three arches that led to the large double doors. Placing his
hand on the handle, he blew out a pent up breath.


“Let’s get this over with,” he said with a
curt nod of determination.


And as he pushed open the door, a white cat
came from behind it, scurried in between his legs, and ran out the house.


“Where’d you come from?” Teagan murmured,
turning to watch the cat. And as if it had heard him, the cat turned back and
looked at Teagan, its green eyes sparkling.


“What is it with all the green-eyed cats?”


Still holding onto the handle, he watched
as the cat spun around and scampered across the lawn.


Teagan made a mental note to speak to the
House Manager. She should know that no cats were allowed on the grounds – an
old tradition at the house, his grandmother’s allergies couldn’t tolerate the
feral creature.


Actually, it won’t matter much longer, Teagan thought. The house won’t be mine.


“Maybe I just won’t mention it,” he mumbled
to himself. For all Teagan knew, Yvonne Giordano, the new owner, might like
cats.


Teagan turned back around to go into the
house but when he stepped forward it felt as if a wall of blackness smacked him
in his face, instinctively he tried to pull away, instead it sucked him in. A
loud ticking sound started in his ear, and he seemed to fall through the
darkness, then knocked into a whirlwind of kaleidoscopic colors, he felt
himself spinning.


Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick .
. .


He couldn’t find his footing. He held his
arms out to try and balance himself.


Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick . . .


He felt his stomach flip over and something
pushed hard into his chest knocking the wind out of him. His eyes started to
water and he could feel his heart beating in his ears.


Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock . . .


Something sizzled and popped and a spark
jolted through his body as if he’d stuck his finger in an electrical socket,
and then suddenly, all went still.


Tick. Tock.


The ticking in his ears slowed and the
dizziness that twirled around in his head started to ease. He shut his eyes.


Tick.


One hand out to keep from falling, he
placed the other on his stomach.


Tock.


And then the feeling was gone. Completely
dissipated.


Opening his eyes, he turned to look back at
the front door to see what he had gone through him. Then turning back, his eyes
searched for a place to sit so that he could steady himself. But taking only
one step forward, his whole body froze in place. He couldn’t believe who he saw
in front of him.


Grandmother.













 


Chapter
Six


 


Teagan closed his eyes and counted to ten.
He tried to control his breathing, and still his racing heart. Something had
just happened to him, and trying to rectify it in his mind made him queasy.


Did I have a heart attack?


He placed his hand over his heart.


Maybe a stroke?


Something had definitely affected his state
of being. And he was seeing things.


“Open your eyes,” someone seemed to whisper to him.


He opened them.


And there she was. His grandmother,
standing right in front of him


How could this be? he thought.


Olivia Grafton-Bales stood by the
staircase, her blonde hair swept up into a small bunch of pinned curls, soft
tendrils framed her face. Her small, turned up nose, thin lips covered in soft
pink, and spoon-shaped frame was full of life.


Teagan smiled. He hadn’t remembered how
beautiful his grandmother had been.


She stood talking to her chef, Viktor
Gustov, going over notes for the gala. A much younger Gustov stood in front of
Teagan, it was the same man who had prepared food for the afternoon’s gala that
he was attending.


But how did they get here?


Standing in the middle of the foyer, he
swung around and took in the room. And he knew where he was. When he
was.


 The house looked exactly as it did
when his grandmother was alive. They hadn’t traveled to him, he had gone to
them.


How was that possible?


The grand staircase and its ornate
banister, was polished and shining just as his grandmother insisted. The red
and gold motif carpet runner still looked new. He looked to his side and saw
that he stood next to the big, round African black wood table that his father
had gifted to his grandmother. And on it was an over-sized vase of Black Prince
snapdragons, bi-color gladiolas, and pink Peruvian lilies - his grandmother’s
favorites. A detail he’d forgotten to tell Caroline when they planned for his
gala. No. Even though he hadn’t been there in years, he knew this place, and it
wasn’t the one that existed today.


It seems to have more of my grandmother’s
touch.


He let his eyes drift back over to her.
Watching her graceful movements, the curl of her lip as she smiled, and how she
patted a strand of hair back into place, caused a warm feeling to spread over
him. His shoulders relaxed, and he, in an instant, felt different. He wasn’t
sure how. Maybe alive? Renewed? Happy?


That’s what it was.


Happy.


She was dressed in an elegant satin, teal
blue sheath evening gown that shimmered as she moved. The matching bolero
jacket was encrusted with gems along the neckline and border. And pinned to it
was her brooch. The one he’d just taken to have repaired . . .


And then it hit him.


It felt like something had punched him in
his stomach, and he nearly gagged on the bile that raced up into his throat.


That gown was what she wore the night she
died.


Oh. No.


The accident.


Unable now to take his eyes off of her,
Teagan tried to cross the other half of the large foyer. Frantic footsteps on
the marble floor echoed in his ear, yet he didn’t seem to be moving forward.
Then his legs grew heavy, and even using all the strength he could muster, he couldn’t
move them.


But he had to get to her.


In his desperation, his heart picked up its
pace, and the uneasiness in his stomach grew in intensity and started to churn.


He had to warn her.


Emotions flooded his being from head to
toe, his vision was blurred, and the noises around him seemed as if they were
underwater. Feelings overwhelmed him and just then, his strength gave out, and
his knees buckled. But before he fell, it seemed someone caught hold of his
right arm, bringing him upright, and holding him steady. Then support from the
left.


As his head cleared, Teagan heard her
voice.


“Hello,” she said.


He tried to open his mouth to speak.


“Hello?” she said again, concern in her
voice.


“Grandmother,” he said, but was unsure if
she heard him. He tried to say it again, but nothing came out.


 “Do I know you?” Olivia said and
walked up to him, Gustov close on her heels.


Teagan looked at her face, then over at
Gustov’s. “Perhaps, we could speak in private,” Teagan said, leaning into her,
trying to clear the distance between them and make his words heard. He reached
out to touch her. To feel her soft skin again. He took in a breath and smelled
the familiar scent of her favorite perfume.


“Excuse me?” she said, and then went still.
Her eyes narrowed briefly, regarding him carefully, and then recognition.


And then someone was tugging on his arms
again. Not holding him up, but reigning him in. Pulling him from the
conversation he was trying to have. He tried to pull his arm away without
taking his eyes off of his grandmother.


“Teagan,” he heard the voice call him,
speaking as if through water.


Ignoring it, he reached out toward his
grandmother.


“Teagan,” the voice said again.


“What!” he answered rather loudly, which
seemed to jolt him into lucidity. Looking to his right he saw Calayiah, the
woman from the watch shop. She was dressed in a yellow strapless halter gown,
with ruby jewelry that complimented her red hair.


And looking to his left, he saw Lybbestre.
She’d wrapped her arm tighter around his and pulled herself close to him. She
wore a black evening dress.


“Olivia!” Lybbestre said. Mrs. Bales looked
startled at the commotion in front of her. “Olivia Grafton Bales.” She extended
her hand towards Olivia, who glanced down at it and back up at the three of
them.


“Do I know you?” Olivia asked, looking
through pinched eyebrows, etiquette forced her to stick out her hand, although
hesitantly, to meet Lybbestre’s.


“Of course you do,” Lybbestre said and
clasped her hand around Olivia’s outstretched one. She held onto it and smiled
at Olivia. And with that, the earlier glimmer of recognition that she’d shown
Teagan, dissolved and her attention went to the women.


Olivia’s eyebrows relaxed and a smile crept
across her face. “Oh my word. It’s the Frazier Sisters. Libby! Layah! I am so
glad you were able to come.” Olivia stepped toward Calayiah. “Come give me a
hug. It’s so good to see you.”


As soon as they embraced, Olivia sneezed. “Achoo!”
she exclaimed. She turned her head and covered her nose with her hand.


“Bless you!” Everyone said.


“Oh, I’m sorry,” Olivia said.


“And who do you have with you?” Olivia
asked and sniffed.


“This is Frank.” Lybbestre pointed to
Teagan. “You know, Frank,” Lybbestre said.


Achoo! Achoo!” Olivia sneezed again.


“May the Goddess bless you,” Calayiah said
and handed Olivia a tissue.


 “Thank you,” Olivia said taking the
tissue, and dabbing at her nose. “I don’t’ know what’s gotten into me,” Olivia
said. “You’d think a cat was in here.”


“Achoo!” she sneezed again. Excuse
me!” she said.


“Well we can’t have our host sneezing all
night, now can we?” Lybbestre said.


“No we can’t,” Olivia said. “I’ll have to
find something to take. I do have some medication my doctor prescribed for me
up in my room.” She pointed up the stairs. “I’ll have to go and get it.”


“Or maybe I can help,” Lybbestre said under
her breath.


“Don’t do anything to my grandmother,
Libby,” Teagan said between clenched teeth. His thoughts of them being quirky
was starting to turn to perhaps them being sinister.


“I’m only going to help,” she said in the
same tone. She moved closer to Olivia and placed her hand on her shoulder. “Now
you’ll be fine,” she whispered close to her ear.


“What?” Olivia said.


“Bottle of wine,” Lybbestre said, her voice
a little louder. “Is what I said.” She pointed to her sister. “Layah, didn’t we
bring a gift for our host?”


“Of course we did.” And from behind her
back Calayiah produced a bottle of Chardonnay. 


“Oh my!” Olivia said. “My favorite.”


“We remembered,” Calayiah said and smiled.


“I vill vait for further
instructions,” Gustov said, his Russian accent stronger than Teagan remembered.
“In zee kitchen.” He pointed toward the back of the house.


“Yes, Gustov. That’ll be fine.” Olivia
nodded her approval. “We can continue our talk there.”


“How is your sneezing, Mrs. Bales?” Teagan
asked.


“My sneezing?” She had a questioning look
on her face.


“Yes, the sneezing your doctor prescribed
medicine for?”


“Yes, I only take it when I’m snee . . .
How did you know about that?” she asked.


“Olivia,” a voice came from the front door.
“I’m here. Am I late?”


Olivia chuckled. “Teddy! Of course you
aren’t. I’ve never known you to be late for anything.” She held out her arms in
a greeting. “I’d never known you to want to come to my fundraiser, either. So I
guess there’s a first time for everything.”


“Well, I thought you’d be excessively busy,
fluttering around like a bee in one of your flower gardens.” Reaching the small
group at the bottom of the staircase, he air kissed Olivia on each cheek. “Why
is everyone standing here?”


“Teddy,” Olivia grabbed the arm of a man
that just walked up. “It’s Libby and Layah. You remember them?”


“No,” Teddy smiled. “Can’t say that I do.
But it’s nice to meet you.” He took the hand Calayiah offered.


“Thank you,” Calayiah said. “Nice to meet
you, as well. And this is my sister.”


“Hello,” Teddy said and looked as if he was
trying to remember her name.”


“Libby,” she offered.


“Libby,” Teddy said and nodded.


“Oh, I thought you knew them,” Olivia said.
“No matter. Libby. Layah. This is an old, and dear family friend.” She linked
her arm around Teddy’s and pulled him close.


Teagan smiled at the younger version of the
man he referred to as “Uncle Teddy.” Dressed in a white dinner jacket, black
pants and shiny black shoes, he was just as dapper as ever.


“He’s more like a son to me, though, than
just a friend,” Olivia continued. “Isn’t that right, Teddy?” She patted Teddy’s
shoulder. “We even named my grandson after him. Ladies, this is Teagan Abrams,
but known affectionately by the Bales family as ‘Teddy.’”


“Hello again,” Calayiah giggled.


“And who is this young man,” Teddy said.
“Now he does look familiar to me, but I can’t place him.”


“No?” Olivia said and furrowed her brow.
“He’s a friend of the sisters, right?”


“Right,” Lybbestre said. “And yours.”


“Right.” Olivia nodded and pointed at
Tegan. “Teddy this is Mr . . .”


“Frank,” Calayiah said.


Olivia looked at Libby, then back at
Teagan. “Your first and last name is Frank?” Her voice up an octave.


Teagan shook his head. She doesn’t
remember her sneezing fit, yet she remembers the name the sisters gave me?


“Uh-” Teagan started to speak but Calayiah
beat him to it.


“Yes,” she said, she reached out and
touched Olivia’s hand. “Isn’t that brutal?


“I think it’s opportune.” She smiled. “You
remember one name, and you’ve got both.”


“Well, Mr. Frank Frank,” his
grandmother said emphasizing the word the second time she said it. “Why don’t
you help Teddy here with a couple cases of wine I need to have brought up from
the wine cellar?”


“I just walk in the door and you put me to
work?” Teddy said. “How cruel.”


“Sure, Gra . . . uhm, Mrs. Bales. I don’t
mind.” Teagan shook his head. “You wouldn’t mind me going down to your wine
cellar?”


“Of course not, why would I mind?”


“No reason,” Teagan said and smile. The reincarnation
of his grandmother was much less stricter than the one he remembered.


Unless the sisters had something to do with
that, too.


“Now Teddy,” Olivia said. “I don’t want to
hear a word from you. You’re the only one other than my Teagan that knows their
way around since the remodel. I’m counting on you.” She nodded her head. “Now
make sure you get the right crates, I have them marked. And there’s a courier
coming to pick it up in just a little bit, so just put them in the parlor,
there.” She pointed. “That way the courier won’t have to disrupt the party
walking through the house.”


“Why not have it picked up by the kitchen
door?” Teddy asked.


“Too much confusion going on back there
with food deliveries and service. Just, please, do as I ask.” She looked at
Teagan. “I’d usually take my grandson down and we’d do it. I don’t just let
anyone go into my wine cellar.”


“I know,” Teagan said, and nodded.


“You do?” she said, her eyebrow arched.


“Uhm . . . I meant, I understand. I’m happy
to help.”


“Of course.” She gave a curt nod of her
head. “I trust Teddy,” she looked at Teagan, “and for some reason I can’t quite
put my finger on, Mr. Frank, I trust you too.”


“I’ll be very careful,” Teagan said.


“I hope you will.” She turned back to
Teddy. “It’s the 1969
Chateau Margaux. That’s French, Teddy in case you’ve forgotten. And that’s the
section it’ll be in.”


“From Chateau Margaux,”
Teagan said, announcing his knowledge of the wine.  “A Bordeaux
blend. Savory. Classic.”


“You know your wines.” An amused look crept
over Olivia’s face. “I’m impressed.”


“Thank you,” Teagan said, he bowed his head
slightly.


“Okay, you two men go, and I’ll catch up
with Libby and Layah, here.” Olivia smiled at the sisters. “Maybe we can find a
corkscrew and try a little sample of the gift you gave me.” She took the bottle
from Calayiah and held it up.


As Teagan passed Olivia, he leaned in and
whispered. “I’d like to talk to you. If that’s alright. After I bring the wine
up.”


“Of course,” she said lowering her voice to
match his.


Teagan narrowed his eyes looking back at
the sister, a warning not to interfere.


“Come along, Olivia,” Calayiah said, and
locking her arms with her host, gave Teagan the same look. “Maybe we could also
sample a few of your chef’s hors d’oeuvres he has for this afternoon to go
along with the wine we brought. I’m starving!”













 


Chapter Seven


 


Teagan turned and walked briskly down the
narrow hallway that ran next to the grand staircase. He wanted to hurry and get
back to his grandmother. He needed to talk to her. Warn her. He didn’t know why
he was there, or if he was really in that house with her, but he wasn’t going
to chance not taking the opportunity.


Could this really be a dream?


It was nothing like the nightmares he’d
been experiencing, but real or not, he was determined, even if it was the last
thing he ever did, he was going to stop that accident from happening.


The prospect of it gave him chills, and he
picked up his pace even more. He passed the half bath, and headed toward the
kitchen where Gustov had gone. He knew that on the other side of the kitchen,
off the short hallway, right past the kitchen office, was the door to the wine
cellar. The quicker he got there, the quicker he could get back to his
grandmother.


“Hey, old chap,” Teddy said and laughed.
“Have you been here before?”


“What? Have I been here before?” Teagan
repeated as if processing the question. He turned to look at his Uncle Teddy
lagging behind him.


“Yeah,” Teddy said, eyes wide. “You seem to
know exactly where you’re going. I thought I’d lead the way.” He fanned his
head toward the back of the house. “But either way, you might just want to slow
down. It’s not a fire we’re getting to.”


“Oh,” Teagan said and slackened his pace.


Uncle Teddy was flashy. By looking at him,
one might think that he was in the Italian mafia. Forty-ish and fit,
Teagan remembered how he’d always dressed in a suit, round-neck sweater and
expensive loafers back then, and worn his dark hair slicked back. Often seen
with a toothpick in his mouth, and glitzy jewelry around his neck, wrist, and
fingers, the Uncle Teddy of Teagan’s current world was much more low-key.


But then, like Teagan’s now, when speaking
to Teddy, it was easy to mistake him for being British sans accent. He
had a certain air about him that made it appear that his station in life was
higher than anyone else around, that Teagan noticed, hadn’t changed.


He’d grown up in Florida, Teagan learned.
In a trailer park to be exact, and had turned himself around. He’d pulled
himself up by his bootstraps as people say, and made something of himself. But
Teagan never had an inkling of an idea what his Uncle Teddy did for a living,
or how he got money to maintain his lifestyle. Or, who, other than him, his
family was.


Teddy was a loner, never having any friends
that stayed around for long. His grandmother had met him on one of her trips
abroad to wine country, she’d brought him home and everyone took a liking to
him. His grandmother had said it right, he was just like family.


And with him being the only pseudo-family
he had left, his Uncle Teddy meant the world to him.


“Sorry about that,” Teagan said and stepped
aside, standing with his back against the wall. “Lead the way.”


“Have you been here before?” Teddy asked
again passing him.


“No. I mean, yes. It was a long time ago
though.”


“Well, if you know anything about Olivia
Bales, you’d know she’s very particular about who she lets into her basement.”


“Wine cellar,” Teagan corrected.


Teddy glanced at him. “Yes. Wine cellar.
She doesn’t just let anyone down there,” he said.


“Yes. So she told me.”


“Who are you?” Teddy asked.


“What do you mean?”


“I mean this is a fundraiser for orphaned
children. You look too old to need help, and too well-to-do,” he pointed at
Teagan’s tux, “to be wanting to offer any handouts.”


“Aren’t rich people the ones that donate?”


“Yes. But the ones that typically attend
this function come only because they want something in return,” Teddy said.


“I’m not looking for anything,” Teagan
said. “I’m here because it’s a good cause.”


“Really?” Teddy said.


“Yes, really,” Teagan said. “Why do you say
it like that?”


“You just don’t appear to be the
philanthropic type.”


Before Teagan could respond, they arrived
at the cellar door and Teddy pulled it open. He made a sweeping gesture. “After
you,” he said.


But Teagan couldn’t move. His feet suddenly
felt heavy as if they were stuck in cement. He looked at Teddy, eyes wide as
that same knot began to rise in his throat again. Teagan realized that he was
afraid to go down into the cellar.


“What’s wrong with you, old chap?” Teddy
said. “Gotta fear of basements?”


“No,” Teagan was able to get the one word
out around the lump in his throat.


“Are you going?” Teddy asked and gave him a
pat on the back that sent him forward. He grabbed the wall to keep from
tumbling down the stairs, looking down at his feet, he realized they had moved.
He wasn’t quite sure how, though, or if he could do it again.


Nonetheless, “I’m okay,” came out of his
mouth.


“Then let’s go,” Teddy said. “All that
energy you had earlier, I’d think you’d be bolting down the steps. Stop slow
poking around.”


“Okay.” Teagan tried lifting one foot and
felt his fear ease up, so he picked up the other and took one step down. He
looked at his Uncle Teddy. “Sorry about that. I don’t know what happened.”


“Momentary fear, seemed like to me,” Teddy
said and reached around Teagan and flipped the light switch. “It’s okay,
though. It happens to all of us. A lot of people have fears of basements.”


“Cellar,” Teagan said and headed down the
stairs. It had been such a long time since he’d seen the cellar. Right before
his father died, it had been dismantled in preparation to put the property on
the market. Some of the more expensive bottles and the ones that had
sentimental value, had been stored at a nearby wine storage facility, but most
of it was sold at auction, or given as a gift to people who his father had
business dealings with.


Teagan hadn’t complained about it. He
wasn’t ready at the time to deal with the memories. He hadn’t ever seen his
grandmother down in the cellar at the time of her accident, not even knowing
where in the vast wine storage facility it happened. But his nightmares soon
after her death, had conjured up all kinds of images. And that had been what
stopped him. He could see her blood mingled with the red wine, and the look of
pain he knew had been on her face.


He slowed his pace, closed his eyes and
counted to ten.


When he opened them he saw Teddy headed in
the wrong direction. “Over here, Unc . . . uhm, Teddy.” Teagan beckoned him.
“Where are you going? The French wine is this way.”


Teddy turned to Teagan and then looked back
toward the direction he’d been heading. “I think it’s down this way,” he said.


Teagan pointed at the sign up one the wall.
His grandmother had put up placards that looked like street signs, a fancy
addition seeing that no one saw them. “Nope, the sign says it’s this way,”
Teagan said. He shook his head. “Now who’s slow poking around?”


Teddy came down the hall toward Teagan.
“You’re a bossy sort,” he said. “Especially to be new around here. I’m
beginning to suspect you know a little more than you let on.”


“I just want to get back up to the party.”
Teagan raised his eyes upward. “Don’t mind helping out Mrs. Bales, but I am
here to enjoy my evening,” he said.


“Right,” Teddy said. “So let’s get to it.”
Teddy walked past Teagan and right into the French room. “There,” he said and
pointed to wooden crates pushed up into a corner. He walked over to them.
“Here, they’re even marked.”


“‘For Pick-up by Courier’.” Teagan read the
note written in his grandmother’s handwriting. “I wonder who helped you with
this that night.” Teagan mumbled.


“What did you say?” Teddy asked.


“Nothing,” Teagan said but then continued
voicing his thoughts. “I was just wondering who helped with this. You know, if
I hadn’t of been here. But I can always ask about that later.” Teagan grinned.


“You are a strange lot,” Teddy said. “Here,
I’ll grab one. You grab the other.”


Teagan and Teddy ambled back up the stairs
and took the back way through the kitchen and narrow hallway that led back up
to the foyer to avoid the guests that were mingling in the living areas.


“We’ll just leave them here,” Teddy nodded
toward a corner near the door.


“Uh. No. She wants them in the parlor
there.” He nodded with his head. “We’ll put them there.”


“Yes. I pegged you right, old boy,” Teddy
said. “You are bossy.”


“I’m going to mingle,” Teagan said after
they unloaded the cases.


“Enjoy,” Teddy said. “I’m off to the little
boys’ room, I’ll catch up with you later. We can finish chatting.”


Teagan sauntered into the living room. He
didn’t have plans on mingling. He needed to find the sisters and see what the
heck was going on, and keep an eye out for his grandmother. He saw Pastor Tim
smiling and speaking with everyone. He acted as if he was the host.


Scanning the room, he spotted his
grandmother first. She was speaking with two other woman and glancing around to
make sure the sisters weren’t close by to interfere, he walked over to her. He
sidled up right behind her, he didn’t want to interrupt her interactions with
her guests.


“So, Olivia,” a woman with one hand wrapped
around a flute of Champagne, the other hand with an hors d’oeuvres skewered on
a stick. “Where is this grandson of yours that you’re always raving about?” the
women looked around the room, “Is he off with the children that Pastor Tim
brought?”


“No,” Olivia said. “He’s spending the
evening with a friend. A few boys he knows are having a sleepover.”


“Yes. This is probably too fancy of a
soiree for children to attend,” the woman said stuffing the appetizer in her
mouth. “I never could understand why Pastor Tim always brought his children to
your party.”


“They’re not his children,” Olivia said.
“And he brings them to encourage them. To inspire them. To show them that if
they are motivated they can do great things.


“Yes. Of course,” the woman said, a clump
of food in her jaw.


“And this certainly isn’t too much for my
Teagan to handle,” Olivia said with pride brimming in her eyes. “Other than
being the joy of my life he is quite capable.” She smiled and Teagan recognized
it as her “polite” smile. “He is smart as a whip.”


“Does he like wine?” the other woman asked.


“Oh yes! Even at his young age he could be
a sommelier.” Olivia put her head back and laughed. “But he’s not one to work
for anyone else, he’ll surely run this place someday. And believe me, I have no
doubt he’ll do a better job than I ever have.”


As Teagan listened in on their
conversation, he was awash with feelings of sadness and self-disappointment
knowing he hadn’t lived up to his grandmother’s aspirations.


“I’ve been around him,” one of the women
was adding when he tuned back in. “He does have such a great disposition.
Always smiling. And with what you’ve told me about him, Olivia, he’ll take this
place to new heights.”


“Well,” the first woman said putting the
Champagne up to her mouth and draining her glass. “I can’t wait to watch him
grow into the master of your estate.”


“Excuse us, Olivia,” Calayiah said. “Do you
mind if we borrow our guest?” She walked behind Olivia and grabbed Teagan’s
arm.


The sisters appeared out of nowhere. Their
question caused Olivia to turn around and take notice of Teagan for the first
time. She smiled at him, but Teagan wasn’t at all pleased that the sisters had
given away his position. Still he did need to speak to them as well.


“I didn’t see you there,” Olivia said. “Had
you been standing there long?”


Teagan pulled away from Calayiah’s grasp.
“I wanted to speak to you, Mrs. Bales. I was just waiting, I didn’t want to
interrupt your conversation.” He nodded to the two other ladies.


“Oh,” she said. “Of course. First, though,
did you get my wine upstairs and in the parlor for the courier?” She pointed a
finger at him.


“Yes. I did,” he said and smiled.


“And where is Teddy?” She looked around the
room. “I’d thought he would come and let me know mission completed.”


“Oh.” Teagan lowered his voice and leaned
in closer to her. “He went off to the restroom.”


“Well, I’ll find him later,” she said and
nodded. “And now, what was it that you wanted to speak to me about?”


“I wanted to speak to you in private,” he
said and looked at the other women that were gathered around.


“Sure,” she said. “We can step into the
parlor, if you’d like.” She gestured toward the front of the house.


“Maybe he can catch up with you later,”
Lybbestre said and touched Olivia’s arm. “We need to speak to him now. Is it
okay if we used the library to talk?”


“Oh sure. That’s fine” she said and smiled
at the sisters. She patted Teagan’s arm. “We can get together later.”


 


 













 


Chapter
Eight


 


Teagan exploded into the room, pushing the
double door open with so much force that they slammed against the walls.


He walked across the room, and turned to
face the sisters as they came in. Calayiah through first, Lybbestre turned to
shut the doors behind her.


“What is going on here?” Teagan yelled.
“Where the heck am I?”


“Maybe you should keep y0ur voice down,”
Lybbestre said. “You don’t want to draw attention to yourself.”


Teagan turned back and looked at the door.
Then back at the sisters. “No one can hear me in here, and don’t tell me what
to do. You don’t know me. And you . . . You are the watch repair people.”


Calayiah stuck her finger in her ear and
wiggled it around. “You really should lower your voice. You could wake the
dead.”


“It seems the dead has already been
awaken,” he said. “And not by me.” He raised his voice even louder. “Tell me
what’s going on here. Who or what are you two?” He squinted his eyes. “What am
I doing here?


“We told you,” Calayiah said.


“Told me what?” Teagan said. “You haven’t
told me anything about this.” He waved his hand around the room.


“Frankie! Calm down!” Calayiah said. “We
explained everything to you back at the shop.”


“Don’t call me Frankie.” He pointed a
finger at Calayiah. “And you did not tell me anything about seeing my
grandmother. Or how in the Sam Hill I got here. Back to 1995.”


“We told you,” Calayiah said it again. “You
just didn’t listen.”


Teagan started shaking his head, he licked
his lips, and pulling on his hair, he looked at Lybbestre. “What is she talking
about?” he said. “She doesn’t know me. I’m a very good listener when someone is
actually telling me something. And I’m also very short on patience.”


“Well, we told you,” Calayiah said again.
“And it’s either you didn’t listen, or,” she cocked her head to one side and
pursed her lips. “You aren’t able to comprehend.”


He looked to Libby again. Maybe he’d have
more luck getting a sensible answer from her. “What is going on?”


“What do you mean?” Lybbestre asked.


“How did I get here, is what I mean,”
Teagan said, he was starting to lose patience with the both of them.


“Time travel,” Lybbestre said simply.


“Time travel,” Calayiah repeated. “We told
you that.”


“Oh. No you didn’t,” Teagan said. “You
never said a word about that. I would’ve remembered if you had said time travel
to me.” He wagged his finger in the air. “Not that I would have believed it,
but I would’ve remembered it.”


“We told you we were going to use the
balance wheel to fix you,” Calayiah said, her face turning as red as her hair,
frustrated at his confusion. “And then we told you what the balance wheel
does.”


“You said it regulates time.” Teagan said.


Calayiah raised her eyebrows and put her
hands on her hips. “See. We did tell you.”


“You didn’t say anything about it
regulating my time.”


“Well whose time did you think we were
talking about?” Calayiah said.


“The watch’s time.”


“Well, I don’t know why you thought that,”
Calayiah said. “I remember specifically saying we would use it to fix you. I
may have even said it twice.”


“No, Sister. You only said it once,”
Lybbestre said. “I distinctly remember.”


“Well, I wasn’t sure,” Calayiah said, her
voice calming down. “I do repeat myself quite often, and that, Sister, would
have been worthy of repeating.”


“Yes, it would have been,” Lybbestre said.
“Especially considering his reaction.”


“Hel-loooo!” Teagan waved his arms in the
air. “Can we get back to how I got to 1995? Please!”


“Oh my,” Calayiah let out a groan. “We’ve
told you – time travel!”


Teagan plopped down into the wine-colored,
leather desk chair. He closed his eyes and counted to ten. When he opened them,
they stood looking at him as if they were the ones confused.


“That’s not possible,” Teagan said, he
tried to keep his tone even. “You can’t travel in time.”


“Yet, here we are,” Calayiah said.


Teagan turned toward Lybbestre. “Libby?”


She tucked her head and batting her
squinted eyes, looked up at him. “Yet, here we are.”


“What the . . .” He hopped up from his
chair, his face contorted, and walked over to the fireplace and back again. He
balanced himself on the back of the chair. “So what you are saying is that the
balance wheel, which regulates time, on my grandmother’s watch,” he
emphasized, “brought me here.”


“Yes, by way of the escape wheel. It
transfers the energy needed to the balance wheel,” Lybbestre said. “Remember I
told you that?”


“Right,” Calayiah said. “So then you know,”
Calayiah pointed to Teagan, “the balance wheel regulates the time.” She nodded.
“And, of course we couldn’t have done it without the escape wheel.”


Teagan listened to the two with his mouth
opened. As the last of Calayiah’s words came out of her mouth, they both looked
to him.


“And you explained that this was going to
happen when you said something about the speed of light?” Teagan said
flabbergasted. “That mumbo jumbo about time slowing down?”


“Or stopping,” Calayiah said. “Yes, that’s
exactly what we’re saying.”


“It’s part of Einstein’s theory of
relativity,” Lybbestre said.


“That’s what we used,” Calayiah said, she
was very proud of that fact. “Einstein’s theory.”


“Not to burst your bubble, Layah,” Teagan
began. “But you must not know much about that theory.” Teagan went back and sat
down. “Because if I recall correctly, the faster an object goes the greater its
mass increases. I would’ve blown up. Exploded.” He made the gesture with his
hand. “Or something.”


“You didn’t though.”


“Because I didn’t travel through time.”


“Yes you did,” Calayiah said.


He shook his head. “I don’t believe it.”


“You don’t believe that you’re here?”
Calayiah asked. “How could you not believe you’re here?”


“In time travel. I don’t believe in time
travel.”


“Okaaay,” Calayiah said. “Let’s just say we
used . . .” She hunched her shoulders. “Magic. That’s easy enough to believe
in.”


“I don’t believe in that either.”


“How about witches?” Calayiah said showing
the same frustration in her voice that Teagan had earlier. “What if we told you
that we’re witches, and we could use those wheels in your grandmother’s watch
to get back to her?”


“We call them witch’s wheels,” Lybbestre
said.


“Because you’re witches?” Teagan said
flatly.


“Yes!” Calayiah said. “You believe in
those?”


Teagan sucked his tongue. “No.”


“Well, I’m clean out of explanations,”
Calayiah said exasperated. She held up her hands and plopped down in one of the
upholstered chairs. “So why don’t you, Mr. Frank Frank, explain to us
how you got here.”


“I don’t have an explanation. I don’t know
how I got here, or why I would be here,” Teagan said.


“You’re here because we brought you here,”
Lybbestre said.


“To help you,” Calayiah said.


“You did hire us, you know,” Lybbestre
said.


“I don’t deal with people like you,” Teagan
said. He swiped a finger over his twitching eye.


“And what kind of people are we?” Calayiah
asked.


“Crazy!”


“You sure have changed from the person
you’re grandmother describes, Frank,” Calayiah said.


“Stop calling me that!” Teagan lowered his
eyes and studied the floor, he was at a loss for words. He swiped his hand
across his forehead and started to pace. Calayiah’s words had stung. His
grandmother had always said he was kind – her shining star. Even at the party,
she spoke glowingly about him.


But he wasn’t that person anymore, and it
showed as he spoke to these two women. Swinging around toward Calayiah he
revved up his rant. “All I did was ask you to repair my grandmother’s watch.
And, it’s ‘describ-ed,’” he emphasized his use of the word in past
tense. “Not describes. My grandmother is dead.”


“She looked fine to me,” Calayiah said.


“Yes,” Lybbestre said and nodded. “We know
that she’s dead. And yes, we are going to repair your watch.”


“That’s not telling me what this is about,
or what it has to do with repairing my grandmother’s watch.”


“Because it always helps us to fix what’s
broken if we know what happened to it.”


“It stopped ticking,” Teagan said
sarcastically. “That’s what happened to it. “The balance wheel, or whatever you
call it stopped ticking.” He flapped his arms. “Didn’t you say that’s what made
it keep time?”


“Yes,” Lybbestre said.


“Then that’s it. It’s broken. Fix it. But
for now, you’d better get me back to my time.” He shook his head. “My time . .
. This sounds crazy. Just . . . Just get me back to my party. To the party
where I’m supposed to give a speech in honor of my dead grandmother. I want out
of here. Now!”


“But there’s a party going on outside that
door,” Calayiah sulking said and pointed. “One we’re missing.”


“To. My. Party.” Teagan leaned over close
to Calayiah’s face. “Do you understand, Layah? The one I was on my way to right
before I stopped at your shop.”


“You can’t go back yet,” Lybbestre said
calmly. “You haven’t finished what you need to do here.”


Teagan raised an eyebrow. “And what exactly
am I supposed to do here?”


“You’ll know when the time is right,”
Lybbestre said.


“And we told you we’d fix the watch,”
Calayiah said. “And we will, and fix you, too. We can’t leave until we do that,
right? But don’t worry, we’ll be with you every step of the way.”


“Every step of the way?” Teagan flapped his
hands down to his sides. “I don’t need help repairing the watch. I hired you to
do it.”


“We’re also here to fix you, I told
you,” Calayiah said emphasizing the words. “Remember? We’re with you every step
of the way to do that.”


“Yeah, you keep saying you’re going to fix
me.”


“I told you I repeat myself a lot,”
Calayiah said.


“So what am I supposed to do here that will
fix me?” Teagan asked.


“You’ll know when -” Lybbestre started to
say.


“When the time is right,” Teagan finished
her sentence. “Now you’re repeating yourself.”


“Well it’s true,” Calayiah said. “You’re
here for a reason.”


Teagan looked up at the portrait of his
grandmother over the fireplace, then swiveled around in his chair and gazed out
of the window. After a few moments he turned and looked back at the sisters.
“You’re right,” he said and stood up. “I think I may just be here for a reason,
one that doesn’t have anything to do with me.” He looked at the two of them.
“Because there is nothing wrong with me.” He started to walk toward the door.


“You can’t save your grandmother,”
Lybbestre said stopping him in his tracks.


Teagan turned back to her. “What? What do
you mean?”


“We know what you have planned,” Calayiah
said. “And it’s a no-no.” She wiggled her finger at him.


“I don’t know what you’re talking about,”
he said.


“You know exactly what we’re talking
about,” Lybbestre said.


“You want to save your grandmother,”
Calayiah said.


“What are you talking about,” Teagan
feigned understanding.


 “I know that’s what you’re thinking,”
Lybbestre said. “That you’ll keep her from what befell her in the wine cellar
the night she died. But there is something you must know,” Lybbestre said.


“Other than you two are witches.” Teagan
pursed his lips. “In the literal sense of the word.”


“Yes,” Calayiah said. “Other than that.”


“What is it?”


“You can’t change anything that’s
going to happen here today,” Lybbestre warned. “Not one thing.”


“And why not?” Teagan asked. “Why can’t I
tell her? Why can’t I save her life?” Teagan felt a tear well up in his eyes.


“Because that’s not the reason that you’re
here,” Lybbestre said.


“And she wouldn’t understand what you’re
trying to do,” Calayiah said and walked up to him. “How would you feel if
someone told you that you were going to die today?” Calayiah said and placed
her finger in Teagan’s chest and gave it a push. “She’ll think something is
wrong with you. She’d probably put you out. You know she is a no
nonsense type of woman.”


“She was a no nonsense woman.”
Teagan corrected her words, but knowing Calayiah was exactly right about how
his grandmother had been. Changing the subject, he eyed the two. “How do you
know my grandmother, anyway?” he asked. “And why doesn’t she recognize me?”


“How could she know you?” Lybbestre said.
“You were twelve the last time she saw you.”


“I’m her grandson,” he said defiantly, his
words almost pouty. “She should know me.”


“She did know you. Then.” Calayiah leaned
in close to him. “And you know she did.”


“And we don’t know her,” Lybbestre said
answering the other part of his question.


“Well, she recognized you,” Teagan said.
“Called you the Frazier sisters and I didn’t even know your last name.”


“I gave her recognition,” Lybbestre said.
“When I touched her hand.”


“Recognition?” Teagan said. “What? You put
a spell on her?”


“I told you,” Calayiah said she bunched up
her shoulders and smiled broadly. “Magic!”


 “So you couldn’t think I’m not
going to warn her,” Teagan said getting back to the matter at hand. “Save her
life.”


“You can’t save her,” Lybbestre said.


“Promise you won’t try to tell her about
what will happen to her,” Calayiah said.


“I’ll do no such thing,” he said.


“Promise,” Lybbestre said.


“If you don’t, I’ll turn you into a toad,”
Calayiah said and pushed him again.


“What!” Teagan backed away.


“She’s just kidding,” Lybbestre said. “She
wouldn’t really.


“Could she do that?” he asked.


“She wouldn’t do it,” Lybbestre
assured him.


“Anyways,” he said, ducking around
Calayiah. “I wasn’t going to tell her she was going to die. At least not in
those words.”


“You have to promise you won’t say it in
any words,” Lybbestre said.


“It would mess up everything,” Calayiah
said.


“Mess up everything? Like what?” Teagan
asked. “She’s already dead. What else could go wrong?”


“The aligning of the stars. The tides of
the moon. Finding the girl of your dreams.”


“I don’t dream about girls,” Teagan said.


“Well you should,” Calayiah said. “It would
be better than those nightmares you’ve been having.”


“How do you-” Teagan stopped mid-sentence.
He didn’t have time for any more of what they were saying. He needed to get
back to his grandmother. “Fine,” he said. “I promise.”


“We know that you’re a man of your word,”
Lybbestre said. “Your grandmother told us you were very honest.”


He doubted his grandmother had told them
anything, even though being honest was a trait about himself he was proud of.
But at that moment integrity didn’t matter one iota to him. He’d break a
promise to those witches in a heartbeat.


But they were right about one thing, his
grandmother would think him a lunatic if he spoke to her about it, telling her
she was going to die. So, in that split second he decided, if he couldn’t tell
her, he’d would just show her. He’d be there and stop her from trying to put
that bottle back on the shelf all by herself.













 


Chapter
Nine


 


“The wine isn’t paired well.” It was Yvonne
Giordano speaking. Teagan had come back out of the library and was looking for
his grandmother. He looked down at his watch, if it was working correctly in
the time he was in – whatever time that was – he had a little more than
thirty-minutes before the accident.  “I saw the menu,” she said as Teagan
made himself one with the wall and the drapes, out of her view.


“Shrimp Cocktail. Crab and Lobster stuffed
mushrooms. Goat
cheese, herb and lemon patties. Roasted chicken drumsticks with garlic and
parsley.” She listed off the
items then took a sip of her Champagne. “All seafood and chicken and,” she
leaned in to her small group of intent listeners, “she’s serving red wine.”


A collective gasp rose from the group, and Teagan
had to cover his mouth to muffle his chuckle.


“My grapes are superior to hers even when
there has been a drought,” Yvonne Giordano said and then huffed. “Queen of the
Vineyards, she is not.” She grabbed a canapé off a passing tray. “She’s serving
a Chateau Margaux. Who
serves red with chicken? I saw her have her man child, Teddy, bring it up. She
must be having some kind of mental breakdown.”


The vitriol laced in her voice surprised
Teagan. Still, he knew it would have been a faux pas for his grandmother
to serve red with that menu. Teagan also knew that it wasn’t what his
grandmother was serving.


He’d brought the Chateau Margaux from the
cellar with his Uncle Teddy and put it in the parlor. It was for someone else.
But, still it made him curious and he wanted to check out what was really being
served. And he needed to find his grandmother keep up with her until it was
time for him to help her. The kitchen, where everything was being prepared, was
a good place to start his search for her.


“Where iz the brooch?” Teagan heard
Gustov ask. It made Teagan stop and listen. “I have not once seen you without
it.”


“I had it on earlier,” Olivia said. “You’re
not very perceptive if you didn’t notice that.”


“Oh, believe me. I know. But my question iz where iz it now?”


“That klutz, Rose Avery, ran into me with a
tray of hors d’oeuvres. “I had to take the jacket off. I put it in the room
there,” she said and pointed to the kitchen office.


“You cannot leave it there, no?” Gustov
asked. “It’z not safe.”


“No. Of course not,” she said. “I need to
change,” Olivia gestured over to her arm. “I can’t go bared arm like this all
night. I’ll get it.”


“The room is not locked. You know dis?
For party, no?  It iz too much money for you to leave here or
there.”


“I know it is. I’m going to get it.” Olivia
glanced at the counter. “Why is this bottle of wine sitting out?” Olivia said.


“It came by mistake.”


“That bottle is special to me. I never take
it from its spot in the Antiquity Room where I keep the older bottles.” She
went and picked it up. “Why would anyone even be in the room I keep it in? They
shouldn’t have touched anything that wasn’t in the grab area.”


 “It vwas a mistake.”


“I can’t tolerate mistakes. You know that,”
Olivia said. “Who’s responsible?”


“I take care of it,” Gustov said trying to
take the bottle back from her.


“No. I’ll do it,” Olivia said, holding it
tight.


“No. You just want to fire people.” He
pushed his long, blonde hair away from his face. “You can’t fire every time
someone makes mistake. I won’t do it.”


“You don’t have to do it,” Olivia said. “I
will.”


“I refuse to tell you.” Gustov folded his
arms across his chest in defiance.


“You’ll tell me who it is,” Olivia said.


“Why you do this to me?” Gustov said. “Each
time I tell you I handle it. You say no, you do it?” He shook his head.


“Do what?” Olivia let out a sigh. “I can’t
do this with you now, Gustov. I have too many other things to do. Like return
this bottle of wine to its rightful place.” She handed it to him. “And, change
my clothes.” She put her hand on his arm and patted. “You need to remember
everything I do isn’t about you.”


“With you, nothing is about me,” Gustov
said.


“Please, Gustov. Don’t start that.” She
looked at him. “I’ll take the bottle back after I change my clothes.” She
tapped on it with her nail. “Take care of it until then.” She pointed to the
small adjacent room. “I’ll just get my jacket from the office and go upstairs.
Can you make sure things run smoothly? It won’t take me but a minute.”


Teagan wanted to get to the front of the house
so that he could watch his grandmother go upstairs to change, then he’d wait
for her to come back down. He checked his watch and smiled. That would coincide
exactly with the time of death as reported.


He knew his grandmother would take the back
hall to get to the staircase in the front of the house. He decided to go the
other way. He wended his way through the guests, trying to be as furtive as
possible to stay below the sisters’ radar. He didn’t want them trying to stop
him.


He was going to go down that cellar with
her. Even though she didn’t know who he was, she’d already trusted him to go
into a cellar once. That was all the “in” he needed. He’d put the 1914 Chateau
Haut-Brion back where it belonged and the rack wouldn’t fall on her. Not
tonight.


Teagan didn’t know how long his grandmother
would live after he saved her, but was happy at the thought that when he got
back from 1995 she might still be around.


If he got back . . .













Chapter
Ten


 


“Hold on,” Teagan said catching the
attention of the man he’d seen duck into the parlor as soon as he rounded the
corner where he’d planned to wait for his grandmother. “What are you doing
there?” He knew he and his Uncle Teddy had left that wine there for a courier.
He could tell by the clothes this man was wearing, he didn’t fit the bill.
Teagan, whether he was supposed to be there or not, wasn’t going to have
someone steal it from right under their noses.


“Excuse me,” Teagan spoke to the man’s
back. “Are you the courier?”


“Courier?” the man turned around.


The man’s face startled Teagan. He stumbled
back and fell against the wall. His breath caught in his throat and momentarily
he was too stunned to speak.


“Are you talking to me?” the man said.


“Dad?” the name formed on his lips, the
word barely audible.


“Excuse me,” the man said. “First you
thought I was a courier, now you’re calling me, ‘Dad?’ Who are you?”


Oh, you guessed it. Teagan’s dad, Stuart
Bales, who’d been dead for almost fifteen years was standing there in the
flesh. Speaking to him no less. Teagan wondered who else that had left the
earthly realm would be coming to the party next. But as you shall soon see, it
was not for naught.


Teagan let out a little chuckle. “Uhm . . .
No . . . I thought . . .” Teagan was at a loss for words.


“Who are you, I said.” Teagan’s
father’s voice was deep and piercing. Just as Teagan remembered.


“Yes. I know who you are.” Teagan let the
words tumble out of his mouth quickly. “You’re Stuart Boles and I was just . .
.” Teagan swung from his hip and looked behind him, then back at his father. “I
was just looking out for your mother.”


“My mother?”


“Yes, she, uhm, had me carrying these . .
.” Teagan pointed to the crates. “The uhm . . . The cases of wine – she had me
carry them in here from her wine cellar. She told me a courier was picking them
up. I didn’t want anyone taking something that didn’t belong to them.”


His father’s shoulder’s relaxed, he turned
his head and looked at him from the corner of his eyes. “My mother had you
bring this up for her?”


“Yes, I helped Unc . . . uhm, Teddy. Teagan
Abrams. I helped him bring them up.”


“You didn’t answer my question. Who are
you?” the elder Bales asked.


Teagan took in a breath and paused. How was
he supposed to answer that?


“Let’s try this,” Stuart Bales said, seeing
the confusion on Teagan’s face. “Do you have a name?”


“Yes,” Teagan said in a nervous chuckle. He
didn’t know what he thought was funny, it struck him more as surreal. “It’s,
uh, Frank. My name is Frank.”


“Well Frank, my mother doesn’t let just
anyone go into that cellar. Heck, I haven’t been down there in ten years.”


“Yes, I know,” Teagan said.


“You know?”


“Yeah, I meant I knew about her not letting
anyone down there.” He waved his hand at his father. “Not how long it’s been
since you’d been down there.” His eyes got big. “I don’t know that . . . I
mean, how would I know that, right? Uhm, she,” he continued his rambling, “she
told me to help Teddy out and to be careful.”


“So this is you being careful? Checking up
on me?”


“Yes. No. I didn’t know who you were. When
I first saw you because your back was turned to me.” Teagan let out a breath.


“Well, I’m glad you did. This is pretty
important, that’s why my mother has me taking it out to the airport. You know
who these two cases of wine are going to?”


Teagan shook his head slowly. “I have no
idea.”


“The President,” Stuart Bales said and
grinned.


“The President of the United States?”


“Yep. Impressive, huh?”


“I didn’t know she knew the President.”


Stuart laughed. “I don’t know why you’d
think you would know, Frank, but I’m in the same boat as you. I didn’t know
either. My mother is pretty special, she’s always surprising me with her
talents and connections. I’m supposed to be on my way to a business meeting,
but she called and told me she didn’t want to trust the wine to anyone else. I
had to come.” He hung his head. “I’m not much help to her with anything else
around here. Thank God for my son.”


“Your son?”


“Yes. His name’s Teagan. He would have been
the one to go down and get that wine from the cellar for her. He’s her right hand
man – well, boy. He’s only twelve.”


“Where’s your son?” Teagan said, not
knowing what possessed him to ask.


“At a sleepover.” Stuart looked at Teagan.
“You remind me of him,” he said


“I do?” Teagan asked.


“Yeah, you do. Same mannerisms. Same
smile.”


“Would you like me to help you carry those
out to your car?” He pointed. “Since you are her courier.” Teagan smiled and
walked toward the case of wine. “They can be murder on your back. You know, if
you have trouble with your back. Not saying that you do.”


Teagan hadn’t rambled that much since he
was a teenager trying to explain to him why he was late, and why the front
fender on his car had a dent in it. And here he was now still doing it, he
wanted to be right – say the right things even to his dead father.


Well, he wasn’t dead right at that moment.


“That’ll be nice of you,” Stuart Bales
said. “You grab one and I’ll get the other one.” Picking up one of the cases
and heading out of the room, he looked back at Teagan and chuckled. “As luck –
or bad luck – would have it, I do have a bad back.”


“See,” Teagan said following him out the
front door not bothering to pull it shut behind him. “It was a good thing I
came checking up on you.” Teagan smiled.


They had walked across the grass to
Stuart’s Cadillac. Teagan remembered the car well. And the yard. He let his
eyes gaze around the grounds. It showed his grandmother’s hand. Vibrant,
colorful flowers filled the beds along the front of the house, and the
perimeter of the drive. The grass was lush and green. Stuart sat the crate down
on the ground and popped open the trunk to his car bringing Teagan back to the
task at hand.


“It was nice of you to help her out,
Frank,” Stuart said, putting Teagan’s case in the car and reaching down to get
the one he’d carried out. Securing both in the corner of the trunk, he slammed
down the lid. “I’m glad you were at the party. Who did you come with?”


Teagan opened his mouth to speak, then shut
it. Another question he wasn’t sure how to answer. What was he going to say,
“He came with the witches?”


“I know Pastor Tim,” Teagan said instead.


“Good guy,” his father said. “He takes real
good care of my mother and the money she donates. He’s always there when she
needs him. Takes almost as good care of her as my son.”


Stuart’s words made Teagan remember why
he’d been at the front of the house. He glanced back toward the house. “My
grandmother,” he said, fear in his voice.


“What did you say?” Stuart Bales asked.


“I’ve got to go,” Teagan said hurriedly and
grabbed his father and hugged him. “But it was really, really good to see you
again.”


“Again?” Stuart called after him. “Have we
met before?”













 


Chapter
Eleven


 


“That’s a bad cut you got there,” Teagan
said, gently taking Teddy’s hand and turning it over.


“Yes, I know, old chap” he said. Uncle
Teddy was just coming from the kitchen area and hadn’t made it to the half bath
yet, out of breath, he had sweat beading across his forehead.


“You better get that bandaged up,” Teagan
said and started past him down the hallway.


“Can you give me a hand?” Uncle Teddy said
and turned around to watch Teagan as he walked away from him.


“Help is on the way,” Teagan said turning
around walking backwards. “And you lost a diamond out of that ring of yours.”
He wiggled a finger at him.


Teagan saw Uncle Teddy look down at his
hand as he rounded the corner. He was as apologetic as he could be, but he
didn’t have time to come to his aid. He wanted to get down to the cellar. To
his grandmother. He hadn’t seen her come down the stairs when he came back in,
but he knew the story well. Broken bottles. Cut hand. His grandmother coming
past the half bath next to the staircase and helping his Uncle Teddy bandage
his hand. He knew now, after hearing her conversation with Gustov, that she’d
been in that hallway because she’d gone upstairs to change clothes and was on
her way back to the kitchen to return that bottle to the wine cellar. And
that’s when it would all happen.


Teagan let out a groan.


His Uncle Teddy just getting to the
bathroom, hand still unbandage, meant she hadn’t come back downstairs yet, and
when she did, she would stop and help him.


That gave Teagan plenty of time.


And this time, he was going to be there.


The hallway led him to the kitchen, there
he spotted the broken bottles of wine. He knew that Uncle Teddy had bumped a
crate that had been precariously perched at the end of the counter and several
had tumbled out. That’s how he had cut his hand. Now, a woman Teagan didn’t
recognize was helping Gustov clean it up.


Their endeavors were the distraction that Teagan
needed. Keeping his eyes trained on them, he was able to get through the
kitchen without notice and down the short hall that lead to the wine cellar. He
smiled as he spotted the large oak door.


“You’re not going to die tonight,
Grandmother,” he promised in a whisper. Butterflies fluttered in his stomach,
and the uneasiness he’d felt all night seemed to dissipate as unconsciously his
pace quickened. It was time to save her. But, as he neared the door, he looked
down and was stopped in his tracks when he saw a black cat.


Is that one of them? Teagan wondered. It seemed whenever he saw
a cat, one of the sisters wasn’t far behind.


He stood straight with his back against the
wall and tried to make himself invisible, lost in the shadow of the dimly lit
hallway. Then he heard a voice coming from the cracked door that led to the
kitchen’s office.


“That old hag! I hate her. Who does she
think she is?” the woman’s voice was upset, strained.


Who was in the room? Grandmother didn’t
allow people in there, it was where she kept all the files and receipts for the
kitchen.


He strained to hear the answer, but he
didn’t hear anyone talk back to her.


Looking both ways down the hallway, and
keeping an eye on the door to the wine cellar, he peeked through the crack.


It was a woman, standing at the desk on the
phone.


“Well it’s done now!” the voice was a
strained whisper. “I’ve done it.” Her voice cracked slightly. “And I don’t
care. How am I supposed to live without a job?” she said. She sniffled, and her
next words came out between sobs. “I don’t have any money saved up, and I don’t
know where I’d be able to find another job.”


She’s talking about my grandmother, Teagan thought. That must be Rose
Avery. Grandmother has fired her.


The woman switched the phone to the other ear,
turning slightly, Teagan could make out her face. He recognized her as a woman
he’d seen earlier in the afternoon. She’d appeared quiet, reserved even when
he’d first seen her, but now with her words gushing out with fury, like an
uncorked bottle of champagne, she seemed like a different person.  “Her
loyal staff, ha!” she snorted. “That’s why I was fired!” She sniffed back
tears. “I know all about them. And he’s the only one loyal to her. We’ll see
what happens now.


“I’m not sorry I did it, either.” Teagan
heard the woman say. He glanced down the hallway at the cellar door, then back
to Rose. Her teeth clenched, she said it again, venom in her voice and tears in
her eyes. “I hate her.”


He wanted to burst into the room, and shake
this woman. Tell her that his grandmother wasn’t any of those things, and that
he loved her. But he couldn’t. Not now. He had to save her, not her honor, but
her life.


The door to the wine cellar wasn’t closed
as he first thought. It was slightly ajar, but it didn’t cause him any alarm
because he’d been watching it the whole time he’d been standing there. Still he
looked from side to side to see if anyone was around. Maybe the last person
hadn’t shut it all the way. He pulled the door open just wide enough for his
girth, and slid through it pulling it completely shut after him.


He clambered down the steps to the wine
cellar with a sigh of relief. He was sure he’d made it before she’d come down.
He headed down the wooden steps to wait for her to come.


But what Teagan didn’t know, was that his
grandmother was already dead.













 


Chapter
Twelve


 


Teagan followed the path through the cellar
heading in the direction he knew his grandmother would go to return the bottle.
But a low murmuring of voices drifting toward him from the other end caught his
attention.


“Mrs. Bales is that you?” he called out,
but no response came back. “Grandmother?” Still no one responded. “Who’s
there?” he asked. “Is there anyone there?”


He turned back toward the Antiquity Room,
then back to look in the direction where he’d heard the noise.


Who could be down here?


No one was allowed in his grandmother’s
wine cellar, and everyone knew that. And if she hadn’t made it clear, there was
a big “KEEP OUT” sign posted on the door, and she’d even had a dead bolt lock
installed. And although tonight it would be open because of all the traffic
through it for the party, the house rules were the same.


A scratching sound, and a low whine mixed
with hushed voices compelled Teagan to find out what was going on. But, he
wasn’t going to miss his grandmother, so he went down the hall to the Antiquity
Room and stuck his head in. He wanted to make sure that his grandmother hadn’t
arrived before him. All was quiet, so he turned and headed to the other end,
glancing back up the steps as he passed to ensure she wasn’t on her way down.


He walked slowly to the other end as he
followed the voices, trying to make out what they were saying and where exactly
they were coming from. Looking in each room as he passed, the voices didn’t
seem to get any louder or more distinguishable. He looked back a few times,
preparing to see his grandmother come down and run to her aid. He wasn’t quite
sure how he’d approach her, or how he’d explain to her what he was doing down
there. All he knew was that he wasn’t going to let her put that bottle back by
herself.


The sisters had told him that he couldn’t
save his grandmother, but why not? He’d supposedly travelled back in time. And
if he wasn’t there to save her, why had they brought him back? They’d told him
he would understand when the time came. Well, for him, that time was now. And
he understood it perfectly.


Teagan rounded the corner and was nearing
the end of the cellar when he saw her.


“Grandmother!” he yelled and rushed over to
her.


She was lying face up, her eyes wide
opened, and her hand over the gash in her abdomen made by a protruding bottle.
Still in her teal colored evening gown, her arms bare.


“I thought you went upstairs to change.
What happened?” he said in a panic, bending down he reached to pull the rack
off of her.


“You can’t lift that by yourself,” he heard
someone say. He jerked around to see who had spoken to him, and it looked like
he saw the tail end of that black cat going around the corner.


“Get help!” It was another voice. Then he
saw the white cat’s green eyes staring at him. “There isn’t any time.”


“Oh my, God,” Teagan said. He grabbed his
head and turned in circles, tears started streaming down his face. “Why is this
happening?’


“Go get help,” the voice was soft.
Compelling.


“I’m going to get help,” he said and ran
from the room and back up the steps.


But as he neared the top, the room began
spinning around him. The lights grew dimmer, a haze covered him and then
everything slowed down.


“No!” he yelled. “Please, God, no! I need
to get help.”


Then he seemed to be moving in slow motion.
He couldn’t lift his legs fast enough to make any headway up the steps. He
screamed out for help, but his words seemed to get caught up in a fog, as if he
was speaking through water.













 


Chapter
Thirteen


 


“Teagan!” It was Uncle Teddy, the white
dinner jacket replaced with a black tuxedo. “What were you doing down in that
dusty basement?”


“Uncle Teddy?” Teagan looked at him,
confusion flooding his mind. It was Uncle Teddy. The Uncle Teddy that
he’d seen just yesterday. Teagan looked back behind him, down the steps into
the wine cellar. There were no lights on and a damp, musty smell emanated.
“Grandmo-” he started to say. He looked back at Teddy, then down to Teddy’s
hand. “Uncle Teddy, your hand.”


“My hand?” Teddy wrinkled his brow and held
out his hand. “My hand? What are you talking about?”


“Your other hand.” Teagan reached out and
grabbed it and turned it over, palm up. “You cut your hand.”


“What?” Uncle Teddy said pulling his hand
away. Looking down at it, he realized. “Oh, my boy. That night.” He let out a
sigh. “That was a lot of years ago.” He put his hand on Teagan’s shoulder. “Are
you alright?”


 “What’s going on?” A voice familiar
from earlier in the evening asked, only the accent was mostly gone. Gustov, his
hair now white was trimmed up above his shoulders, his face that of a much
older man than the one he’d seen only minutes before, and his middle section
filled out enough to make the buttons on his chef’s jacket bulge.


“I think our Teagan may have had a
flashback,” Teddy said.


“Flashback?” Gustov asked.


“The wine cellar,” Uncle Teddy nodded his
head toward the opened door.


“Oh,” Gustov said quietly. He looked at
Teagan and back at Teddy. “He wasn’t even here that night,” Gustov said.


“It doesn’t matter, man. He’s never gotten
over it.”


Teagan closed his eyes and shook his head.


“Where are the sisters?” Teagan asked. He
held his head high trying to look over the crowd of people.


“The sisters?” Uncle Teddy asked. “What
sisters?”


“The Frazier sisters,” Teagan said. “My
grandmother introduced you to them earlier this evening.”


“Ah, I see what you mean,” Gustov said.


“There!” Teagan said pointing over to a
corner of the room. He tried to push past his uncle. “There they are. The red
head, and the one in the black dress.”


“Hold on there, boy,” Teddy said. He and
Gustov turned and looked where Teagan had pointed, then at each other. “There’s
no red head over there.”


“Yes it is,” Teagan said.


“No, it’s not,” Gustov said.


“Yes it is. They’re over there. I have to
get to them. I have to get back.” Teagan looked pleadingly into his uncle’s
face. “Please.”


“Back where?” Gustov asked.


“To my grandmother,” Teagan said.


“Look, Teagan,” his uncle said. “Look over
there. No women there. No red heads. No one. Whoever you’re looking for is not
there.”


Teagan turned and looked and sure enough he
no longer saw them. He ran his hand across his face. “They were just there.”


“Yes. I’m sure they were,” Uncle Teddy
said. “And we’ll help you find them, but for now we need to get you a drink.”


“I don’t want a drink. I just want to go home,”
Teagan said deflated. He tried to push past Teddy. “Excuse me, Uncle Teddy.”


“Whoa there!” Uncle Teddy said. “You’re not
going anywhere until we figure out what’s wrong with you.”


“Nothing is wrong with me,” Teagan said. “I
just need to go. There are things I need to do.”


“Can’t it wait, Teagan? What could be so
urgent?”


“It can’t wait,” Teagan said, anger rising
up in him.


“Well, it will just have to. C’mon,” Uncle
Teddy said. “It’s almost time for your speech.” He grabbed his arm and dragged
him alongside him. “We’ll get that over with and then get you home. Maybe it
wasn’t such a good idea you coming here tonight. You’ve been acting funny all
night.”


“I haven’t been here all night,” Teagan
mumbled.


Teddy looked at Gustov and shook his head.
“I don’t think this was such a good idea.”


“Tell me about it,” Teagan said as his
uncle led him off.


 













 


Chapter
Fourteen


 


Teagan walked out of his grandmother’s
house into the darkness of the night. A full moon hung low, sat in the midst of
stars that glittered against the black sky.


He had had to convince his uncle that he
was okay, and that he didn’t need any help getting home, it was the only way
he’d let him leave.


He saw his car waiting for him. Charles
holding open the door, but he was reluctant to go. He didn’t want to leave the
house. Leave his grandmother. But he knew she was long gone. Although the last
he’d seen of his grandmother – dead – was what he had lived through all these
years, still he wanted to be where she was.


Teagan turned back toward the house, and
felt a lump rise in his throat.


Why wasn’t I able to save her?


“Are you ready to leave?” Charles called
over to him.


Teagan turned and looked at his driver, and
back at the house. “I guess,” he said not looking at Charles.


“Whenever you’re ready, sir.”


“I’d like to stop back by that watch shop,”
Teagan said as he walked to the car and climbed in.


“Certainly, sir.”


“I want to talk to those women who are
doing the repairs.”


Charles shut the door and went around the
car and got in. He glanced up in the rear view mirror and saw Teagan, concern
etched in his bosses’ face.


“Do you think they’re still there?” Charles
asked. “It’s awfully late.”


“They were at the fundraiser,” Teagan said
voicing his thoughts. “I don’t know if they’ll be there.” Teagan blew out a
breath. “But I need to talk to them.”


Charles stared at Teagan’s reflection. “Is
everything alright, Mr. Bales?” he asked.


“No. Everything is not alright.” Teagan
glanced out the window at the house and wondered how he could get back. Back to
the time his grandmother was still there.


I’ll make those sisters send me get back.


The night was quiet and Charles made his
way to the watch shop without a word between the two. It seemed to Teagan to
take much more time to get back than it had when he left it to come to the
house.


As they neared it, Charles slowed the
Bentley.


“Looks like they’re closed,” Charles said.


But Teagan had been watching from the time
Charles had turned onto the street. Nothing had been lit on the small block,
and the watch shop seemed the darkest.


“Stop right in front, Charles,” Teagan
said. “I just want to try the door.” Charles pulled over and started to get
out. “Just wait here, Charles. I’ll just be a moment.”


Teagan got out of the car and walked up to
the door. He turned the door knob, but it didn’t budge. Cupping his hands, he
leaned in and peered through the glass on the door. It was dark inside, not
even a night light on. He couldn’t see a thing. Had he really been there
earlier? Maybe he’d just imagined being there.


Maybe he’d imagined the whole night.


Teagan stepped back from the door and
looked up at the sign overhead. He hadn’t noticed before, but right underneath Altered
Times, the name of the shop, was a byline. It read: Keepers of Time.


Teagan walked slowly back to the car. Not
wanting to leave without seeing the sisters, he stopped and turned back to face
the building, then looked up and down the street.


“Here, kitty, kitty.” He called to a cat
that wasn’t there.


He reached his hand down in his pocket. It
was empty. He looked back at the shop. His grandmother’s brooch was in there.
He’d been in there. The place was real and so were the sisters. But Teagan
wasn’t exactly sure what had happened to him.


Letting out a long sigh, he got back in the
car. He laid back on the headrest and closed his eyes. “Okay, Charles,” he
said, not bothering to open his eyes. “We can go.”


As Charles pulled off, Teagan’s cell phone
rang and the shrill noise jarred him, he opened his eyes and fished in his
pocket for his phone. He checked the Caller ID and it read, “Unavailable.” That
was the kind of number that he’d usually let go to voicemail so the caller
could leave a message and Caroline could handle it the next day. But something
prompted him to answer.


“Hello,” he said and was greeted with
static. “Hello,” he said again, more pronounced, a little louder.


“The fundraiser went well tonight, don’t
you think?” a woman’s voice was on the other end.


“Grandmother?” he said.


Noise came from the other end.


“Speak up,” Teagan said. “I can’t hear
you.” He heard nothing. “Is this you, Grandmother?”


His eyes met with Charles in the rearview
mirror.


“Hello!” Teagan said again, shifting in his
seat, he turned toward the window, lowering his voice and trying to shield his
words.


“No. I’m sorry to say, your grandmother’s
passed on,” the voice came through crackled. “And you can’t change that.”


“Who is this?” Teagan demanded.


“We’re calling about your timepiece.”


“My watch? Layah, is that you?”


“Your timepiece will be ready for pick up
on Wednesday morning.”


“I can hardly hear you,” Teagan said. “Did
you say I can pick it up Wednesday?”


“Yes. In two days’ time. That should give
you enough time.”


“Time for what?” There was no response.
“Hello. Are you there? I need to talk to you before then. You, and your
sister.”


“We’ll see you on Wednesday,” a faint voice
came through the line. “Until then remember there’s no such thing as lost
time.”


Then the line went dead. Teagan pulled the
phone down from his ear, and stared at it, then put it back up. “Hello?” he
said, but the caller was gone.


What was that about? he thought.


How did they get my number?


He stared out the window, and rubbed his
eye trying to get it to stop twitching. He thought about the night’s events and
then swallowed back tears.


He had seen his grandmother. Touched her.
Smelled her perfume. It was real, yet he was having a hard time understanding
what happened.


He hadn’t been able to save her. He’d
tried, and he couldn’t do it. He closed his eyes and wondered what kind of
nightmares would he have that night.
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Teagan bolted up from a fitful night of
sleep. He sat straight up and looked around the room. Then in the bed next to
him. No one was there. He swiped his hand across his face.


“Holy crap,” he said. “Did I just dream all
of that?”


He felt like Ebenezer Scrooge waking up
after being visited by his three ghosts.


“No. It wasn’t a dream,” he said looking
around the room. “I was really there.”


“Sheesh!” He ran his hand over his hair. “I
must be a big disappointment to my grandmother,” he said and fell back on the
bed and pulled the covers up over him. “God. All those good things she said
about me. All the faith she had in me. Even my father was proud of what I’d
accomplished with my grandmother.”


And all I wanted to do was sell everything
she wanted me to have.


He popped back up. “Did I even talk to
Yvonne Giordano?” He glanced over and saw his tuxedo hanging over the chair.
“How long was I even there?” then he glanced over at the digital clock on his
nightstand.


“Eight o’clock?” He shook his head. “I
never sleep this late.” He pulled the covers back and climbed out of bed.
“Where is Caroline?”


His cell phone rang, and he plopped back
down on the bed and picked it up from the bedside table.


“Hello,” he said.


 “Are you alright, Teagan?” It was his
Uncle Teddy.


Still unsettled from the night before,
Teagan was too much in a fog to wrap his mind around the questions he had for
his uncle.


“I’m alright,” Teagan said pushing himself
up in the bed. “Where are you? What’s all that noise I hear?”


“On my way up to my cabin. I’m going
fishing.”


“I needed to talk to you.”


“Well talk boy, but hurry up. I’m sure you
can hear my ride is here. I don’t have much time.”


“No I mean, I need time to talk to you.”


“Well, can it wait? I just wanted to check
up on you because you were acting down right bonkers last night. Hanging around
in that old wine cellar, seeing strange women, and not remembering anything
that happened last night.”


“I know, but I wanted to ask you about when
you cut your hand?”


“There you go with that again. I didn’t cut
my hand last night.”


“I know. And you know what I’m talking
about. That night. You said my grandmother helped you wrap it up. Did she?”


“What is this about? Did being in that
house traumatize you or something?”


“I just can’t figure it out.”


“Figure what out?”


“What happened? When it happened. I can’t
explain what happened.”


“You gotta get past that. Get past last
night. You need to not let that bother you. It was a long time ago. I’m
thinking now it probably is a good idea to sell that place, if it’s going to
affect you like this.”


“I know. I couldn’t even sleep last night.
Tossing and turning.”


“Are you okay now?”


“Yeah, I am. Just got questions that’s
all.”


“Questions about wh – uh – hold on.” Teagan
could hear all the background noise from the chopper. “Look. I gotta go.” Uncle
Teddy came back on the phone. “We’ll talk tomorrow night when I get back. I
already called Caroline and told her to look out for you.”


“Why would you do that?” Teagan asked,
irritation evident in his voice.


“Because you’re acting strange, and it’s
scaring me.” The noise in the background rose a few decibels. “You take care.
I’ll see you later,” Uncle Teddy yelled into the phone, his voice barely
audible.


“Okay, bye,” Teagan said into the phone,
not sure if his uncle heard him.












Chapter
Fifteen


 


Teagan walked down to the first floor of
his two-story, modern condo, barefoot and still in his green plaid pajama pants
and a T-shirt. He crossed through the living room of the open floor plan, past
the dining area and into the kitchen.


“Morning,” he said to his assistant,
Caroline, who was sitting on a stool at the large island.


“You’re late coming down,” Caroline said.
“I started to come up and get you. You’d said you wanted to get an early
start.”


He let out a pent up sigh. “I don’t know
that I’ll be good for anything today,” he said.


“I’ve got your protein drink ready for
you.” Caroline pointed at the green concoction she’d put in his clear plastic
blender bottle. “Thick and cold, just like you like it.”


“I’d rather have coffee,” Teagan said.


“Coffee?” An eyebrow went up.


“Yes. Coffee. Is there anything wrong with
that?” Teagan said and opened a cabinet door.


“Nope. Nothing wrong with it, other than
you never drink coffee.”


“Well I want some today.” He opened another
cabinet, shut it and turned and looked at Caroline. “Do I have any coffee?”


She pointed to the Keurig coffee maker
tucked into a corner of the Carrara marble-topped counter.


He looked at it and back at her. “Do I know
how to work that?”


“I’ll work it for you,” she said.


“That would be nice.” He pushed himself up
on to the counter and watched as she popped open the top of the black and
silver machine and dropped in a little container. She placed a red ceramic cup
underneath and pushed a button.


“Caroline, can I talk to you?”


“Sure,” she said. “Let me grab my tablet.”
She pointed to her iPad on the counter next to him.


He placed his hand over it. “No. I mean
about normal stuff. Not work.”


“Oh.” She glanced at him and went back over
to the coffee maker.


He leaned forward, his eyes suddenly
intense. “How horrible of a person am I?” Teagan asked.


Caroline swung around and looked at him, a
confused look on her face, nothing coming from her mouth.


“Am I that bad that you don’t have an
answer?”


“I don’t think you’re horrible at all,” she
said.


“Why, because you have to be nice to your
boss?” He gave her a smirk. “You can tell me the truth.”


“I am telling you the truth.”


He considered what she had said and
wondered if she really felt that way. She had worked for him for more than six
years, and he couldn’t remember really having a conversation with her. Sure she
knew about the things in his life – his grandmother, his father, the Gabrisette
House and vineyards, all revealed in off the cuff remarks. But today, he felt
at a lost. So many thoughts running through his head. Teddy was out of range,
and he needed help. She was the only one he had to talk to.


“That coffee smells good,” Teagan said and
smiled at her. “Doesn’t smell like regular coffee, though. Like the kind my
grandmother used to drink.”


“It’s hazelnut.”


“Hazelnut.” He looked at her. “Will I like
that?”


“We’ve got twenty-five other flavors if you
don’t.” She pulled out a drawer underneath where the coffeemaker sat and
pointed.


“The truth is that I am nothing like the
man my grandmother wanted to be. I’ve let her down in more ways than you can
imagine.”


“I don’t think that’s true.”


“It is.” Teagan nodded his head. “But I
don’t want to let her down. Not anymore. I just don’t know what to do. How to
fix everything.” He looked at Caroline. “How can I make up for the things I’ve
done?”


“Where is all this coming from?” Caroline
handed him the cup of the steamy brew. “What happened to you at that party last
night?” Caroline asked. “Your uncle was concerned and I’ve never seen you like
this before.”


“Like what?”


“Unsure of yourself. Not happy with the
things that you do. With you.” She pointed to the cup in his hand. “Drinking
coffee.”


“Am I that arrogant?”


“Confident. And yes you are.”


“I just don’t want to be the person that I
am any more. I want to be the person that my grandmother wanted me to be.”


“And who is that?”


“A nice person.”


“You’re nice.”


“Kind. Kind-hearted. A person who wouldn’t
sell-out the legacy she left behind.” He shook his head. “Figuratively and
literally.”


“Oh is that what this is about?” Caroline
raised an eyebrow. “You’re feeling guilty because you’re selling your
grandmother’s vineyard?”


“And her house. And her life’s work.
Everything that was her passion. What she lived for.”


“Well you can’t change that, if that’s what
you need to change. The closing on the property is next week. Yvonne Giordano
would probably kill you with her bare hands if you tried to renege.”


A choked chuckle came out in his sigh. “Are
you supposed to be helping me feel better?”


She chuckled. “Is it working?”


“No.” He took a sip of his coffee. “Mmmm.
This is good.” He took another sip and jumped off the counter. “Bottom line,”
he said as he walked around to the dining room and pulled out a chair. “I
didn’t grow up to be the man my grandmother wanted me to be. And starting
today, I am going to try to be him.”


“You grew up to be a good man.” She
followed him into the room and stood behind one of the chairs at the six-foot
table.


“Ha!” Teagan choked out the word. “That’s
according to whom it is you’re talking to. I pretty much take people’s money
and get rich from it.”


“No, you find them the things that they
want.”


“And I charge them an outrageous commission
for it. I prey on their greed. My grandmother wasn’t like that. I used the
talent and things that she possessed and taught me to take from people for my
own selfish wants. She used what she had to give back.”


“Well, right now you’re talking to me. And
I say you’re a good man.” She smiled at him.


He looked at her and then smiled back. And when
he did, he noticed for the first time in the six years he’d known her, how her
eyes sparked when she smiled.


“How come you’re not drinking coffee?”
Teagan asked.


She shrugged. “I don’t know.” She wasn’t
used to eating or drinking anything in front of him.


“Well, get a cup,” he said.


“Okay,” she said. “I will.”


Silence lingered in the air as Caroline
went through the motion of brewing herself a cup and Teagan sipped on his.


“You know I was supposed to be there,” he
said as she rounded the corner back to where he was sitting.


“Be where?” Caroline asked. She took a seat
across from him and blew into her cup.


“At the fundraising gala my grandmother
gave for Pastor Timothy Morrison’s charity.”


“You weren’t there yesterday?” She frowned,
her face muddled. “You were on your way there when you left here yesterday.
Your uncle said you’d been there. What are you talking about?”


“Not yesterday. The day my grandmother
died. I was supposed to be there helping her out.”


“Oh.” Caroline said and nodded. “You know,
I was one of Pastor Tim’s kids back then.”


“You were?” Teagan said. “During the time
of that last fundraiser. You were one of the kids he’d bring?”


“Yep. With five or six of the other kids.”


He squinted his eyes. “I didn’t see you
there.”


“Because I wasn’t. I was supposed to be,
but I got sick. Last minute thing.” She looked at Teagan. “And how could you
have seen me? Didn’t you just say you weren’t there that afternoon?”


“Yeah. No. I wasn’t there. I went to a
friend’s sleepover.” Teagan shook his head. “You know I don’t even think I’ve
ever seen that boy again after that night.” His gaze flickered up to Caroline.
“I chose him over my grandmother, someone now who has no meaning in my life.”


“You were young. Having fun was important
to you.”


“Would you have done it?” he asked her.
“Picked a friend over your family?”


“I was one of those children in ‘need’ your
grandmother so graciously helped out.” Caroline said and made air quotation
marks. “So, I couldn’t tell you if I would have or not. I didn’t have any family.”


“I bet you wouldn’t have,” Teagan said.
“You’re a good person. Especially with putting up with me.”


“You pay me to put up with you,” Caroline
said.


“That’s true,” Teagan said. “But I wasn’t
always such a bad person. I used to be nice. I let my grandmother’s death
change me. Change my path in life.”


“I don’t know that I was always the person
I turned out to be,” Caroline said. “You’re grandmother’s death affected me
too. Those yearly fundraisers stopped, and that meant hard times for the
children at the home.” She grimaced. “For a while there, I was willing to do
almost anything to get away from the poverty. From that life. Be any kind of
person, as long as it got me away from there.”


“But you didn’t turn out to be just ‘any
kind of person.’”


“I didn’t turn out that way for long,”
Caroline said.


“I couldn’t imagine you any way but how you
are,” Teagan said.


“And how is that?” Caroline asked and
chuckled. “Do you think you really know me? Or even know me at all?” She
narrowed her eyes and looked at him over the rim of her cup.


Teagan studied her. “I guess I don’t,” he
said and raised the cup to his lips.


“It’s okay though. For a while I didn’t
know myself. And when I realized I wasn’t the person I wanted to be, I didn’t
lose any time changing my life around.”


Teagan nearly choked on the coffee.


“What’s wrong?” Caroline said. “Let me get
you a paper towel.”


“There’s no such thing as lost time,” he
whispered the words.


“What,” she said coming back with the
napkin for him.


“Nothing,” he mumbled.


Lost time. Those words had echoed through Teagan’s
unconscious mind, and spoken into being by those sisters. Now Caroline.


The sisters told him that he couldn’t bring
his grandmother back, but was there a way he could make up for the lost time of
not doing the right thing?


Why do those words keep haunting me? They
must mean something.


“. . .  and then I met you,” Caroline
said.


“What?” Teagan said. Caroline’s word
bringing him from his thoughts.


“I met you, and I knew what I was supposed
to do.”


“Work for me taking other people’s money?”
he said sarcastically.


“No. Help you. Like your grandmother helped
people like me.”


“Am I people like you?” As the words
escaped Teagan’s lips, he realized what he’d said and how it might sound. He
reached out and touched her arm. “And I don’t mean that in a bad way.”


“I didn’t take it in a bad way.” She smiled
at him. “Everyone, I’ve come to learn, has been like me at some point in their
life. A place where they could use a little understanding. A helping hand. A
friend.”


“Caroline, after last night I don’t know
what I need.”


“So you want to tell me what happened last
night? I mean exactly what happened to make you wake up this morning wanting to
change.”


“You won’t believe me.”


“Try me.”


“You’ll think I’m crazy. Probably try to
have me committed and take all my worldly possessions.” He waved his arm around
his apartment.


“You really don’t know me.”


“You wouldn’t do anything like that?”


“No. I wouldn’t.”


“Well, I would if I heard a story like what
happened to me last night.”


Caroline leaned in, put her elbow on the
table, and rested her chin in the palm of her hand. “I’m all ears.”


“I saw my grandmother.”


“In a dream?” she said.


“No. At the gala.”













 


Chapter
Sixteen


 


Teagan decided to spill the beans.


He told Caroline of his haunting dreams,
the cryptic message it tried to relay to him, and how the sisters had used
those same words.


And now even Caroline had spoken them. And
how all of that was just the beginning of the strange things that had happened
to him.


He told her all about that mysterious
little watch shop she’d found for him. He described the uncommon, and maybe
even supernatural, (although he barely let that word escape from his lips)
women that he’d encountered there. How they claimed to be sisters although one
was black and the other was white, and how sometimes it appeared that they took
the form of a cat. He conveyed to her how the sisters explained that it was
time travel, made possible by the wheels inside his grandmother’s watch that
allowed him to travel back in time to 1995. Time Travel, he repeated then
explaining how it was the reason he was able to speak and interact with his
ordinarily dead grandmother and father. He purposely left out how Einstein’s
theory of relativity had played a role, the main reason being he didn’t
understand it.


And the whole time he told her of his
magical and mystical account of the previous night’s happenings, Caroline
didn’t flinch once.


“And what happened when you came back up
the cellar stairs?” she said completely engrossed in what should have
customarily been an unlikely and implausible tale.


He shook his head, and hunched his
shoulders. “I don’t know. All I know is once I opened the door, I was back in
the present.”


They exchanged looks. Him searching her
eyes for understanding, she grateful that he would share such an event with
her.


“What do you think?” Teagan asked after an
awkward pause.


“I think we need more coffee,” she said and
grabbed both cups. “And I think we need to figure out what all this means,” she
yelled back over her shoulder as she headed into the kitchen. “This has to have
happened to you for a reason.”


“You mean for reasons other than my mental
health is deteriorating?” Teagan asked.


“Yes. For reasons other than that.”


“You know, I just want to get back there.
To my grandmother. To save her.”


“You weren’t able to save her yesterday.”


“I know. And those sisters told me that I
wouldn’t be able to change anything.”


“So why do you think you can?”


“I have to. I don’t have a choice.” He
looked over at Caroline. “I must have gotten the information about how things
happened that night wrong. Or I did something wrong.”


The two were silent as Caroline brewed up
more coffee. While she waited, she scrolled through her iPad and checked his
appointments for the day. She glanced over the kitchen island at him sitting in
the dining room staring out of the French doors. She knew he wasn’t going to
get any work done that day. She went through and marked all the entries on the
calendar “cancelled.”


“What do you think you did wrong?” Caroline
asked as she picked up the cups and headed back into the dining room.


“Maybe my timing was off,” Teagan said. “I
got distracted seeing my father and lost track of time.”


“But I thought you said you knew you had
enough time when you saw your uncle in the bathroom.” Caroline said as she sat
one of the cups down in front of Teagan and took her seat back opposite him.


“Yeah. I can’t figure that out,” he said
and rubbed his hand across his forehead. “I know that she helped him wrap his
hand after he cut it on those wine bottles in the kitchen.”


The steam from his cup rose up toward his
face and into his nostrils. “This doesn’t smell like hazelnut,” he said.


 “That one’s raspberry chocolate
truffle.”


“What!” He looked at Caroline, a grin on
his face. He was feeling more relaxed with her. “In the coffee?” he asked and
she nodded. “I love chocolate truffles. And raspberries.”


“I know,” she said. She took a sip from her
cup and got back to his dilemma. “So how come you were too late?”


“I don’t know.” He shook his head.


“Maybe the sisters did something with the
time? They are witches, right?” Caroline’s question more of a statement.


“I don’t know. Maybe they did.” He pushed
his cup away from him and leaned back in the chair. “And like I told them, I
don’t believe in witches.”


“Witches or not, they seem responsible for
what happened to you last night.”


“If something really happened.”


“Wait. After all of this you’re still
questioning it?”


“No,” Teagan said. “I just wanted to hear
how it sounded for me to openly reject the whole idea.”


Caroline nodded as if she completely
understood his logic. “So why did they send you back?” she said her eyes big,
getting back to the conversation. “You know, in the first place.”


“Why don’t you have a hard time believing
all of this?” Teagan asked. “I mean, you and I have never really had a
conversation before, and then here I come, first time out, and tell you that
witches sent me back in time and you’re okay with that. Why aren’t you
questioning the veracity of it all? Or my sanity?”


Caroline shook her head. “I know I probably
should. I mean it really is hard to fathom.” She lowered her eyes. “But it’s
fun, and I don’t know why, but I do believe.” She smiled, and wiggled as if the
delight went all through her body.


“I don’t know that I’d necessarily use the
word ‘fun,’ but all of it is intriguing. My grandmother used to always
talk about apparitions, and superstitions. I even heard her once say, ‘For
Goddess sakes,’ just like Layah did.” He let out a sigh and smiled at Caroline.
“And, to answer your question, I don’t know why I was sent back.”


“But you think it was to save your
grandmother?”


“If it was, I failed,” Teagan said and blew
out a breath.


“Maybe you could try again? Can you go
back?”


“Yeah. I thought about that. But, I can’t
find the sisters.”


“You said you went by their shop last
night?”


“Right. It was shut down tight.”


She shrugged. “So they were closed for the
night.” She stood up and walked into the kitchen where she’d left her tablet
and cell phone. “Let’s try now. It’s after nine. On a Monday morning. What
business wouldn’t be opened, right?”


“Okay. Call.” Teagan sat up straight, and
waited expectantly.


Caroline found the shop on her tablet in
the cached history, and looked for the number. She scrolled up and down the
page, and clicked back on the browser. “I can’t seem to find a number for the
shop,” she said and looked up at Teagan.


“Didn’t you call them yesterday?” he asked.


“No, you just said you wanted to stop by,
their website gave the address, and the hours shown indicated they were open. I
didn’t look for a number.” She chewed on her bottom lip. “What about their last
name? Do you know it?” she asked. “I can check whitepages.com.”


“Their last name is Frazier. At least
that’s what they told my grandmother.”


“So Libby and Layah Frazier?”


“Lybbestre and Calayiah Frazier.”


“Lybbestre?” Caroline chuckled. “That name
means witch.”


“It does not.”


‘Yes, it does.” Caroline grinned. “And,”
she said scrolling on her tablet. “There’s no listing for them either.”


“Figures.” He relaxed back into the chair.


“They may just use cell phones, but I would
think they’d have a number listed at least for the shop,” Caroline said. “How
do you do business without a phone?”


“I don’t know, but they called me last
night, so they must have one. And I wouldn’t worry about them if I could just
get back.”


“Wait!” Caroline’s eyes flitted back and
forth as she formulated an idea. “They weren’t there when you went back in
time. Were they?” Caroline said. “Didn’t you say that they appeared later?”


“It wasn’t much later,” Teagan said. “But
no, you’re right, they weren’t there. I walked into the door, and bam! I was .
. . Transported, I guess.”


“Maybe,” she said with a sparkle in her
eye. “You don’t need them.” She spread out her hand. “Maybe it wasn’t them.”


Teagan seemed to understand what she was
thinking. “Maybe it was the house?” Teagan said, leaning forward. “Now that I’m
thinking about it.”


“Right!” Excitement shown in her voice.


“Nothing strange happened until I went into
the house.”


“I was thinking that, too,” Caroline said.
“But I think we should be more specific.”


“How?”


“I think it has something to do with the
doors,” Caroline said.


“The doors?”


“You know, the doors. I think it was the
doors that led you to a different dimension. When you opened the doors – the
front door going in. The cellar door on your way out of the basement– that’s
when something seemed to happen.”


Teagan thought for a moment. He scrunched
up his face. “I opened doors a few times. The front door. The cellar door. And,
some other doors I’m sure. I mean I was there a few hours, I must’ve opened a
lot of doors. Nothing happened every time I did.”


“When? What other doors?”


“I opened the doors to the library.”


“Did anything happen?”


“No.” He cocked his head to the side and
thought about it. “Other than that’s when the sisters told me about time travel
and how I wouldn’t be able to change anything.”


“You call that nothing?”


“Well nothing like me going to another
realm. Or the fourth dimension. Or wherever it was I went.”


Caroline chewed on her thumb nail. “How
many times did you open the front door?” she asked.


“Uhm. Twice. I think. Once when I came in
and then when I came back in from helping my father.”


“And nothing happened the second time?”


“No.” Teagan said slowly and frowned.
“Wait. I didn’t open the front door when I came back in from helping my father
with the cases of wine.”


“You didn’t?”


“No, because I didn’t shut it on the way
out.”


“Okay,” she said and scooted forward in her
chair. “What about the cellar door? How many times did you go down there?”


“Twice.” He shook his head, a lopsided
smile appearing on his face. “But I only opened it once. Uncle Teddy opened it
when we went down and when we came back up. Then when I went down to try and
save my grandmother, I found it slightly ajar, so I didn’t have to open it.” He
looked at Caroline. “But I shut it behind me, so when I came back up, after
finding my grandmother, I did open it.”


“See,” Caroline said. “Maybe it was the
house that controlled you going back and forth in time.”


“So why would the house, if that’s
possible, want me to go back in time?” Teagan asked.


“I’m not saying the house wanted you to go
back in time, clearly from what the sisters told you, they did that. I’m just
saying that they may have enchanted the house. And you can use it to go back.”


“Someone read you a lot of fairy tales when
you were young, didn’t they?” Teagan said.


“Any child who went through the things I
did, had to develop a hearty imagination.” Caroline looked at him, a thin smile
forming on her lips. “Okay, so why would the sisters charm the house?” Caroline
asked. “I know you think you were sent to save your grandmother, but the
sisters said you couldn’t. So what other reason could you have gone back?”


“I don’t know.”


“I think you need to figure that out before
you go back, so you don’t mess up. Do something wrong.”


“I don’t mess up,” Teagan said. “I’m
organized. Focused.”


Caroline bit her bottom lip. “Yes. I agree
with that. But, Mr. Bales, if you went back in time and then returned unfazed,
you must have messed up. Clearly you were supposed to do something. Or
something was supposed to happen, or change. Is anything different?”


“Other than the way you’re speaking to me?”
Teagan said. “No. Nothing’s changed.”


“So think about the night. If you couldn’t
have saved your grandmother’s life, why were you there?”


“I don’t know.” He hunched his shoulders,
his words showing no interest in thinking otherwise.


“Can’t you just think about it?”


Teagan eyed Caroline, and she started to
back away.


“Maybe,” he said thinking he shouldn’t
offend her, she was only trying to help. “I was sent back to realize what an
arrogant, selfish person I’d become.”


“Anyone in the present could have told you
that,” Caroline said flinching slightly as she let the words out.


“Okay,” he said. “So maybe it was something
else.” He closed his eyes and let his thoughts drift back to when he was at the
house. “One thing,” he opened his eyes, “it seemed like everything I saw
contradicted the things that I know about the night my grandmother died.”


“Like how?”


“Like Yvonne Giordano bad mouthing my
grandmother. The story I know is that she and my grandmother were getting along
famously all night – laughing and talking when Mrs. Giordano notice the wrong
wine had been brought up. Then, supposedly she had very discreetly told my
grandmother who went to take care of it.”


“But that didn’t happen?”


“No. I don’t remember seeing the two of
them speak to each other once that night. Although I wasn’t with my grandmother
every second I was there, I do know that they weren’t chummy at all. Mrs.
Giordano was braggadocious and haughty. She compared her wines to my
grandmother’s and even called into question my grandmother’s abilities, all the
while gulping down my grandmother’s champagne.”


“What did Mrs. Giordano say about your
grandmother?”


“She pointed out that the red wine that had
been brought up from the cellar didn’t pair well with the seafood menu. Only
the red wine that had been brought up was the one to be taken by the courier –
well, by my father. The correct wine was in the kitchen being prepared to be
served.”


“Did she recognize you?” Caroline asked.


“Who?”


“Yvonne Giordano?”


“How could she?” Tegan rolled his eyes. “No
one back then knew what I looked like as an adult.”


“Oh that’s true.”


“Anyway, that led me to the kitchen. That’s
where I overheard my grandmother and Viktor Gustov having a conversation about
a bottle of wine. Actually, the bottle of wine.”


 “The one she was putting back when
she had the accident?”


“Yeah, although I can’t figure why she was
putting it back in the room where her body was found.”


“What does that mean?”


“She was in the wrong room. The bottle of
wine didn’t belong there.”


“Why was she in that room?” Caroline asked.


“I don’t know.”


“So maybe that’s one of the things you need
to find out when you go back.”


“I won’t need to know the reason when – if
– I go back. I’ll just be in that room and save her.”


“The sisters said you can’t.”


“What do you know about the sisters?”
Teagan asked. “Don’t rely on their words.”


“I’m not,” Caroline said. “And I don’t know
anything about them. I’m going by what you told me. You couldn’t save her. You
didn’t save her.”


“And, what do you mean, one of the
things I find out?” Teagan said, backtracking to her question.


“Well what else was different? You said
Mrs. Giordano’s account was different. Maybe,” she looked up at him, “your
uncle’s account may have been skewed.”


He sighed. “I was thinking that. Because
how did she help him when she had to have been already dead?”


“Right.”


“And then there’s my father,” Teagan said.


“What about him?”


“He always said that he wasn’t there that
night. He’d left on a business trip and only returned when he learned of my
grandmother’s passing.”


“And that wasn’t true.”


“No. It wasn’t,” Teagan said.


“What else?”


“What do you mean?”


“That was different. What else was
different?”


“Everything.” He shook his head. “I know
that when different people tell the same story over and over, it can become
distorted. Either that, or all these years, I was the one that had it wrong. I
mean even my grandmother acted differently with Gustov than how I remembered
the two of them acting.”


“What happened with the two of them?”


“Gustov seemed secretive. Not answering my
grandmother’s questions.”


“How did your grandmother act toward him?”


“I remember them having a good
relationship. Warm, maybe I would even go so far as to say they were friends.
But last night – well, that night – she was, I don’t know – stand-offish toward
him. She acted irritated with him, and I didn’t notice anything he’d done.”


“What about that woman that you heard
talking on the phone?” Caroline asked.


“Rose Avery.”


“Yes. How is her story different?”


“I never heard about her that night. Or any
of the wait staff.”


“And what about Pastor Tim?”


Teagan chuckled. “He was probably the only
one that was the same as I remember. Just like he is today. Nice. Jovial.”


“What has he said to you about that night?”


“That time would give me all the answers I
sought, and until then, God would provide me all the comfort I needed.”


“Time would give you all the answers?”
Caroline said. “A surprised look on her face. “Did he really say that?”


“Yes. He did. Quite coincidental now, huh?”


“Yes, it is.” Caroline chucked.  “I
bet all of this has sent you for a loop,” Caroline said.


“To be honest, last night did send me for a
loop. I thought I had resolved all of this. I had moved on. But since last
night I feel confused. Unsure.”


“Not yourself?” Caroline offered.


“Yes. Because those are not things I
usually feel.” He ran his fingers through his hair. “I’m used to being in
control of things. Knowing what is going to happen because I am the one that
planned what happened. But last night? Nothing was like it was supposed to be.”


“Including your grandmother’s death.”


He nodded. “Including her death.”


“Maybe that’s why you went back,” Caroline
said.


“Why?”


“To find out what really happened.”


“I don’t understand what you mean,” he
said.


“Maybe you were meant to find out the truth
about everything. About that night. About her death.”


“About the accident?”


“Maybe that’s what you were meant to find
out. That it wasn’t an accident,” Caroline said. “Maybe it was murder.”













 


Chapter
Seventeen


 


Murder.


Teagan chuckled mockingly. He stood up
prepared to end the conversation. Perhaps he shouldn’t have shared his thoughts
with an employee.


Even if it was Caroline.


“I think that we’re done here,” he said.


“That idea isn’t any more fantastical as
you traveling in time.” She saw the ease he’d been speaking with had suddenly
disappeared.


“The idea that my grandmother was
murdered?”


“Yes, that your grandmother was murdered.
Think about it.”


“I’d rather not.” He sat back down in the
chair.


“The sisters said that there was no such
thing as lost time. Why would they waste time by taking you back for no reason?
They must have wanted to show you something. It must’ve meant something.”


“The reason was to save my grandmother.”


“No it wasn’t,” Caroline said.


“Okay. Let’s say it wasn’t. How do you jump
to murder?”


“Because that’s the way it always happens.”


“You’ve been involved with something like
this before?”


“In books. In the movies.”


“Don’t do that,” Teagan said sitting up
straight. “Perhaps, unreal things happened to me, but all of this is about real
life. Not make believe.”


She noticed that his voice and his demeanor
returned to his usual self. Controlling. Condescending. Still she pressed on.


“Witnesses tell different accounts because
they see things differently than another observer,” Caroline said. “And because
they are trying to cover up something.”


“A murder?”


“Yes.” Caroline nodded. “Perhaps. But last
night you got a firsthand account of what happened.”


“Who has told me something different
because they are trying to cover up what happened?”


“I don’t know,” Caroline said. “You’d have
to find that out.” Caroline let her gaze drift for a moment and then looked
back at Teagan. “Maybe it’s what the sisters gave you last night. You can learn
the truth of what time has altered, and from there you can find out who altered
the truth.”


Teagan studied her face. She hadn’t had a
hard time believing what he said happened, and perhaps what she was saying made
sense.


“The sisters, however they did it, set
things in motion for you,” Caroline continued. “Now the rest is up to you.”


“To do what?”


“I don’t know,” she said. “I just think
you’re supposed to find out something.”


“So I was sent back to find out that my
grandmother was murdered?”


“Maybe. Or . . .” Caroline let the words
out slowly.


“‘Or’ what?” Teagan asked.


“Or maybe who murdered her.”


Their conversation ended with those words
ringing in his ears, almost as loudly as the ticking sound he’d heard when he
stepped into Gabrisette House the day before.


Perhaps it had been murder. Someone in that
house killed his grandmother. He let the thought swish around in his
mouth, like one did with tasting a wine. And then swallowing the idea, he
suddenly found the purpose to his trip back in time.


He’d woken up late, and the time he spent
with Caroline telling her he previous night’s events had taken up the entire
morning. But, as Caroline had commented, his grandmother’s murder – if it were
that – had already been stalled more than twenty years. And if it were true, it
was time he did something about it.


She said he should find out who did it.


Caroline, it seemed, wasn’t just useful in
the business sense - she’d even suggested who he should speak with first about
his newly opened murder investigation. And as soon as he got dressed, he was
going to take her up on that suggestion.












Chapter
Eighteen


 


He waited in a back corner away from the
early afternoon light that streamed in from the large windows, and tucked away
from the people that assembled around the counter, and mingled near the
upholstered chairs of the small, quaint teahouse. Sitting at the small Formica
topped table, Teagan nervously fidgeted with the plastic top on his cup, his
right leg shaking in anticipation.


The place was busy, more people streaming
in for a cup of tea than he’d thought for a place that competed with the
Starbucks across the street, and the police station on the adjacent corner. But
not one of the customers that wandered in was the person he was looking for.


Uncle Teddy, as part of his British
fancies, had introduced the place to him, and while he wasn’t fond of their
menu items, it turned out to be a place that many of the people he did business
with seemed to enjoy. As such, he’d had a number of cups of tea while
negotiating deals. Still, dressed in a tan Armani suit, a crisp white shirt,
and salmon pink tie, he was sorely out of place.


He glanced over at the door, and waited.


He hoped that the person he waited for
would be of some help to him. Caroline’s suggestion seemed logical, and he did
need to speak to someone who knew about that kind of thing.


Murder.


Teagan shuddered at the thought.


It had been nice to sit and talk to
Caroline, something he’d never done before. And even though he became irritated
more than once with her tendency to lean toward the supernatural, he thought
her advice sage. He’d wished Uncle Teddy had been around, if he had, perhaps he
wouldn’t have had to be at the teahouse.


Teddy had firsthand knowledge of the
night’s events. And maybe it had been Teagan who had remembered the course of
events incorrectly, and with all of his questions answered by Teddy, he might
have been satisfied and not listened to Caroline or been out seeking the
information from the person he was not waiting for. Uncle Teddy always had a
way of helping him out in a dilemma, and giving him good advice.


Teagan chuckled. Ha! But would he have
been as understanding about calming my concerns if I told him about me time
traveling after meeting witches?


Caroline had readily believed all of his
fantastical story. Even that the sisters were capable of producing enough magic
to send him back in time.


For him those sisters were an enigma. They
had done something to him, imaginary or otherwise and then disappeared. Other
than the mysterious phone call, he wasn’t going to be able to speak with them
again for two days. Were they again giving him time?


And if they were, time for what?


Teagan looked down at his watch.


Where is he?


Teagan took a sip of his hot brew and
winced. Sitting the cup down on the table, he pulled off the top, tore open
another pack of the raw sugar and dumped it inside. He stirred the drink and
watched the door. He should have let the two cups of coffee he’d had earlier with
Caroline do.


“Finally,” Teagan said. He ran his finger
down his tie and stood watching as Detective Tony Camarary walked in and got in
the line at the “Order” counter.  


Teagan stood up and grabbed his cup from
the table, walking up to the front of the store he dumped it in the trash.


“Let me get that for you,” Teagan said as
he slid in next to the detective who was just reaching into his pants pocket
for his wallet. “I’m sure these overpriced tea leaves are putting a hole in
that Walmart wallet of yours.”


The detective laughed. “At least it’s an
honest living,” he said.


“Honest but meager,” Teagan said handing
the cashier a twenty dollar bill. “I’m thinking just the taxes I pay alone,
pays your salary. That makes you beholden to me.”


“I’m a public servant,” the detective said
and held out his hand to shake Teagan’s. “I’m beholden to everybody. But seeing
that you alone pay my salary, I’ll show you a little more love.”


“Thanks, Tony,” Teagan said. “I need all
the love I can get.”


They both laughed.


The detective was in his early fifties, but
his long, black hair, and leather jacket that he always wore gave the
impression of a younger man. He had on a dark gray jersey, and gray pants, and
black buckskin tie-up shoes.


“Your change, sir,” the cashier reached out
her hand.


“Keep it,” Teagan said.


“Show off,” the detective said and walked
toward the door. “Thanks for the tea.” He saluted Teagan with the cup.


“Hold on,” Teagan said. “I need to speak
with you for a minute.”


The detective looked at his watch. “I really
need to get going.”


“Technically – since I pay your salary, I
can give you permission to be a little late.”


Tony chuckled, then hesitated. “Okay,” he
said giving in. “What’s up?”


Teagan pulled out a chair and sitting,
nodded to the detective to do the same.


Teagan, watching the detective sit and take
a sip of his drink, spoke deliberately. “I wanted to talk to you about my
grandmother.”


“Your grandmother?” the detective’s
eyebrows went up.


“I need to find out what happened to her.”


“You don’t know what happened?” Tony
frowned.


“Of course, I know what happened,” Teagan
said and shook his head. “She died. But I need to know how.”


“I must not be following what you’re trying
to say, Teagan. Because you know how.” The detective squinted his eyes. “Are you
okay?”


“Why do people keep asking me that?” Teagan
said and then leaned over into the table, his eyes down, he let his voice go
low. “I need to go over it again, okay? You know, to see if maybe . . . Perhaps
. . .” He looked up at the detective. “It wasn’t an accident.”


The detective let out a low whistle. He
shook his head and looked off as if he was thinking. He took another sip of tea
before he spoke.


“Your father called me right after I made
detective,” he said. “He was on his way out of the country and really didn’t
have time to talk, but told me to pull the folder. You know, familiarize myself
with it, and when he got back we’d talk.”


“He did?” Teagan sat back in his chair.
Surprised at the revelation.


“Yeah. He did. And now here you are saying
basically the same thing.”


“What did he want to talk about?”


“Well one thing he told me was that he was
worried about you.”


Teagan frowned. “He told you that?”


“Yeah. Don’t seem so surprised. We were
friends of sort.”


“Why was he worried about me?”


“Said you’d changed. Your grandmother, he
said, adored you, and he felt she had good reason. At the tender age of twelve,
you were ready to take over the winery. But, he said, you had lost interest in
it after her death.”


“How did he think you could help with
that?” Teagan asked puzzled.


“He said if he could work out something in
his mind, he might could help you.”


“I don’t understand.”


“To be perfectly honest,” the detective
said. “I don’t either. But it’s what he said.”


“What else did he say?”


“About you?” Detective Camarary looked over
the rim of his cup. “Nothing.”


“Not about me. What else did he want to
talk to you about? The part about my grandmother.”


“I don’t really know for sure.” Tony took
another sip of his drink. “But he did ask me to try to look at it as something
other than an accident. Just like you just did. You know, to see if I could.”


“Did you?”


“I never got the chance because, well . . .
you know, he died.”


“And that stopped you?”


“No, it didn’t stop me, because I never
started.”


“You didn’t start?” Teagan pulled back and
stared at the detective.


“There really wasn’t a reason to,” the
detective said. “It had been ruled accidental. The case was closed and then the
only person that had ever questioned it – your father – was dead. And I
definitely knew I couldn’t help you. You’d turned into
Mr.-Hardhead-Leave-Me-And-My-Gloom-Alone-Guy.”


“So, my father thought it wasn’t
accidental, right?” Teagan ignored Tony’s description of him. “That’s what
you’re telling me, right Tony?”


“Yeah.” Tony shrugged. “I guess that’s what
I’m telling you.”


“And then you’re telling me that you didn’t
do anything about it after finding out it may be murder? I just don’t
understand that.”


“Whoa! That’s not how it went down. I
didn’t . . .” Tony looked at Teagan and could see the change in his
attitude.  “Now look . . .” The detective sat his cup on the table and sat
up straight, his face and words becoming more serious.


“Now look?” Teagan repeated the detective’s
words.  “Don’t take that tone with me, okay, Tony?” Teagan said. “I’m just
trying to find out what happened. Because if it wasn’t an accident, somebody
back then should have figured that out. Someone other than me and my father.”


The detective sucked on his bottom lip and
took in a breath. “I flipped through the folder after I found out he died,
okay? Thought maybe, as a favor, I would pick up the case, but-”


“Yeah? What did you see?”


“Nothing. Nothing that would make me think
I needed to try and get the case reopened. I mean, all that was in there was
what had been in all the newspapers. A wine rack fell on her. One of the
bottles broke and punctured her heart.” He picked up his cup and took another
sip.


Teagan winced at Tony’s callous use of
words. He shook it off. “So . . . What?” he said. “Now the police are doing
their investigations based on newspaper articles?”


Detective Camarary placed his cup on the
table and looked at Teagan.


“Don’t give me that look, Tony,” Teagan
said.


“Now you want to tell me how to speak and
how to look at you? You really do think you pay my salary, huh?”


“No. I mean, I probably do, but that’s not
what I mean.” Teagan folded his hands together and looked down at them. “Tony I
just want to know what you found out that wasn’t in that folder.”


“What does that mean?” the detective asked.


“From your investigation. From my father.”
Teagan said.


“I told you, I didn’t investigate
anything.”


“Well then from my father.” Teagan said.
“He wasn’t there when it happened and he never got any further into the house
that night before her death than the parlor off of the foyer. But evidently
there was something that made him think something different than what the
police and the coroner concluded. What was it?”


“I don’t know.”


Teagan leaned in so quickly across the
table that it made the detective move back in his chair. “What was it, Tony?”
he said the vein in his temple pulsating, his jaw tight. “I know there was
something and I want to know what it is.”


“There wasn’t.”


“What did he say?” Teagan blew out a
breath. “At least tell me what he said.”


“I don’t know, Teagan.” He stared off, his
eyes flittered back and forth like he was trying to remember. “Something about
the bolts in the floor.” He shook his head and hunched his shoulders. “He said
that he’d had a contractor over to remodel.”


“And?” Teagan asked.


“Nothing.” Detective Camarary held up his
hands. “That’s all he said.”


“It couldn’t be,” Teagan said. “Think. Tell
me everything he said.”


“He said that he’d been remodeling the
place getting ready to sell it.” The detective spoke slowly as if the memories were
coming back to him. “Yeah. He said that the contractor he’d hired had said
something about some bolts and he wondered if I could go and pull the report to
see if they were mentioned in there. And to see if maybe I could read it as
anything other than an accident.”


“Who was the contractor?” Teagan asked.


“I don’t know.”


“Did the report mention bolts.”


“Not that I saw.”


“Well what was it about bolts that made him
call you?”


Detective Camarary shrugged. “Your guess is
as good as mine.”













 


Chapter
Nineteen


 


Teagan left the teahouse with a motivation
he hadn’t had when he’d walked into it. He needed to find a killer.


He pointed the fob at his mineral gray BMW
328i GT and clicked it, unlocking the door. He sat behind the steering wheel
and sighed.


He didn’t know where to start. What he
should do? He’d talked to the police detective, who’d done nothing but
frustrate him, so now who should he see next?


And what should he say to them?


Do you know who murdered my grandmother?


He grimaced at the thought. Perhaps trying
to initiate a murder investigation wasn’t as easy as Caroline had convinced him
it would be. And why he let her talk her into it, was even more of a puzzler.


The truth of the matter was that he needed
to know. It was, he realized, the only way he could try to become the man his
grandmother wanted him to be. Her sudden death, and the uncertainty it’d
brought him, had molded him into something he didn’t want to be either. And
bringing his grandmother’s murderer to justice, would be the kick start he needed
to get back to the man he was supposed to be.


Yes. Olivia Grafton-Bales had been
murdered.


Caroline thought it murder, but more
importantly so had his father. And now he was on board with the idea, too.
Plus, the sisters did say they sent him back for a reason. What was it Libby
had said? He would know the reason when the time was right.


The discussion with Detective Tony Camarary
made Teagan feel that he knew what it was he was supposed to do.


The time was right. He needed to solve a
murder.


So first thing, he decided, he needed to
find out what people remembered, and what was so interesting about those bolts
that his father would want his grandmother’s accidental death case reopened as
a murder investigation.


Teagan wished he already had that police
folder, he could read who was interviewed and what they’d seen. Maybe that
would give him somewhere to start.


Who can I ask about that night? Ask about
my grandmother?


His Uncle Teddy picked a bad time to go out
of range. It was something he did often. He liked being off the grid, whatever
that meant. And what he did, Teagan wasn’t always sure. This time is was
fishing . . . Teagan would have to wait until he got back, or at least in close
proximity of a cell tower.


So, I’ll have to move Uncle Teddy to the
bottom of my list . . .


Then Teagan considered Yvonne Giordano. She
and his grandmother, even though he knew his father never liked her, were good
friends. She could probably give insight on who disliked his grandmother well
enough to kill her.


Kill her . . .


Whew! Teagan was going to rewire all of his
“accident” memories to figure in murder.


But Teagan decided against talking to
Yvonne Giordano because he wasn’t sure what had happened the night before. Did
he see her? Had they talked about the sale of the property? He shook his head.
Talking to her, without knowing what happened the night before would be
awkward.


And maybe he wasn’t keen on selling the
property at all anymore. Just maybe he’d keep it . . .


Then Timothy Morrison popped in his head.


Pastor Tim had known his grandmother for
years. Worked with her on a number of projects and even had what Teagan
considered a friendship. He was there that night.


Teagan pulled his cell phone out of his
pocket and called Caroline.


“Hey,” he said when she picked up, now
feeling more comfortable with her than he ever had.


“Hey?” she said as a question more than a
salutations.


“Pastor Tim’s number. Text it to me.”


Caroline got quiet, he could hear her
breathing over the phone. “Okay,” she said. “I just sent it.”


Teagan heard his phone beep. “Okay. I got
it. Thank you.”


“You’re welcome.”


Teagan hung up from Caroline and clicked on
the number in his messages that she’d sent.


“Pastor Tim? This is Teagan Bales. How are
you?” Teagan said after Timothy Morrison picked up.


“Teagan! Well, I see you last night, and
talk to you today. To what do I owe this honor?”


“I wanted to come by and talk to you,”
Teagan said. “Do you have any time to talk?”


“When?”


“Now,” Teagan said matter-of-factly.


“Sure, Teagan,” Pastor Tim said. “Where do
you want to meet?”


“I’ll come to you,” Teagan said.


“Okay,” Pastor Tim said. “Charles has been
here a few times dropping off paperwork. He knows how to get here.”


“I’m driving today,” Teagan said. “I’ll get
directions from Caroline.”


“Okay. See you when you get here,” Pastor
Tim said.


Teagan hung up and called Caroline. “I need
to get to Timothy Morrison’s rectory. How do I do that?”


“I can text you directions,” Caroline said
hesitantly.


“How are you going to get them?” Teagan
asked.


“I’m going to Google them.”


“Well, if you can do it, I can do it.”


“You can actually get directions on the GPS
in your car,” she said a smile in her voice. “You’ll just need his address.”


“So text it to me.” He hung up the phone
and waited for the ping letting him know she’d sent a message. Then he set to
figuring out how to get the directions to Pastor’s Tim on his own.













 


Chapter
Twenty


 


Forty-five minutes later, Teagan arrived at
Pastor Tim’s rectory, which should have only taken him half an hour. It took
him fifteen minutes to figure out how to work his in-dash GPS.


Teagan tried on the drive over to formulate
a series of questions about that night that would lend itself to the
possibility that, what he’d known as the truth the last twenty something years
wasn’t. That what all the facts really amounted to was murder.


After not coming up with anything viable,
he decided to wing it.


Pastor Tim sat behind a large desk that was
covered with papers and books. A bookcase that covered the whole wall behind
him, was spilling over with them, and on an adjacent wall, a small wood burning
brick fireplace with a white mantle was stacked with even more. He had on
reading glasses, a shirt with a collar and an older brown cardigan. He was
writing on a yellow legal pad when his assistant showed Teagan in.


“Morning,” the pastor said and looked at
his watch. “Yep, it’s still morning.” He stood up. “C’mon in, Teagan.” He
gestured to a chair that was in front of the simple wooden desk. “Just trying
to catch up on some work.”


“Glad you could see me this morning.”


“Always time for you,” Pastor Tim said and
smiled. “Especially after last night. I was kind of worried about you. I didn’t
know if you’d be feeling any better today.”


“Was I sick last night?” Teagan asked.


Pastor Tim turned his head and narrowed his
eyes. “I thought you were,” he said. “Either that, or . . . Well. I hadn’t seen
you drink anything.”


“I just don’t remember much of it.”


“So you were drinking?”


“No.” Teagan shook his head. “No. I wasn’t
drinking. Just,” he shrugged. “Just kind of out of it. I guess being in the
house for the last time was kind of . . . I don’t know – overwhelming.”


“I understand,” Pastor Tim said. He pulled
his glasses off from where they’d been perched on his nose and sat them on the
desk. “I really found it surprising that you’d sell it all off. I mean your
grandmother loved that place.”


“I know she did, and even with how much I
loved her . . . Love her . . . two days ago I would have told you I didn’t
care.”


“You care now?”


Teagan took in a breath. “It sounds so bad
that I didn’t care before.” He looked at the pastor.


Tim didn’t say anything. He wanted to let
Teagan speak in his own time, and be able to discuss whatever it was he needed
to say.


“I think maybe I had suppressed those
feelings,” Teagan said. “My love that I had for that place when I was younger.”
He looked over at the wall. He shut his eyes momentarily trying to put his
thoughts into words. “I think the pain of losing my grandmother somehow was
entangled with the house and vineyard.”


“That’s understandable, Teagan. You were
very young. Very impressionable. And your grandmother was your world.”


“Yes, she was.”


“And it was what she loved about the place
that eventually took her from you.”


“The wine.”


Pastor Tim nodded. “The vineyard. The cellar.
The house. You. All those things together were her life. A life she wanted you
to continue. One that she wanted you to take care of.”


“I know,” Teagan said. “That’s why I sold
it to Yvonne Giordano. I knew she was the only other person my grandmother
would have wanted to have it, and I knew she would love it like my grandmother
wanted me to.”


Pastor Tim frowned. “What makes you think
that?”


“What do you mean?” Teagan asked.


“You do know that Yvonne and your
grandmother didn’t get along.”


“They were good friends.”


“No.” Pastor Tim shook his head. “They
weren’t.”


Teagan popped up out of his seat and walked
over to the fireplace. He swiped his hand across his forehead.


Pastor Tim continued, “Olivia and Yvonne
had long been rivals. They knew each other when they were young, and I can’t
remember a time when they got along. You didn’t know that?”


“No,” Teagan said. He felt his eye starting
to twitch, and swiped a finger over it. “I didn’t know that.” He paced back and
forth across the floor. “How could I have known that? What happened?”


“Initially your grandfather happened.
Yvonne had a crush on him, but she didn’t have a chance once he laid eyes on
Olivia. He married her, gave her everything she wanted, including the vineyard
and house.” Pastor Tim fiddled with his glasses. “Yvonne was heartbroken. She
did everything she could to mimic Olivia’s life.” He shook his head. “Like that
would make up for it.” He shifted his weight in his seat. “She searched and
searched until she found someone to marry her that she thought could give her
the life she wanted.”


“Peter Giordano?” Teagan asked.


“Yep. An unwitting, newly immigrated,
Italian who knew nothing about a vineyard.  She coerced him into buying
the land next to your grandparents.”


“Why didn’t I ever know any of this?”


“I guess because you were twelve,” Pastor
Tim said. “Children aren’t often a part of an adult’s business.”


“Yes. I guess you’re right. But Yvonne told
me that my grandmother would have wanted her to have the land.”


“She told you that?”


“Yes. She did,” Teagan said.


“Well, that certainly isn’t true. Your
grandmother didn’t want anyone but you to have that land. I thought you knew
that.”


“How do you know all of this?” Teagan
asked.


Pastor Tim took in a breath and lowered his
head. “Your grandfather was not the only one smitten with your grandmother.”


“You knew her back then.”


“I did. And to be honest with you, I loved
her from the day I met her in the fifth grade.”


“Wow,” Teagan said and sat back down. He
covered his head with his hands.


“And since I’m letting the cat out of the
bag, I may as well tell you that I wasn’t the only one that felt that way about
Olivia.”


“You mean that cared about her?”


“Loved her. And yes that’s what I meant.”


“Who else?” Teagan asked.


“Viktor Gustov.”


“Gustov was in love with my grandmother?”


“Yes.” Pastor Tim started fidgeting with
his fingers. “He thought he had a chance with her. His actions were very
irritating to me, as well as to Olivia.”


Teagan thought about how he’d heard his
grandmother speak to Gustov the night before when he had time travelled. She
did seem annoyed with him.


“I just don’t understand why someone didn’t
tell me these things after I grew up. When I was put in charge of the house and
the grounds,” Teagan said.


“Well, Teagan, after your grandmother died,
you led a life that didn’t include the house, the vineyard or any of her
friends.” Elbows resting on desk, Pastor Tim placed his fisted hands under his
chin. “You distanced yourself.”


“Even so, I just don’t understand how I
could have been so blind.”


“There’s still time to open your eyes and
see the truth.”


Teagan nodded, his whole body rocking.
“That’s what I’m here to do. Why I wanted to speak with you.”


“I’m intrigued,” Pastor Tim said. “I don’t
think you’ve ever been here before.”


Teagan looked around the room. “No. I guess
I haven’t,” he said. “Seems like that’s one more thing on my list I need to
rectify.”


“What’s that?”


“Seeing about the people I care about.”


Pastor Tim smiled.


Teagan opened his mouth to speak and then
closed it. He didn’t know any easy way to start the conversation. “Pastor Tim,
I’ve come to believe that maybe my grandmother didn’t  . . .” Teagan
paused. “Didn’t die the way I’d always thought.”


“And how is that?” Pastor Tim asked.


“By accident.”


“Wait.” Pastor Tim shook his head to clear
it of what Teagan was saying to him. “You don’t think it was an accident?”


“No. I don’t and neither did my father.”


“Your father?” Pastor said, surprise in his
voice. “I never heard Stuart mention anything about it being anything other
than an accident.”


“He had just figured it out when he died.
He’d only been able to share it with one other person.” Teagan looked at Pastor
Tim. “That I know of.”


“Well he definitely didn’t share it with
me.” Pastor Tim held up his hand. “What is it, Teagan, that makes you think
otherwise?”


“Someone showed me something yesterday, and
I believe it was shown to me for a reason.”


“What was shown to you?”


Teagan studied the Pastor out of the corner
of his eye weighing whether he should share what happened with the pastor.
“Let’s just say that things went a lot differently then I’d been led to
believe.”


“And that equates to murder.”


“I think it’s enough to look into it.”


“I don’t know what you could have found.”


“I’m just wondering what you know,” Teagan
said.


“About murder?” Pastor Tim said. “About
Olivia being murdered?”


“Yes. Exactly. About murder. Her
murder.”


“I don’t know anything,” Pastor Tim said.
He stopped and thought for a moment. “Nothing I can think of would make me
think of murder.”


“What do you know about that night?”


“Well. Let me think.” Pastor Tim sat
quietly, contemplating. Then he slowly shook his head. “She went to take a
bottle of wine back down to the cellar, and the rack fell down on her.”


“Who told you she was returning a bottle of
wine.”


Father Tim tilted his head. “I don’t know,
come to think of it.” He tilted his head the other way. “I think that it must
have been said at the time.”


“The bottle she was supposed to be
returning didn’t belong in the room where she died.”


“It didn’t?” the pastor said. “I didn’t
know much about her wine cellar. She didn’t let many people down there.”


“Did she ever let you go down there?”


Pastor Tim picked up his pen and tapped it
on his desk. “She was pretty strict,” he shrugged. “But, yes, she allowed me
down there a time or two.”


“Do you know anyone that may have wanted to
kill my grandmother?” Teagan asked.


“I don’t,” Pastor Tim said. “I never gave
any thought to it. Never had a reason to think that it was anything other than
an accident.”


“Well now that I’m telling you it could
have been something more, do you have any ideas?”


“The only person I could think of that
would have the temperament and reason to do such a thing is . . . .” His voice
trailed off and he held his lips tight.


“Go ahead. Tell me what you think,” Teagan
said.


“I don’t know if I should say.”


“I’d appreciate if you would. It isn’t any
kind of formal investigation and I think I need to hash this out, so I can move
on.”


Well, if I had to say,” Pastor Tim said
slowly. “I would say it was Viktor Gustov.”













 


Chapter
Twenty-One


 


Teagan didn’t need any help finding out how
to get to Gabrisette House. He got back in his car and decided to go and pay a
visit to his grandmother’s old chef. Viktor Gustov.


Still the house chef for the events held at
Gabrisette House, Gustov was now, in his mind, the number one suspect in the
murder of his grandmother. Teagan left Pastor Tim’s with renewed vigor. What
kind of secrets was the chef keeping? And would any of them lend themselves to
murder?


Teagan pulled up into the circular drive
and put the car in Park, but he didn’t get out. Instead he stared at the doors
of the house, remembering what Caroline had suggested.


An enchanted house.


Perhaps walking back through those doors
would send him back again. Back for another chance.


He got out of the car and was anxious as he
walked up to the doors at Gabrisette House. He laughed nervously at the
prospect of time traveling again. He pulled it opened, and holding his breath
and closing his eyes, he stepped inside.


Then he opened them.


A sign in the middle of the foyer floor
pointed to the parlor – now the office read, “Please Check in Here.”


He’d only travelled inside.


Okay. So it wasn’t the doors.


He blew out the breath and poked his head
in the office door and saw a young woman sitting at the desk.


“Mr. Bales.” She stood up, an obligatory,
but surprised smile on her face. “Hello. Can I help you with something?”


“No,” he said. “I came by to speak to
Gustov, but  thought I would let you know I was in the house.”


She blinked her eyes and raised her brows.
“Okay.” She smiled. “First time, isn’t it?”


“Yes. In a way it is,” he said.


“Okay,” she said and smiled politely. “Did
you need me to show you where anything is?”


“No.” He looked around. “I used to live
here.”


“Oh yes,” she said and her face went flush.
“Of course.”


“I need to get the name of the company that
dismantled the wine cellar. Do you think we still have that information?”


“I’m sure we do. Do you need me to call
them for you?”


“No.” Teagan paused. “On second thought.
What I want is the address,” Teagan said thinking he didn’t want to say the
wrong thing over the phone. “I’ll stop by their offices and see if can’t find
someone who remembers it to talk to.”


“Okay,” she said and hopped up from her
seat. “I’ll get it right away.”


“No rush,” Teagan said and held up his
hand. “I need to speak with Chef Gustov. I’ll be a few minutes.” He smiled.
“And call Caroline. You have her number?”


“Of course.”


“Tell her that I’m here.”


“Certainly,” she said.


Teagan stepped back from the doorway and
turned to head down the narrow hallway to the left of the staircase, but
instead turned and went through the sitting room. Leaving out the other side of
it, he landed in the hallway that went past the library. Walking to it, he
stopped and opened one of the doors and stared into the empty space.


“Time travel,” he said aloud remembering
the sisters’ explanation of how he ended up at a party that happened twenty
years earlier.


He pulled the door shut, and followed the
hallway down past the kitchen where he saw Gustov rummaging through the
commercial fridge. “I’ll be back to talk to you,” Teagan muttered as he strode
past the small office where he’d heard Rose Avery on the phone. “I’ve got
plenty of questions.”


And after a few more steps he looked up and
he was at the cellar door.


Teagan stopped abruptly as if it wasn’t
where he’d been headed, and it had just appeared. He closed his eyes and took
in a deep breath. His hand trembled as he reached for the handle, his stomach
rippling like bubbles in a champagne bottle. His entire being full of dread.


“What is wrong with you,” he mumbled to
himself. “Get a grip. Nothing’s down there.”


He gave the knob a turn, and tugged at the
heavy door. Blowing out the breath he’d been holding, he flipped the switch to
turn on the lights and went down the wide steps, stopping on the last one.


Teagan tried to calm his unexpectedly
uncontrolled breathing and racing heart. He stuck his hands down in his pants
pocket and stilled himself. Taking a long pause, he finally ambled off the last
step and walked across the cement floor. The area was chilly and with no
humidifier, and the air conditioner turned off, it smelled musty, a lingering
scent of old wine – nutty, vinegary. His footsteps echoed on the cement floor
beneath him, reverberating off of the empty cavernous walls and taunting him as
he moved closer to the room where his grandmother’s body had been found.


“What were you doing in here, Grandmother?”
he said standing in the middle of the room. “Why were you trying to put that
bottle of wine on a rack in here? It wasn’t Italian. It was a Bordeaux. Bottled
in 1914. You never would have done that.” He spun around taking the room in.
“Would you? Were you really trying to put that bottle in here, Grandmother?” He
let out a huff. “Why? Or were you in here for something else? What made you
come down here before going back up to change your dress?”


Teagan thought about the night before, how
he was headed over to the Antiquity Room – the room where he thought she would
be – when he’d heard something that drew him the other way.


“Did you hear something too, Grandmother?”
Teagan spoke to the ether. “What did you hear?”


He stooped down and ran his hand over the
holes in the floor where the bolts had at one time been driven through.


What did my father see?


He slapped his hand on the floor,
grimacing, he stood up. What is it that I can’t see?” Teagan walked over to the
wall and leaned his back against it. Surveying the room, he tried to imagine
that night. His grandmother climbing up on the step stool that she’d kept in
every room. Her trying to put the bottle back . . . no not back it didn’t
belong there. Her trying to put it on the top shelf. And all of it crashing
down on her.


Teagan flinched.


What happened to you down here grandmother?


He let out a long sigh. He wasn’t getting
any answers in that empty basement. Teagan climbed back up the stairs and went
into the kitchen.


“Gustov,” he said, startling the old man.


“You shouldn’t sneak up on people like
that,” Gustov said and laughed. “I thought I was only one here.” His accent so
slightly noticeable in the way he formed his sentences. Then he darted an eye
out into the hallway. “You go back down that basement?”


“Yes.”


“You weren’t doing too well when you come
out last night. You feeling better?”


“Can’t say that I am.”


“What is the problem? You can talk always with
me.”


“First, I wanted to ask you about Rose
Avery. Do you remember her?”


“The name sounds familiar,” Gustov said.
“Is it someone who has had a function here?”


“No. She worked for you. Back when my
grandmother died. She was part of the wait staff.”


“Ahh. Yes. I do remember her.” Gustov
chuckled. “How did you come by this name?”


Teagan shrugged. “I saw it in the file the
police has on my grandmother’s death.” It wasn’t true, as of yet he didn’t know
what that file contained, but he couldn’t very well tell Gustov the truth about
how he knew her.


“Oh.” Gustov’s expression changed. “You see
the file about your grandmother?”


“Yes,” Teagan said. “I needed some
answers.”


“Answers?” Gustov frowned. “About what?”


“About that night.” Teagan raised an
eyebrow. “Pastor Tim told me all about you and my grandmother.”


“What? What do you mean?” Gustov shook his
head. “He could not tell you anything. He knew nothing about us.”


“He knew there was no ‘us’ between the two
of you. And I’ve come to know it too.”


“Is that what you think?”


“And I think that may have made you mad. My
grandmother rejecting you. Did it make you mad, Gustov?”


“What are you getting at?” Gustov asked.


“I think you know,” Teagan said. “I think
that you may’ve had something to do with it.”


Gustov blew out a breath. “I don’t know
what you are talking about. And if you are here because you want me to play
guessing game with you, I’ll tell you now, I have no time for that.”


“My grandmother’s murder is the reason I’m
here.”


“M-Murder.” The word came out in a hiccup.
“That was an accident,” Gustov said. “A terrible accident. But an accident I
know.”


“It wasn’t. And I think you know that.”


Gustov pulled at his hair and flopped down
on a nearby stool. Tears starting rolling down his cheeks. “Please don’t tell me
this. Please.”


“It’s the only thing that makes sense,”
Teagan said.


“What are you talking about?”


“The night she died,” Teagan said. “My
grandmother was returning a bottle of 1914 Chateau Haut-Brion.”


“Yes, I know the wine well,” Gustov said.
“A Bordeaux from France. A first growth. I remember.”


“Then you know she couldn’t have been
returning that wine when the rack fell on her.”


Gustov’s eyes searched the room. He relived
that night in his mind, seeing her body lying there, eyes opened, a rack
pinning her to the ground.


“Yes. Yes she was,” Gustov said. “Although
I couldn’t reconcile why she just didn’t use the step stool to put it on that
top shelf. But she’d found it. There.” He pointed to the countertop. “With the
other bottles of wine that had been set out that night.


“She was in the Italian zone of her
cellar,” Teagan said. “I know because I saw her. Before they took her.”


“It was 1995. You were not here. How could
you see?”


“She designated the zones of her cellar by
producer,” Teagan said ignoring Gustov’s words. “Then by vintage. Zones of the
cellar corresponded to wine regions or grape types, with producers and yes, she
placed her older wines at the top. But not that one.”


“And why is that?”


“It was too old. Gustov, a Bordeaux lasts
no more than fifty years. That bottle of wine was more than eighty years old
then.”


“Oh,” he said. “It would not have been fit
to drink? That is what you mean by saying it was 1914?” Gustov said more than
asked.


“Right. “My grandmother only kept it
because it was bottled in the year her father was born. Sentimental reasons.”
He eyed Gustov. “And it would have been kept with the outdated wines,” Teagan
continued, “or perhaps on the shelf with her treasured antique wines.”


“Yes. I remember,” Gustov said. “She told
me that night that it belonged in the Antiquity Room.”


“That means that my grandmother was in the
wrong place.”


“I wish you would just tell me what you’re
getting at. As you can see, I am not doing well putting your clues together.”


“I think that you went down there behind
her and killed her.


“Oh no!” Gustov said. “Why?” He hunched his
shoulders. “Why would I kill her?” Tears streaming down his cheeks.


“Because you loved her, Gustov,” Teagan
said. “But she didn’t want you. She was someone you could never have. And that
made you mad. Mad enough to kill her.”


“I don’t know how you know all of this,
your Grandmother was very careful with it. With us.”


“You were delusional then, and it seems
that you still are today.”


Gustov stood up, reached into his back
pocket and pulled out his wallet. He pulled out an old, tattered paper that had
been folded over several times. “What we had was real. It just wasn’t time for
us. But I was willing to wait.” He handed Teagan the letter.


 


My Dearest Love,


 


Teagan recognized his grandmother’s
handwriting. The curly, and dramatically drawn capital letters. He looked at
Gustov and back down at the letter.


 


How can I ask you to wait? To put your love
– your life on hold for me? I cannot. Viktor, I know that it may seem selfish
to you, and perhaps most would agree that it is not my concern. But I believe
that he will do it. 


And once that is all behind me, then it
will be time for us. I know you ask whether that time will ever come. It will.
Please know that my love for you has no bounds, even time will not diminish it.


Our time will come, my love.


 


Yours always, Olivia.


 


“Who is she talking about?” Teagan asked
looking up from the letter.


“You,” Gustov said.


“Me?” Teagan shook his head hastily “I
don’t understand. What does it mean?”


“She couldn’t ask me to put my life or love
on hold for her, yet that’s exactly what she did for you.”


“What do you mean?”


“She wouldn’t be with me because she wanted
to groom you – to make sure that you’d take over her winery. Keep the family
legacy. Keep her wine safe. And she didn’t want to get distracted from that.”
He hung his head. “Ha! To keep it safe, no? And that was exactly what took her
away from me.” He looked at Teagan. “From you.”













 


Chapter
Twenty-Two


 


“Hello,” Teagan spoke to the woman at the
desk. “I’m looking for Henry Pearson. Is he around?”


“Sure, he’s out back. Who should I say is
asking?”


“Teagan Bales,” he said. “He did some work
on my family’s house a few years back. I wanted to talk to him about it.”


Teagan had been too choked up to do anymore
of his haphazard interrogation on Gustov. Pastor Tim had been wrong. His
grandmother had loved Gustov.


Why would Pastor Tim tell me that she
didn’t?


Only his grandmother kept her feelings for
the man secret. A secret she held onto so that it wouldn’t disrupt her plans
for Teagan.


Finding out the truth was just as difficult
as trying to solve a murder.


He’d left the house with more questions
than he came in with, and a greater sense of loss. His grandmother couldn’t
fulfill her happiness because she was trying to ensure his.


“Hap,” the woman spoke into a
walkie-talkie. “You copy.”


“Yeah. I copy. Over.”


“Somebody here to see you. Over.”


“On my way. Over.”


Hap came up into the trailer out of breath.
Teagan wasn’t sure how the rotund man could get around at all, let alone do any
type of construction work. His face was covered in beads of sweat. His curly
hair, probably due to the moisture of his perspiration, was dark in the top,
with gray around the edges. He stuck out a chubby hand. “I’m Hap. You here to
see me?”


“You did some work for my father,” Teagan
said shaking the man’s hand. “Stuart Bales. Probably about ten years ago.”


“We don’t have guarantees for that long.
You got a problem, I can take a look at it, but that’s the best I can do,” he
said still out of breath. He pulled up a chair and sat down.


“No. The work was fine,” Teagan said. “I
just have some questions about it.”


Hap squinted his eyes and looked at him.
“Can’t say I’d remember anything about some work I did ten years ago.”


“Maybe you keep files?” Teagan offered.
“You dismantled a wine cellar for him at our house.”


“A wine cellar? Oh, I remember that. That’s
not a house. That’s a mansion,” he said and laughed. “That’s why I remember.
Never been in anything like that house before. Yeah.” He gave a quick nod. “We
did a few renovations over there, getting it ready for him to put it on the
market. Your dad said he wanted to sell it, I remember thinking I’d never make
enough money in my entire life to buy something like that. Did he ever sell
it?”


“No. He died.”


“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.”


“Did you want to do more work on it?” Hap
turned and glanced at the calendar on the back wall. “I’m pretty booked up for
the next month or so, but I might could squeeze you in if it’s nothing major.”


“No. I don’t need any work. At least right
now,” Teagan said. “I wanted to ask you about the work you did?”


“Now I told you, if there’s a problem . .
.”


“There’s no problem.” Teagan took in a
breath gaging how much he should say. “It’s just that it seems whatever you
told my father about the work, made his suspicious.”


“Suspicious of what?”


“My grandmother died there. It was an accident.
In the wine cellar.”


“Yeah, I gathered something might’ve
happened in that basement. He got awfully curious when I told him about the
bolts. Curious and surprised.”


“What did he say?”


“He acted as if he didn’t know any bolts
were down there. I think he thought the racks were all free standing.”


“They had been at one time,” remembering
that his father never paid attention to the vineyards or the wine cellar. “But
my grandmother,” Teagan continued, “had them bolted down when she made the
renovations, adding a ventilation system, and designating a grab area.”


“Grab area?”


“Where she’d put wines for quick access.
The everyday wines. A place where you could ‘grab’ a bottle quickly and
easily.”


“Oh yeah. Well. I don’t know any of the
fancy talk about wine, but those racks were definitely bolted down. But like I
say, he didn’t seem to know that, and asked me how one could fall over if it
was bolted down.”


“And what did you tell him?”


“I told him that it probably couldn’t
happen. I told him that it would take some force to topple it. I explained to
him that the whole reason for people putting bolts in was to stop things from
toppling.”


“And what did he say to that?”


“He said ‘Show me.’ So I did.”


“How?”


“He took me to the one room where he said
one of the racks had fallen. The hardware was still bolted into that cement
floor at the time, and so where shards of the wooden leg of the rack that had
been there.”


“Don’t you think that someone could have
pulled the rack that was there over on themselves?” Teagan asked.


“I don’t see how.” Hap shook his head. “I
mean, they’d have to be pretty strong and give it more than a few good yanks.”
He made a jerking motion with his hands. “More than likely, for it to fall,
someone would have had to give it a pretty forceful push or two from the other
side.”


“Are you sure?” Teagan asked.


“I can’t be one hundred percent sure, no,
but I’d be willing to bet my brand new Bosch reciprocating saw on it. What would be the
point of bolting something down, if you could turn it over by just pulling on
it? Wouldn’t make sense.”


“No it wouldn’t,” Teagan said. Teagan tried
to wrap his head around the information. He’d always known about the bolts
holding the racks upright, keeping them secure. But it never crossed his mind
before that something other than one of them falling over from his grandmother
pulling on it had happened. His head was spinning. He felt just like he did
when he was coming back up those cellar steps – in a fog.


“Is there anything else I can help you
with,” Hap asked.


“Did my father say anything to you about a
murder?” Teagan asked.


“A murder?” The contractor laughed. “He
sure didn’t. Why was someone murdered down there?”


“I’m beginning to think so,” Teagan said.


 













 


Chapter
Twenty-Three


 


The house was a neat Cape Cod style
bungalow, painted gray with white trim, it appeared to be well maintained.
Several concrete steps led up to a wooden porch and a brightly painted yellow
door. Teagan grasped the door knocker and took in a breath before he used it to
rap several times.


“”Hi,” he said when a woman answered the
door. “I’m Teagan Bales. Olivia Bales’ grandson. I don’t know if you remember
her.”


“I remember you.” A slight smile appeared
on her lips. “My how you’ve grown. You were just a little boy when I . . .” she
stopped mid-sentence. “I’m sorry,” she said. “What brings you here?” she asked.


“I wanted to ask you some questions about
my grandmother’s death.”


An obvious shiver ran down Rose Avery’s
spine.


He’d been hasty with Gustov, and then
shocked at the revelation he revealed. That wasn’t the way to find out
anything, or keep his emotions in check. People wouldn’t be willing to talk if
they thought they were being accused of something. He’d have to use a different
approach if he was going to get to the bottom of what really happened the night
his grandmother died. Still, he needed answers and getting to the point, he’d
always thought had its advantages.


After he’d left Gabrisette House on his way
to see the contractor, Teagan had called Caroline with the information he’d
gotten from Gustov on Rose Avery and asked her to find out where she lived. If
she was still living. Caroline had called him back with the address and phone
number almost before he’d made it out of the circular drive.


Caroline was good. He had to give her that.
He didn’t know quite how she did it, but it seemed whatever he needed, she was
able to do.


Rose Avery shook off hearing the name of a
woman dead for more than a couple decades, and without saying a word, turned
and walked back into the house.


Teagan followed her in, closing the door
behind him.


“Have a seat,” she said and waved a hand
toward the couch. She sat on a chair opposite him.


“I was there that night,” she said looking
off into the distance. She wrapped the bulky sweater around her. “Not twenty-five
feet away from that cellar door nearly the entire night. I didn’t even see her
go down there.”


“Yes, I know,” Teagan said.


“You know?” Rose asked. “How could you
know?” her face questioned him. “You weren’t one of the children there that
night, were you? I’d think I’d remember that.”


“No.” Teagan shook his head. Teagan knew he
needed to be careful of the words he chose. “I meant, I’d heard.” He looked at
her and smiled. “You know, stories about the night.” He looked past her. “Heard
them all my life.”


 “Oh yes. Well. I supposed you would
have. It was tragic. I’m really sorry for your loss.” She shrugged. “I mean, I
know it was a long time ago . . .”


Teagan studied her. She looked frail –
thin, nothing like she did on that night. Her hair gray, tiny lines filled most
of her face. Her hands feeble and thin skinned. Now she wouldn’t be capable of
such a thing, and even her demeanor wasn’t that of exacting such menace - but
he pressed on. He knew she’d done something to his grandmother that night.
Whatever it was, he was determined to find it out.


“Thank you, and you’re right, it was a long
time ago,” Teagan said a faint smile appearing. “And . . . Well, that’s the
reason I’m here. I wanted to talk about the night of the murder-” he started.


“The murder?” she said, interrupting him, a
laugh almost escaping her lips. “She wasn’t murdered.”


“I’m beginning to think she was.”


“Why in the world would you think that?”
she asked. “The wine rack fell on her.” She lowered her head. “While she was
putting back that bottle of wine.” She looked back up at Teagan. “But it was an
accident.”


“I’m not so sure,” Teagan said.


“What do you mean?” she said. “Not sure.
The police were there. I’m sure a report was filed.”


“I’m just not sure and I’m looking for
answers,” Teagan said. “So I can be sure.”


“Be sure,” she said and nodded her head
reassuringly. “It was an accident.”


“You don’t think anyone would want to kill
my grandmother?” he asked, she seemed to realize the pointed question was about
her.


“I brought those wine bottles up,” she
spoke defensively. “They were all there in the grab area, that bottle too. The
old one. I don’t know why it was there, and I didn’t look at it.” She hunched
her shoulders. “And I don’t know if I would have looked at it, I would have
known not to bring it up.”


“The 1914 bottle of Chateau Haut-Brion?”
Teagan asked.


She nodded her head, her eyes fluttering.
She folded her hands together and stared at them. “I didn’t pay any attention.
And like I said, I don’t know that I would have known what I was seeing if I
had. All I do know is that it cost me my job, and it cost Mrs. Bales her life.”
A tear slipped down her cheek.


If she did kill my grandmother, Teagan thought, at least she’s
remorseful now.


Teagan narrowed his eyes and looked at her.
“Cost her her life?” Teagan asked. “How? What do you know about the murder?” he
asked.


“What?” she said jerking her head up. She
looked him directly in his eyes. “What do you mean, ‘what do I know?’ There
wasn’t a murder.”


“I understand you were quite angry with her
that night, Ms. Avery. You ‘hated’ her,” Teagan said remembering her venomous
words.


“Who told you that?” Rose said spitting out
the words, her brows knitted together.


“It’s true isn’t it?” he asked, his voice
staying calm. “You were angry enough with her to want revenge. To get
revenge.”


“That may be true, but I’ve made amends for
what I did,” she said, her voice low and angry. “And I don’t know why anyone
would tell you something – anything that would give you the impression I
could’ve kill her.” She shook her head and bit her bottom lip to keep it from
trembling. “I don’t know who it could have been. Surely not your father.”


“My father?” Teagan said, the wheels
churning in his mind “Is that why he asked the detective to look into the
murder. He suspected you did it.”


“What?” Rose said and popped up from her
seat. “What are you talking about?”


Teagan stood up and faced her. “What did
you do to my grandmother that night, Rose? Did you kill her?”


“No!” She said and glared into his eyes. “I
would never . . . I couldn’t ever.”


“Then what did you do? Why did you need to
make amends?” Teagan took a step toward her. “It’s done now,” he said in a
hushed whisper, recalling her words. “Wasn’t that what you said? What was it
that you’d done, Rose? Was it you, in your anger, who murdered my grandmother?”
Teagan’s rage started to ramp up. Twice he hadn’t been there for his
grandmother, and he realized now, if he let this go, he’d be failing her again.


“I didn’t kill anyone!” Rose took in a few
quick breaths and tried to calm herself. “Not on purpose.” She hung her head
and fiddled with her fingers.


“Not on purpose?” Teagan said, his fists
balled. “You did kill my grandmother.” He took another step toward her and
leaned in, now his face nearly touching hers. “You pushed that rack over on
her.”


“I did no such thing!” Rose said. “And I
think you need to get out of my house! This is madness!” She looked at him and
pointed a finger. “You’re crazy!”


Teagan stood and stared at her, her face
flushed, her eyes dark with anger, and he could feel resentment for this woman
that he barely knew form a knot in his stomach.


Meow . . .


Teagan tilted his head and listened.


“Did you hear me?” Rose screeched. “I want
you out of my house.” She marched to the door, swung it open and stood there,
holding it open.


“Do you have a cat?”


“A cat?” Rose took in a breath. “What are
you talking about? I think you should leave.”


“Do you have a cat?” he asked again walking
over to her.


“No. I don’t,” she said.


“Did you hear one?” he asked, his frantic
behavior dissipating. “Did you hear the cat?”


“No. I only heard you accusing me of
murdering someone who wasn’t murdered.”


“I’m sorry. Okay?” Teagan grabbed the door
knob and gently pulled it away from Rose and closed the door. He knew those
sisters, or their cats, if they weren’t one and the same, was somewhere close.
He took that to mean he was on the right track.


The right track to fixing his grandmother’s
“watch.”


“So let’s just talk,” Teagan said and
touched Rose’s arm, but she pulled away. “I just want to know what happened
that night.”


“You shouldn’t come into people’s homes and
accuse them of murder.”


He shook his head and closed his eyes
momentarily. “I know,” he shrugged. “I know.”


“And I don’t know what I could tell you
about her . . . About the accident other than what I told your father when I
returned the brooch.”


“Returned the brooch?”


“Yes. I gave it back to him. I couldn’t
keep it.”


“What? Why did you have my grandmother’s
brooch? How did you get it?”


“She took her jacket off and put it in the
kitchen office. The brooch was pinned to it.”


“The office where you made the phone call.”


She squinted her eyes and looked at him.
“How do you know I was in there?”


“My father told me.”


“Your father?” Rose laugh, a hoarseness in
her voice like she’d spent years smoking. “I don’t think I ever told him that.”


“Well what did you say when you
returned it to him?” Teagan didn’t want to veer off track again, he needed
whatever information she had.


“Just that I was sorry.”


“I don’t understand,” Teagan said.


“She took that jacket off because I’d
bumped into her and spilled a whole tray of hors d’oeuvres on it.” Rose folded
her arms across her torso. “So Mrs. Bales was already upset about that, and
then she found out that I was the one that brought that 1914 bottle of wine
upstairs.”


“She didn’t know that you were the one that
brought the bottle of wine upstairs.”


“She had to have known,” Rose said. “It was
just one more thing that grated her ire with me. Then, me turning over that
case of wine was the last straw. That’s why she had Viktor fire me.”


“Viktor Gustov fired you?”


“Yes.”


“But he didn’t want to fire you for that, I
heard him . . .” Teagan looked up at her. “Wait. Did you say you turned over a
case of wine?”


“Yes. The wine for dinner. It was sitting
on the edge-”


“On the edge of the counter,” Teagan
finished her sentence. “But my Uncle Teddy turned that case over,” Teagan said
interrupting her.


“Who?” Rose asked.


“Teddy Abrams.”


“I don’t know him. But I dropped the case
that night. Unless another case was dropped later.” She shrugged. “Then Viktor
fired me, right on the spot. He didn’t even give me a chance to say anything, I
think he was angry because he’d cut his hand.”


“Wait,” Teagan said confused. “Gustov cut
his hand, too?”


“Who else cut their hand?” Rose asked.


“Teddy Abrams.”


“Oh, the man you asked me about?”


“Yes. Well, like I told you, I don’t know
anything about him. All I know he got mad when he tried to catch the bottle and
it cut him. It was just a small cut. But that didn’t matter, he just told me I
was done and went off in a huff to find someone to help him clean up the spill.
I got so angry.” Her eyes drifted off remembering the incident. “I knew the
office was off limits, but I didn’t care. All I could think about was I didn’t
have a job, and no money coming in. I wouldn’t be able to pay my mortgage.” She
looked around her house. “I went in there to vent. I called my husband and then
I spotted her jacket with the brooch. I don’t know what came over me, I just
took it.”


“It’s done now?” Teagan repeated her words
from that night.


“What?” she said.


“Nothing,” he said. “Go on.”


“That’s it really. I don’t know what I
thought I was going to do with it. I couldn’t pawn it. I didn’t know anything
about trying to sell it, and then I felt so bad when I found out she’d died
that night putting that bottle of wine back.”


“So what did you do?”


“I told you, I returned it to your father.”
She hunched her shoulders. “I gave it back”


“You made amends.”


She nodded her head. “I tried to make
amends.”


Teagan leaned back on the couch and looked
at Rose. “I always thought that brooch was with her things that the morgue
returned to my father.”


“Is that what he told you? Because it
wasn’t.”


“No. He didn’t tell me that. I just
assumed.” Teagan pulled in a breath through his nostrils. “I’m sorry about what
happened to you that night,” Teagan said and stood up to leave.


“I’ve recovered from what happened to me,”
Rose said and waved her arm around the room. “I’m just sorry your grandmother
couldn’t.”













 


Chapter
Twenty-Four


 


As you may have guessed, Tegan didn’t have
anywhere else to go. He’d run out of leads, and as such, ideas on how to prove
someone had killed his grandmother.


He stood on Rose Avery’s porch after she
had closed the door. What had all the things he found out meant? Did they mean
anything?


He’d been there and he hadn’t seen anyone
go down in that cellar. Something had stopped his grandmother from going
upstairs to change. And when did she pick up that bottle of 1914 Chateau
Haut-Brion? He saw her give it to Gustov and leave the kitchen.


He should have stuck by her and not take
another route to the front of the house.


All his life he’d thought himself extraordinary.
Now he felt humbled. His grandmother’s death had affected a lot of people, but
those people had moved on. He hadn’t.


Teagan looked up and down her street. An
ordinary street with ordinary people. Something his life was not.


I can be ordinary, though, he thought.


Maybe the lesson he was to learn hadn’t
been that his grandmother’s accident was something more, but that as Calayiah
said he needed to be fixed.


In less than twenty-four hours, he’d
learned more of the truth about the night his grandmother died, then he had in
the twenty something years she’d been gone.


And he learned about himself.


He was cold. Calculating. He was nothing
like the promise of a man that gleamed in his grandmother’s eye when she looked
at him or when she spoke about him to others.


And perhaps he could make a change.


He had enjoyed talking with Caroline. He’d
found a connection with her and it wasn’t about anything other than her
company.


Teagan walked down to his car and got
inside. He put the key in the ignition but didn’t start the engine.


A tear rolled down his cheek.


I don’t even know why I’m upset, he thought.


Was it because he had let his grandmother
down, not solving her murder?


A murder that no one but he and his father
believed happened.


Oh, and Caroline. Teagan smiled at the
thought.


Or, if he’d let her down by not being who
she wanted him to be.


What was his life? All work. No friends.


Yes, he decided. He’d make a change.


He turned the key with a new found purpose.
But before he could pull off, his phone rang and beeped a notification of a
text message at the same time.


“Caroline,” he said swiping the green
“Accept” button on his phone.


“Detective Tony Camarary called you. He
said he had something for you.”


“Did he say what?” Teagan asked.


“No, he didn’t.”


“Okay, I need his number.”


“I’ve already texted to you,” Caroline
said. Then there was a hesitation in her voice. “How has your day been going so
far?”


“I just spoke to Rose Avery. Talked to the
contractor, Pastor Tim and Gustov.”


“Have you found out anything?” she asked.


“Oh, I’ve found out a lot of things. I just
don’t know what to do with any of it. Or, what any of it means.”


“Does any of it point to a murderer?”


“I don’t know, Caroline. But even if it
does, I don’t know who. I don’t know why. And I’m clean out of following any
leads. I wish Uncle Teddy was here. He could help me figure this out.”


“I’m sure you can figure it out,” Caroline
said. “If you’d like, we can talk more about it when you get back.”


“Maybe,” Teagan said and sighed. “I’m going
to call Tony back and see what he has for me.”


But Teagan wasn’t able to reach Detective
Tony Camarary. His call had gone straight to voicemail. Whatever he had for him
would have to wait, Teagan was going to head home and try to wrap his head
around all the things he’d learned.


 


 


 


 


 













 


Chapter
Twenty-Five


 


He looked through the folder, the paperwork
inside scarce, which was natural Detective Camarary explained, since the
investigation had been short. And from what Teagan felt, incomplete. There were
pictures. The body. The room. But Teagan turned them over quickly, not even
glancing at them.


I know what the place looked like that
night.


Then he noticed the inventory of his
grandmother’s belongings that was on her that night.


Detective Tony Camarary had come through
for him, and with a lack of sleep the second night in a row, Teagan was up
bright and early hoping that the information he had for him would help. But
Teagan knew him meeting up with the detective would have to wait. He’d skipped
out on work the day before and he had to spend most of the day catching up. It
was hard. All day, a ball of anticipation jumped around in his stomach.


But when Teagan was finally able to meet up
with the police detective, Teagan found that it wasn’t really information he had
for him, just a copy of the case folder. Inside were statements from the people
he’d already talked to, only, he noticed, he had gleaned a lot more details
from them than what the police had. Still, Teagan felt the folder was a fresh
start. And if nothing else came of it, he thought as he flipped through it, his
Uncle Teagan would be back any minute and he’d be able to speak with him.


As Teagan looked over the inventory list,
he thought back to the conversation he’d had with Rose Avery. He’d always
thought the brooch had been in the things his father got from the police.


Why hadn’t my father ever told me?


He ran his finger down the list giving it a
cursory review. A greenish-blue evening gown. Undergarment, including stockings
and bra. One pair of silver pumps. Diamond earrings. Diamond tennis bracelet. A
diamond wedding set. A single, loose diamond.


That evening gown had to have been torn and
filled with blood, Teagan
thought. Why would they return such a thing?


He looked at the list again. “Where are all
these things?” He said aloud. “Why didn’t my father give them all to me?”


He picked up the phone and called Caroline.
“Where do we keep my grandmother’s personal things?” he asked as soon as she
picked up the phone.


“Her personal things?” Caroline was surprised
at the question. “We . . . You don’t have any of her personal things.”


“Why don’t we have any of them?”


“As far as I know,” Caroline said. “Your
father disposed of those things long before I came aboard.”


“So the brooch is the only thing I have of
hers.”


“Oh,” Caroline said and got quiet for a
minute. “Do you mean the things in the safe deposit box?”


“I have one of those?”


“Yes, and it contains the things from your
father’s estate. His lawyer kept them until a few years ago when he was
retiring, remember? He asked if you wanted the firm to take care of them.”


“What did I say?”


“You said no,” Caroline said. “You said
that I would take care of it.”


“And did you?”


“I did.”


“Why don’t I know these things?”


“You never wanted to know. Just wanted it
all kept in a file so you’d have access to it if you ever had the need.”


“Did I say that?”


“Almost verbatim.”


Teagan blew out a breath. “Okay. So I have
a safe deposit box.”


“Yes you do.”


“And it has my father’s things in it.”


“Personal items like jewelry. Marriage
certificate. Yes it does.”


“What about my grandmother?”


“It has some of her jewelry in it as well.”


Teagan looked down at his watch. “Can I get
in and see this stuff today?”


“Uhm, yes,” Caroline said looking down at
the time on her iPad. “They close at four. You should be able to make it.”


“I need-”


“The directions,” she cut him off and
finished his sentence. “I know. I’ll text them to you. You have the hang of
that GPS in your car?”


“Sort of,” Teagan said. “It took me a
minute. But I think I can do it again.” Teagan paused momentarily. “Caroline.”


“Yes?”


“Thank you.”


“You’re welcome, sir.”
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Teagan, police folder tucked under his arm,
turned the key with the bank manager and stood back as the manager pulled out
the safe deposit box from its wall slot.


The bank manager pointed to the table and
stool, then placed the box in front of Teagan. “Let me know if you need
anything else.” He left Teagan alone in the room.


Teagan sat down on the stool, placed the
police file on the table, and slowly opened the box. Perusing the contents, he
saw three of his father’s watches, his wedding band and his mother’s bridal
set. He spotted a paper in the corner, picking it up, he found that it was a
withered marriage certificate. Unfolding it, he turned it gently in his hands
and read the names. Stuart Bales and Kathryn James. His parents.


My father never stopped caring about her.


He placed it back down into the box. Then
he picked up a plastic bag. He could see through it, and before opening knew
that it contained women’s jewelry. And a piece of paper. He opened the bag and
pulled the paper out. It was a carbon copy of the inventory list he had seen in
his grandmother’s police file.


A greenish-blue evening gown. Undergarment,
including stockings and bra. One pair of silver pumps. Diamond earrings.
Diamond tennis bracelet. A diamond wedding set. And a single, loose diamond,
approx. 39 pts.


The clothes missing, he gently eased the
rest of the contents out onto the table. He picked them up one-by-one, studying
each piece, a tear running down his cheek.


He had just seen her in all of that jewelry
the night before.


This is going to kill me . . .


Then he picked up the loose diamond.


Where did you come from?


He pulled the manila police folder in front
of him and leafed again through the papers inside. This time he stopped to read
the processing of the body.


The single diamond was found tangled in her
dress “at the point of entry.”


Then Teagan picked up every piece of
jewelry listed and checked it again. This time not for sentimental value, but
for any damage.


The diamond earrings. Intact.


Tennis bracelet. Intact.


Her wedding rings. All the diamonds intact.


And according to Rose Avery, she didn’t
have on her brooch because she’d taken it before his grandmother went down into
that cellar. Still he’d seen it a hundred times and he knew there were no
diamonds missing on it.


He placed the loose diamond in the palm of
his hand and stared at it. Then the realization hit him. And if he hadn’t gone
back in time, he wouldn’t have ever figured it out.


He closed the diamond in his hand and
squeezed it tightly. He knew exactly where that loose diamond had come from.












Chapter
Twenty-Six


 


Teagan didn’t need a GPS to go to the
industrial-turned-residential building he’d just pulled up in front of. The red
brick exterior was as familiar to him as his own home. And he knew he was in
the right place when he saw a white cat and a black one, both with green eyes
stare at him from a second floor window in the building.


“Teagan, my boy,” Uncle Teddy said when he
opened the door. “Hope you’re doing better today. You gave me quite the scare
the other night.”


“Nothing like the scare I’m going to give
you,” Teagan said and followed the man inside.


“So, to what do I owe the honor of your
presence?”


Teagan stood in the middle of the floor.
His fists balled up at his side. He was breathing hard.


“She didn’t come and help you wrap your
hand,” Teagan said.


“What are you talking about, old chap?”


“Don’t call me that,” Teagan walked up
close to him. “The night she died. She didn’t wrap your hand.”


Teddy looked down at his hand, then back up
at Teagan. “Who?”


“You know who I’m talking about.”’


Teddy backed up from Teagan, then turned
around and went over to his bar. “You’ll have to tell me,” he said. Two pieces
of ice clanged as they hit the glass tumbler.


“My grandmother. She didn’t wrap your hand
the night she died.”


“I remember that she did,” Teddy said. He
poured bourbon over the ice, and took a gulp.


“No she didn’t. Don’t lie.”


“Well somebody helped me wrap it.”


“You didn’t cut your hand when those
bottles of wine fell to the kitchen floor. Rose Avery knocked those bottles
over and lost her job for it. But that’s how you got the idea to say that was
how you cut your hand. You saw Gustov’s cut hand.”


Teddy smiled at Teagan. “And who is Rose
Avery, may I ask?”


“You cut your hand when you stabbed my
grandmother to death,” Teagan said, his teeth clenched.


“What?” Teddy set the glass down on the
desk. He stretched his arm out and walked toward Teagan. “Maybe you should sit
down. You’re talking nonsense. Maybe we need to get you some help.”


“I don’t need any help,” Teagan said and
backed up. “I know what you did and I am going to make you feel just how it
made me feel when you took her away from me. Do to you what you did to her.”


“Hold on, Teagan.” Teddy put his hands up.
“You need to slow down. I haven’t done anything.” He spread his arms and walked
toward Teagan as if he wanted to embrace him.


“I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” Teagan
warned.


Teddy stopped moving. He eyed Teagan. “I
didn’t do anything, Teagan. And I don’t know what’s gotten into you.”


“Yes you did,” Teagan spit the words out.
“You killed my grandmother,” he screamed at him. “Why?” Tears started to roll
down Teagan’s face. “Why would you kill my grandmother? What did she do to
you?”


“You’ve gone mad, boy.” Teddy turned around
and walked behind a desk that sat in the center of the long wall of the loft
apartment.


“I have not gone mad. At least not in that
sense you mean.” Teagan took a few steps toward him. “I found that loose
diamond that came out of the ring you had on that night.”


“What?” Teddy asked.


“You had a ring on that night that was
missing a diamond.”


“How do you know that?” Teddy asked a
darkness coming over his face.


“I saw it,” Teagan said.


“You saw it?” Teddy laughed. “You couldn’t
have seen it.”


“And then the police found it embedded in
my grandmother’s clothes. It fell out when you stabled her. That was probably
her blood mixed with yours when you went to clean up in the half-bath wasn’t
it.”


Teddy jerked his head back, his eyes got
big. “How could you know that?”


“You did kill her, didn’t you? You killed
her and then you pushed that rack over on her. Didn’t you?”


Teddy shook his head, like he was shaking
off the shock of hearing the truth coming from Teagan. “I cut my hand on the
wine bottles I broke. Just like I have told you each time you asked me about
that night.”


“And each time Teddy, you’ve lied.”


“Teddy?” Teddy said and raised an eyebrow.
“What happened to calling me Uncle Teddy?”


“You are nothing to me,” Teagan said. “And
I’m sorry that I am the namesake of such a vile and disgusting person.”


“Whoa. First you throw around accusations,
now you call me names? What is going on with you?”


“Gustov and Rose Avery can prove that it
wasn’t you that broke the bottles from that case of wine.”


“What?” For the first time, Teagan saw a
flicker of apprehension in Teddy’s eyes. “Have you talked to them?”


“I’ve talked to everyone, including the
contractor who dismantled the wine cellar,” Teagan said. “He told me that some
force would have had to be put behind that rack for it to fall.”


Teddy plopped down into the desk chair.


“And I’ve talked to the police.”


Teddy gasped. He ran his hand across his
forehead and took in a breath.


“You’ve been making your rounds, haven’t
you, old boy?” He sat back in the chair. “I’m sorry that you had to stir up all
this trouble. Things had been going swimmingly between the two of us. Hadn’t
they?”


“I just want you to tell me,” Teagan said.
“Tell me why you took my grandmother from me.”


“Have you told anyone else any of this?”
Teddy asked.


“I wanted to do this all by myself,” Teagan
said.


“Do what?”


“Confront you,” Teagan said.


Teddy studied Teagan for a long moment.
Sizing him up, he realized that Teagan knew a lot more than anyone else had
ever voiced over the years. And he knew that he couldn’t let Teagan tell anyone
else about it.


“I told you to let this go. Get past it.
But no, you didn’t listen.” Teddy pulled out a gun from the desk drawer and
pointed it at Teagan. “I’ll tell you why I killed her. It doesn’t matter
anymore because tonight you’ll be having an accident just like she did.”


“You don’t scare me,” Teagan said.


Teddy laughed. “That’s exactly what Olivia
said. And you see what happened to her.”


“Why?” Teagan pleaded, Teddy’s callousness
about killing his grandmother wrenching in his gut.


“Because she was in my way.”


“In your way of doing what?”


“I’m a jewel thief, old boy. At least I was
then. I’ve since retired,” Teddy said. “I had a stash down in that cellar and
she saw me go down there. And as you know, she didn’t allow anyone but you in
her precious wine cellar. At least not without her permission.”


“Is that why you went the wrong way when
you went to get the cases of Chateau
Margaux? You were trying to get to your stash?”


“How do you know about that?” Teddy asked.
“Who told you all of this?” Teddy laughed. “I think I’m going to have to kill
them too.”


“Who went down there to get those cases of
Chateau Margaux with you that night?”


“You talk like you were there.” Teddy said
regarding Teagan’s words like a bombshell.


Teagan chuckled. “I was.”


“Now tell me who helped you put those cases
of wine in the parlor.”


“I don’t know. Some young man who was a
friend of Pastor Tim’s. Never saw him again.” Teddy eyed him. “Did you find and
talk to him, too?”


Teagan closed his eyes. He felt one start
to twitch. He swallowed. “Yeah, I guess you can say that I did.”


“I wasn’t going to go to jail then, Teagan.
Just like I’m not going to jail now.” He pointed the gun at Teagan and pulled
the trigger.


 


 













 


Epilogue


 


The moral to this story is that there is
hope to be found in all of us. It’s never too late to make a change, and
although we can’t get time back, we can make the best use of the time we have.


With time comes change, and change takes
time. The key is not to lose what is innately inside of you over the course of
time.


Teagan Bales learned his lesson. It only
took him one day (and a trip to Normal Junction) to do it.  Kudos to him
for deciding to become the man his grandmother wanted him to be.


In the end, Teagan didn’t connect with the
owners of that little watch repair shop, as his grandmother’s brooch showed up
at his house by courier ticking away before he could get there.


Had his grandmother’s watch really been
used as an enchantment enabling him to travel in time? Teagan wasn’t sure. But
he did know that the brooch hadn’t stopped at the moment of his grandmother’s
death. Its trouble was that it had not been cared for, and Teagan understood
that as a lesson, too.


Always take care of the things that are
important to you.


And Teagan’s connection with Caroline?
Well, that caused him to discover something else. He found that there’s a
little magic to be found in the things and people we surround ourselves with
every day.


 Oh! Are you wondering what happened
to Teagan Bales when he confronted that mean old uncle of his? Don’t despair,
he didn’t die. It seems that Uncle Teddy took up fishing because he wasn’t a
good enough shot to have any luck hunting. The bullet only grazed Teagan’s
shoulder, and the noise it made alerted the police, who had just arrived, to
exactly what unit Teagan had gone into.


Good thing Tony Camarary had been put on
alert.


Now, Dear Reader, I know you’re thinking, How
could that good detective know that Teagan had gone to confront his
grandmother’s killer? Well, it’s not too hard to figure out. Just think
about.


Go ahead. I’ll wait.


No. It wasn’t the cats that alerted
Detective Camarary that Teagan may be in danger. Don’t be silly!


It was Caroline.


Teagan had called her and informed her of
his actions every step of the way. But after he visited his safe deposit box,
she hadn’t heard from him. That made her not only alarmed, but suspicious,
especially since the bank manager had called to inform her that Teagan had left
the box out, valuable contents strewn about, and stormed out without nary a
word to any branch personnel.


Caroline knew something was wrong.


Teagan had been on the hunt for a murderer,
and in her gut she realized, he must have found one. Thank all the lucky stars
that always align in Normal Junction that Caroline was very adept in using a
GPS, unlike her employer, and she always kept a locator on Teagan’s phone.


She knew just where to find him.


 


THE END












 


 


 


 


Thank you for taking time to read Witch’s
Wheel. Look for more books in the Normal Junction Cozy Mystery Series
coming soon. If you enjoyed it, please consider telling your friends about it.
And don’t forget to take the time to click on the link and post a short review.


 


http://amzn.to/2t0Ui75




 






 

 


A Note from the Author


 


Welcome to Normal Junction, my new cozy
mystery series!


I love stories about ghosts and witches, so
I thought why not write one? So I did. Actually I wrote three. Witch’s Wheel
is the first. But look for Angel Angst, and Ghostly Gadfly, both
with summer 2017 release dates.


The series’ books all take place in the
magical imaginary place of Normal Junction. A place where people can find help
when life’s little bumps send them on a roller coaster ride. All are cozy
mysteries, so there’s a murder to be solved by amateur sleuths, but each book
has different characters, and a different supernatural sidekick.


Usually, I throw a little history in my
book – mixing fact with fiction – but not here. These are all for fun.


Thanks to my beta reader and friend,
Kathryn Dionne. You never fail me, and as always, the book is better because of
you.


It may sound silly, but I want to dedicate
this book to the television show, Bewitched that stared Elizabeth
Montgomery. I loved that show, indeed, my favorite childhood program, and it’s
how I learned to love witches.


I appreciate all my reviews and look
forward to reading what you thought about my book. Grammatical errors are of
course unintended, so if you find any, just email me and let me know what
you’ve found.


I love connecting with my readers and look
forward to chatting with you soon.
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