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The Christmas Jester

 

By RoseMary McDaniel, a.k.a Amy Hayle

 

Chapter 1: Prologue

 

Draperies rustled as a nimble little figure suddenly appeared
and hopped up to sit on the edge of a shelf beneath the window. He
shook himself, causing the golden bells on the tips of his pointed
jester hat to jingle softly. He wore a festive red and green velvet
suit trimmed with holly, and he blended into the decor as he
settled on his perch next to the evergreen trimmed fireplace on his
right and a twinkling all-red decorated tree on his left. His blue
eyes crinkled above the broad grin on his face as he sat silently
peering into the room.

 

Chapter 2: Eye Candy

 

Fiona was tired, but it was a good kind of tired. She and her
business partner Lindy had finally finished setting up the displays
in every room of their new shop. She paused by the bookcase full of
Christmas candy, straightened a few boxes of chocolates and
absent-mindedly plucked a miniature candy cane from the container
they kept for the visiting children.

Tomorrow would be the grand opening of Fiona’s Gift &
Florals for their first Christmas season. Lindy had already gone
home for a bowl of soup and an early night before returning in the
morning to handle any last minute details. Lindy was the business
end of the partnership who kept tabs on the practical matters,
nailed down the finance plans and put them in place. She also
handled all the outside work.

Fiona was the creative partner who had the eye for color and
style and managed the Floral end of the business and worked on the
PR. They both collaborated on the selection of gift items to offer
and described themselves as eager children in adult bodies when it
came to a knack for spotting just what would appeal to their
customers.

Fiona unwrapped the candy treat and stuck it part way in her
mouth to let it slowly melt, just like she’d done when she was a
five-year-old who’d sat on Santa’s lap for the first time. She’d
been scared to death of the jolly old man for the first four years
of her life, refusing to go near him when her mother visited the
mall on a shopping expedition. But it was the costumed little Elf
who always stood beside Mrs. Claus and handed out the candy canes
that really freaked her out. Some people hated clowns; Fiona didn’t
like  elves, or anything that resembled them.

She wasn’t sure what had tipped the scales the year she turned
five, but the bragging of her kindergarten friends of all the gifts
they’d gotten after whispering in Santa’s ear was enough to
convince her to get in line, climb onto Santa’s lap to tell him
exactly what she wanted for Christmas, and bravely collect her
candy cane from the Elf at the end. And it seemed to work. That
year she got everything on her list that she’d recited to Santa. In
retrospect, of course, she realized that her relieved mother had
been listening and made sure that she got everything she’d asked
for.

Fiona smiled at the memory of her younger self, who loved the
holiday season as much then as the older Fiona did now. This store
that she and her friend Lindy had opened was the culmination of a
dream business venture for both of them. It was not only a gift
store that offered the unique and the unexpected, it included a
floral shop to provide flowers for weddings and special events as
well as offer ready-to-go bouquets for the last-minute
shopper. 

After months of effort by herself, Lindy and many others, the
more than 100 year old house in the small downtown area had truly
become a work of art. Sadly neglected by the past owners, who had
been overwhelmed by illness, the building seemed to be a great
bargain. But once they had began the restoration, the partners
realized that they had greatly underestimated the amount of funds
and labor that it would take to transform it. Finally after nine
long months of work, it was a sight to behold. From the newly
landscaped yard to the uniquely painted and decorated rooms that
held a pirate’s treasure chest of amazing gifts to the
bloom-bursting floral shop at the rear, a lot of hope and an
artist’s vision had brought beauty to the tired old home. It had
become an endless trove of whimsical gifts and practical items that
truly offered something for everyone. 

Attracting trade to the tiny town nestled at the edge of the
Bristol Fruithills was thought to be by some a difficult task, but
Fiona came to the business with a history. Well known by many in
the community for her wizardry with floral design over the years as
she worked at several other businesses, it didn’t take long for the
buzz to circulate that Fiona was back. She just hoped that all the
talk equaled customers.

But now Fiona’s eyes were burning with the need for sleep. She
knew it was time to head for home because she must be back bright
and early tomorrow long before the hoped-for hordes of visitors on
the official Friday opening.

She made her way slowly through each room, checking out the
displays, tweaking an ornament here and there on the dozen
floor-to-ceiling decorated Christmas trees, and straightening a fat
Santa statue here and a skating polar bear there. She stopped for a
moment to adjust a bit of tinsel on the mantel of the fireplace in
the dining room.

“Hello, who are you?” she said, addressing a colorful Christmas
jester in red and green, perched on a nearby window shelf.
 

He wore a bright red and green outfit topped off with a jester’s
hat with bells and holly. She didn’t remember putting him there,
but he certainly looked at home. Although he had a broad smile,
frankly she found him creepy, and in his seasonal outfit he
reminded her of that long-ago elf. 

She certainly hadn’t picked him out of a catalog, nor unpacked
and put him there. But so many friends had helped them get ready
for the holiday opening, that she must have just been unaware that
someone, perhaps Lindy had ordered it.

“Ok, Mr. Jester,” she said. “You can stay. But, I’m watching you
“ she said and paused, feeling a bit foolish talking to a doll. But
he was compelling. It was those eyes, or that open mouthed grin,
perhaps.  She really had to leave and get some sleep before
she imagined him answering her.

She paused again in front of the mantel mirror and stuck her
tongue out at the sight of her tired face with a half-eaten candy
cane sticking out. Then she gathered up her purse and keys, locked
the door, set the alarm and left.

 

Chapter 3: More than Meets the Eye

 

The next morning, Fiona, Lindy and their helpers arrived early
to make sure everything was ready and set out the cookies and punch
for the planned-for shoppers. They even shooed Lizzie, the shop cat
outside so she’d not be underfoot for the day. The parking lot and
even curbside parking filled up quickly when the store opened.

A surge of guests admired each of the rooms that were decorated
in a distinct and different color scheme and held gifts of all
kinds from warm scarves, mittens and hats to playful purses and
colorful mugs and imprinted gifts of every description that filled
the tables and walls and even nestled on the floor. There was
something new to see everywhere one looked, and the crowds moved
from room to room, admiring the tasteful items that filled every
available space. Gorgeous wreaths hung from doorways tempting
shoppers to buy for their own home. Ornaments of every variety hung
from trees in each room, tempting that impulse buy for relatives,
friends, or the fireman, teacher, or other important person in
everyone’s lives with fun or even gag gifts.

Lindy had been pressed into service dipping out the punch and
encouraging shoppers to try the home baked tree and bell and santa
shaped frosted cookies as they entered the the little room where
the refreshments were served. Fiona left her post at the floral
counter to get from Lindy a cup of punch and a cookie for a
favorite friend of hers.

“Mrs. Morrison came in today with her daughter, ” she remarked
to Lindy. “But she really looks tired, so I made her sit down in
the back and said I’d bring her a treat.”

Lindy filled a cup and put a couple of cookies on a plate and
handed it all to Fiona with a napkin. “Give her my best,” she
said.

Fiona had met Mrs. Morrison when she’d attended an autumn craft
fair held at the church across the street, where the older woman
had been sitting with a friend selling crocheted doilies. Mrs.
Morrison had been delighted to learn that Fiona and Lindy had
bought the old house for their shop.  As a child, Sylvia
Peters (later Morrison) said she’d actually lived in the house with
her grandparents, many years ago, after her parents died. But
sadly, the grandfather had died just a few years after she’d come
to stay with them, and the house had to be sold. Fiona had bought
several of the friend’s delightful handicrafts to use in the gift
displays at the shop.

Fiona returned with the punch and cookies and sat up a wooden TV
tray to hold them. She’d finished her floral work for the minute,
and was free to spend a few minutes chatting. Mrs. Morrison always
contributed some delightful stories about the house, since she and
her grandmother had moved to a much smaller house in the town, and
little Sylvia  had been a frequent welcome visitor to the new
family who had moved into her grandparents’ old home.

Mrs. Morrison took a sip of the punch and declared it was the
best she’d ever tasted. Looking out to the rooms beyond, she
smiled. 

“You’ve been a real blessing to this house and all the people
who ever lived here,” she told Fiona. “It was old and worn out,
like me, but you’ve worked hard to give it new life, and you’ll be
rewarded for it.”

“Seeing the smiles on the faces of people like you is enough of
a reward,” Fiona replied and then laughed. “Of course, having them
like the things we offer enough to actually buy them is very
reassuring as well.”

Mrs. Morrison smiled again and then her face grew serious.
“You’ve not had any, well, any unusual visitors, have you?” She
took a bite of her cookie and then looked up to meet Fiona’s
questioning look.

“All our clients are pretty individual,” Fiona answered,
puzzled.

“I don’t mean the customers,” Mrs. Morrison said, her voice low.
“I mean the spirits, of course.”

“Spirits?”

“Ah, well, perhaps I mis-spoke,” Mrs. Morrison said. 

Fiona was taken aback. “You mean like ghosts?”

Mrs. Morrison patted FIona’s hand with her own. “Not exactly
like that, but well, a house this old has seen many things happen
inside its walls, and sometimes echos of those times can be heard
or seen again. But perhaps the new paint and the noise and workmen
have covered over all that in the renovation.

But Fiona wanted to know more. “Did you ever experience anything
like that, here?” she asked.

Mrs. Morrison paused and took another sip of the punch. “Well,
when I was a child, my room was upstairs, the one with the little
closet and I had a very active imagination that kept me looking for
monsters under my bed. And of course, there was Emily.

“Emily?”

“The little girl spirit who lived in the attic. I only saw her
shadow on the stairs sometimes. She mostly stayed in the attic, and
I was too afraid to ever go there. I once overheard my grandmother
talking about her, saying she’d died of a fever when she was about
8 years old, long before my grandparents lived there. She didn’t
mean any harm, of course. She just loved dolls, and I thought
sometimes she’d borrow mine. But I always found them later, so
perhaps I’d just misplaced them. If you’ve not seen her, then
likely she’s gone.”

Fiona’s heart stopped for a moment. Beau, one of their friends
who re-did their wiring had never liked working the attic, but
never said why. And what was it Kallie, their  number one
assistant, had said about noises in the house when she was alone?
Fiona had figured it was just the wind or Kallie’s super
sensitivity and hadn’t paid much attention.

“I was very sad when I came to live with my grandparents,” Mrs.
Morrison went on. But everything was better when Giles came. He was
what they would now call an imaginary friend, and he helped me
adjust to my new home here and made me feel safe. But when my
grandmother and I moved later on, Giles wouldn’t go with me.
Perhaps I just outgrew him or didn’t need him anymore.”

“So you never really saw this little girl?” Fiona
asked. 

“In dreams several times, I did. And as for the others… ”

“Others?” 

Mrs. Morrison polished off her last cookie and smiled. “Giles
said there were others, but he kept them away.”

“And this Giles, what was he like?”

“He had what I supposed was a French accent, and I pictured him
in a pointed hat with little bells on it and funny shoes, like
something I’d seen in a book, I guess.” She paused and sighed.

Just then, a customer came up to the floral counter to pick up
an arrangement she’d ordered, and Fiona excused herself to take
care of her. By the time she’d finished, Mrs. Morrison’s daughter
was done shopping and Fiona helped her get Mrs. Morrison settled in
their car. Fiona gave her a big hug.

“Thank you, dear,” Mrs. Morrison said said. Then she whispered
to Fiona so her daughter who was putting her purchases in the trunk
wouldn’t hear.

 “Don’t mind silly old me going on about the past. You’ve
done a fine thing and brought new life into this old place and
that’s what it sorely needed. It will all work out; you’ll
see.”

Fiona bid her and her daughter good-bye and returned to her
floral work. 

She tried to put their conversation out of her mind for now. But
Mrs. Morrison’s mention of her “imaginary friend” Giles couldn’t
help but make her think of that jester doll in the dining room.
Once things calmed down a bit. She’d have to ask who had ordered it
and put it on the shelf.  But for now she had work to do, and
reluctantly she returned to filling floral orders that needed to be
delivered later that day.

 

Chapter 4: For Your Eyes Only

 

By the end of the weekend, Fiona was even more tired, but
extremely pleased at the amount of customers that had poured
through the doors and the amount of purchases that left with them.
She hadn’t had a second to think about the jester or her
conversation with Mrs. Morrison. She, Lindy and their help, had
gone home on all three nights too tired to linger for conversation,
so she’d had no chance to ask about  the mysterious appearance
of the doll.

But by Monday morning, when both she and Lindy arrived early,
Fiona made coffee, poured them both a cup and urged Lindy to sit
down with her at the table where they had served the open house
refreshments.

“Did you put the little red & green jester in the window in
the other room?” Fiona asked. 

“Huh?” said Lindy. “What jester?”

“That’s just it,” Fiona told her. “I didn’t order one, but…
”

Just then the ringing of the phone in the little office
interrupted the conversation as Lindy went to answer it. In a few
minutes, Lindy returned with a sad look on her face. 

“That was Kallie, she’ll be a little late. She told me she
talked to her mother, you remember, she’s a nurse at the hospital.
She said Mrs. Morrison was admitted last night; she and her
daughter were in an auto accident on their way home from church.
The daughter is O.K., but Mrs. Morrison is hurt pretty bad, and
they don’t have much insurance.”

All thoughts of their previous conversation vanished as Fiona
thought about what they could do to help out. 

“Kallie says they’re setting up a fund to collect donations at
the bank and I said we’d be sure to contribute,” Lindy told
Fiona.

“Of course,” Fiona said. “And once we find out how she’s doing,
we’ll take her a special bouquet.”

“I’m sure she’d like that,” Lindy said, glancing up at the clock
in the corner. “Oh, just five minutes left till opening, so I’d
better get ready for the the day.”

Fiona nodded, but sat quietly at the table for a few minutes.
Cyber Monday probably meant fewer customers today, but she had
orders to fill from the busy weekend and put on her apron to
begin. 

The news about Mrs. Morrison was just the beginning of a
disturbing week. First, Lizzie the cat ran away, or at least was
nowhere to be seen. The cat had suddenly appeared at their door
their first week in business, and hadn’t been inclined to leave
since. She’d established herself as head security cat and
fortunately her manners improved as she accepted visitors to the
shop as normal occurrences.  Fiona couldn’t recall when they’d
last seen her, sometime on Sunday afternoon, Lindy had said.
Everyone who worked at the shop had learned to love that crabby
little fur ball and hoped she was just taking a little time off,
after the holiday rush.

Then on Tuesday afternoon, Kallie tripped on the stairs and
sprained her ankle. Fortunately, she just needed it taped up and
came back to work the next day. But she swore she had seen shadows
on the steps that tripped her up, just before she was hurt. Fiona
wrote it off to Kallie’s very alert imagination.

But the crowning touch of the new week was the number of broken
ornaments that they found lay scattered under the decorated trees.
FIrst, the tree in the red room, and then more under the tree in
the green room, and so on through the week. On Friday morning,
Fiona arrived to the shop first and because of the damage, made her
way through the shop to find not only several broken ornaments but
a whole table arrangement tipped over. They might have blamed
Lizzie ordinarily, but Lizzie hadn’t been seen all week. Although
there were only a few things damaged each day and not valued at a
lot of money, but it was very disconcerting.

Fiona stopped short in the dining room in front of the jester
who was still sitting in the same place, but surrounded by fat
littlepenguin statues. She hadn’t moved them there, and she hadn’t
even had time to ask anyone who’d ordered that odd little guy.

Shaking her head, she straightened the mess on the tables,
picked up the pieces of some shattered decorations and piled them
on a plastic dustpan. Just as she finished  Lindy came in,
carrying a white sack.

“Cinnamon rolls with sticky frosting,” Lindy declared. “I
figured we needed a morning pick-me-up.” She glanced down at the
dust pan that Fiona held. “Damage, again?” she asked.

“More of the same,” Fiona answered. 

Lindy turned to take the rolls to the workroom, but Fiona called
her back. “Did you order that Christmas jester?” she asked
Lindy.

“Where?” was the reply.

“There,” Fiona said pointing to the window shelf. To her
surprise, the shelf was empty, except for the little figurines.

“Those are penguins,” Lindy said.

“But there was a jester there, just a few minutes ago,” Fiona
replied.

“Come on, you need coffee and carbs,” Lindy said, heading off
for the back of the shop. Speechless, Fiona followed.

 

Chapter 5: Seeing is Not Always Believing

 

Later, on Friday afternoon, Lindy met with the bookkeeper, and
she was smiling when she came out into the floral workroom to talk
to Fiona afterwards.

“We’re golden,” Lindy said, “and in the black already. So I
asked the bookkeeper to send a check to Mrs. Morrison’s insurance
fund for $500. I didn’t think you’d mind.”

“Of course not,” Fiona replied. “Have you heard how she’s
doing?”

Just then, Kallie appeared in the the doorway. “I just talked to
my Mom at the hospital a while ago, and they said she’s recovering
nicely. And Laura, who works at the bank says the donation fund is
almost at $5,000.00 now.”

“That’s good news,” Fiona said. “And we could sure use some.
“I’m really worried about Lizzie, it’s been too long since we’ve
seen her.”

“I’m sure she’ll be back,” Lindy told Fiona. “Why don’t you take
a bouquet up to Mrs. Morrison at the hospital this afternoon. I’m
sure she’d like to see you, and you need to get away from here fro
a little while.”

Fiona shed her apron. “You don’t have to tell me twice,” she
replied, opening the cooler and picking out a deep red vase filled
with white pom pom chrysanthemums, red roses and red and green
sparkling fern leaves. She placed it in a small box and wrapped it
with colorful holiday paper. Then she looked around uncertainly.
“Sure  you don’t need me?”

“We can handle it,” Kallie answered. “Go see her and then go
home and get a good night’s rest. Things will look better in the
morning.”

“But there are some more deliveries, I think,” she began, but
Lindy literally pushed her firmly but gently toward the door.

“I’ll do those. Now go on and get out of here,” Lindy finished
as she opened the door and bowed low for Fiona to pass
through. 

So, before she knew it, Fiona was sitting beside Mrs. Morrison’s
bed, pouring out her heart about all the things that had gone on
the past week.

“Oh, dear,” Mrs. Morrison said, “I knew I should have told you
more about the others, but I really had hoped they were gone.”

“Who are the others?”

“A couple of naughty little boys who like to pull cats’ tails
and play tricks on any unsuspecting person in their reach. Boy
spirits, I guess you’d say, and they liked to play tricks on our
cat and Grandfather and me. I never really saw them; just what they
did. But once GIles came along, they stopped.”

“For being an imaginary friend, Giles certainly took care of
you,” Fiona said.

“Well, I don’t want people thinking I’ve gone dotty or
anything,” Mrs. Morrison said. “So I don’t mention Giles or how
helpful was to me when I was all alone at night in my room, crying
my eyes out. I didn’t want Grandmother to know because she’d feel
bad that she couldn’t help. But I guess nobody could have, really,
because I had to work it all out for myself.  Those two
naughty spirits took delight in teasing me, hiding my things and
even breaking my favorite doll. I’d thought it might have been
Emily, but it wasn’t.  Once Giles took over, he made sure they
left me alone.. He was kind to Emily, though, and she came to me in
dreams and we’d play together so I wouldn’t be so lonely.” 
She stopped and looked over at Fiona.

“You must think I’m crazy,” she said. “And maybe I am.”

“No, please,” Fiona protested. “I need your advice. Do you think
GIles might be able to help me too? I’m afraid someone has
frightened Lizzie our cat away, and every day this week something
new has been damaged.”

“Oh, dear, it’s happening again,” Mrs. Morrison said. “But it’s
been so long, do you suppose Giles’ spirit is still in the
house?”

“Maybe,” Fiona replied, not going into details. “Thank  you
so much, Mrs. Morrison, I’d better go now, visiting hours are
almost over.”

“Come back soon, dear,” Mrs. Morrison told her. “And let me know
how things work out.”

Fiona hugged her goodbye and left the hospital for home. 
She’d go back to the shop tonight, after she was sure everyone was
gone and get to the bottom of this.

 

Chapter 6: Believe Your Own Eyes

 

Fiona’s intent to take a short nap when she got home stretched
out longer than she’d planned, and it was nearly eleven o’clock
when she awoke.

“Well,” she said to herself, “at least everyone has left by
now.”

She drove through nearly deserted streets to the shop. It had
grown colder and light snow flakes blown by the wind danced across
the windshield between sweeps of the wipers.

She drove into the parking lot of the shop and switched off the
engine and the lights.

Lindy had left some of the decorative outside lights ablaze and
the festive colors gave a friendly look to the old home. She
hurried up the back steps, disengaged the alarm and unlocked the
door to her floral shop.

Although she’d left it a bit of a mess, someone, probably Kallie
had picked up the discarded stems and leaves, deposited them into a
trash can, and Swiftered the floor.

Slowly Fiona walked through the shop toward the front door, and
then turned and headed back toward the floral shop. She felt a cold
chill. Something wasn’t right. Then, she stopped short at the
doorway into the dining room. Ahead she could see clear to 
the back of the shop and to her horror there was a large black
shadow in the doorway by the floral counter. The shadow began to
move and suddenly split in two and slowly made its way toward her.
Frozen in place, she glanced over at the dining room window,
illuminated by a yard light next door. 

There just under the window on the shelf was the Christmas
Jester, sitting just as he had the first day she had seen him.
Where had he come from? 

She heard Mrs. Morrison’s voice in her head. “Giles, Giles,
please help.” 

As Fiona watched, a blur of red and green swirled together on
the shelf growing larger and larger with each second, as the dual
shadow continued edge slowly toward her.  The spinning orb of
red and green light surged forward and cut through the shadows like
a saw, and she saw them vibrate, osculate and fade away. The
shadows had disappeared. Then, the swirling ball of color spun
faster and faster and as quickly as it had appeared, it was
gone.

Fiona watched in the darkness for a few moments, but there was
nothing to see.

She walked over to the shelf. It was empty again, except for the
penquins that she’d seen earlier with Lindy.

She felt a peppermint-scented breeze pass over her. It smelled
just like a candy cane tasted, and now she was alone but unafraid.
There was nothing to do but lock up and go home.

 

Chapter 7: A Sight for Sore Eyes

 

FIona again arrived at the shop early on Saturday morning,
wanting to check out the shop and walk through it just as she had
the night before.  But there was nothing out of place or
broken, and the jester was still gone.

But something else troubled her; Lizzie was still missing.
 

It wasn’t until Kallie arrived, and Lindy was off on an early
delivery that Fiona grew attentive, aware of something just beyond
her conscious hearing. She kept listening to what, she wasn’t
sure.

“Kallie, do you hear anything, or well, feel anything different
in the house?” she asked, trusting that Kallie’s super sensing
ability might pick up something she was missing.

Kallie listened for a long moment, and her face broke into a big
smile. “Yes, I do hear something,” and she headed off up the stairs
to the second floor. 

Fiona waited at the bottom of the stairway. She could hear
Kallie’s footsteps and then heard her exclaim “Lizzie, whatever are
you doing here?” 

Then Kallie literally ran down the steps to where Fiona stood,
holding a bundle in her arms and trailed by the cat. 

Fiona could have sworn the cat was grinning, as she came to the
bottom of the stairway and twirled around Fiona’s legs. Fiona
reached down to give her a pat.

“Somehow she got shut up in the attic, but I don’t know how,”
Kallie exclaimed. “I always keep the door shut, and she sure wasn’t
in there a few days ago when I went to get boxes.”

Then Kallie shifted the bundle of red and green fabric she held
in her arms. 

“And look what I found up there, Lizzie was laying on it for a
pillow, I guess. It must have been somebody’s old toy, and it’s all
dusty and full of cat fur. Shall I toss it?”

“No,” Fiona cried and held out her arms. “Let me have it. You’d
better get Lizzie some food, I’ll bet she’s starving.”

Lizzie, hearing her name, bumped her head into Kallie’s leg and
meowed.

“Ok, chum, we’ll get you fed. Doesn’t look like you’re exactly
starving though.”

Kallie and Lizzie set off for the closed in side porch where the
cat food bowl was, and Fiona brushed dust and hair from the
bedraggled figure she held.

“Good job, Giles, even if you did get a bit mussed up. I think
we’d better find a spot for you to keep up the good work.”

She took him back to her work table, and was still brushing the
velvet suit at her work table when Lindy came in, returning from
the delivery. 

“I thought you hated elves,” she said to Fiona.

“This is no elf,” FIona told her. “This is our new shop mascot:
the Christmas Jester, He’s going to keep an eye on things around
here.”

Just then, Kallie came out of the side porch with Lizzie in her
arms.

“Hey,” said Lindy, giving the cat an ear rub that brought a loud
purr.  “Look who’s here. I’ll bet If she could talk, she’d
probably have some good stories to tell.”

Lizzie jumped down from Kallie’s arms and went over to jump on
Fiona’s lap. She rubbed her head against the jester’s pointed hat
and purred loudly.

“Are you really keeping that old thing?” Kallie asked, looking
pointedly at the doll.

“Beauty is in the eye of the beholder,” FIona answered.

“Come on, Kallie,” Lindy said, handing her a couple of boxes.
“Grap your coat and help me get the rest of this morning’s
deliveries packed in the truck. We’ll never understand the artistic
temperament, anyway.”

Fiona sat smiling at her work table, watching Lizzie trail out
the door after the other two women. She stood up and carefully
placed the jester on a shelf over the table, so that his head was
turned toward the front of the shop.

She’d visit Mrs. Morrison at the hospital tomorrow. She knew
that her friend and former resident of the house would be glad to
know that Giles was back on the job, protecting the place they all
loved. It was a good feeling, and she hoped the other spirits, or
whatever they had been, were at peace at last.

 

THE END
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The
Crows (2011)
Jeremy is a little boy who spends most of his time with adults
who are far too busy with their own lives to pay much attention to
him. So he spends much of his time alone observing the world around
him through his creative imagination - or is it real?



	


August
Heat (2011)
When a 1960's family received the windfall of a life insurance
policy payout from a semi-distant relative's demise, the first
thing they thought of was a color TV...



	


Ages
of Life (2011)
Is Life a series of unconnected decisions that lead inevitably
to

the same end whatever choices we make? Is it Fate or just

Dumb Luck that some turn out well and some not.

Each decade has its own special problems, challenges and joys.



	


Sign
Switch (2011)
As a Virgo, Lyla felt that she was missing out on a lot of fun
times, but she found that changing her Sun Sign didn't turn out
quite as she had expected.



	


An
old Flame (2011)
On Halloween night, past & present mingle in a terrifying
way as a young man experiences a ghostly encounter in an old
cemetery.



	


Beckoning
Bonneyville Mill (2011)
A haunted mill attracts 2 young boys to seek treasure and find
ghostly danger. This second in the series of the Fruithills
Suspense Series, visits one of the many spirit inhabited places in
and around a small Town situated in the midst of the beautiful
hilly landscape where early European settlers grew and shipped the
plentiful apples, strawberries, melons and many other fruits by
train to Chicago and beyond.



	


New
Year's Evil (2011)
Does evil lurk behind the scenes at a New Year's Eve Mystery
Dinner set in the Wild Willow Bed and Breakfast? Before midnight,
the scene would be set for a ghostly confrontation of murder victim
and murderer. This fourth book in the Fruithills Suspense Series is
yet another visit to places that have never lost their tie to a
spirit-filled past.



	


Last
Chance (2012)
Chance Givings was devoted to two things: his wife Gena and his
career in law enforcement. When he was given the opportunity to
control events, he found himself conflicted. Who should decide life
or death? This is #6 in the Fruithills Suspense Series.



	


April
Fools (2012)
A century old theatre was refurbished by a hardy group of
performers who respected the history, including the resident Ghost,
but when teenagers played a cruel April Fool prank, the joke was on
them.



	


Tie a
Knot...and hang on (2012)
Haunted by a love of reading inspired by her nurturing Aunt
Belle, Director Natalie Drew fought to keep her small library
relevant and funded to meet technology and maintenance challenges.
A simple act of respect triggered help from beyond earthly life.
This 5th Book in the Fruithills Suspense Series examines the
connections between people and circumstances and the ties that bind
them together.



	


February
29 (2012)
A mysterious gravestone in a ruined churchyard of a child with
the same February 29 birthdate as teenage Abby made her obsessed
with the history of the little girl named Amy Sue, and led Abby and
her reluctant friend Ginger to unexpected danger on the evening of
Abby's 16th birthday.



	


Borrowed
Time (2012)
Katie Franklin and her brother Mark worked together to fix up a
bargain house to surprise her husband who would soon return from
Afghanistan. But the house had a haunting history that needed more
mending than hammer and nails could cure. She had to out why the
spirits were restless and how to bring them peace.



	


Second
Sight (2012)
What is there to see in the old mirror that sits in the 100 year
old house that Brooke and her siblings have inherited from their
Great Aunt Lydia, and what truths does it reveal? This is Book #8
in the Fruithills Suspense Series.



	


May
Day Mayhem (2012)
In a year with a milder than usual winter, followed by record
breaking high spring temperatures, it was not surprising that the
month of May brought about a more troubled way of life in the small
town in the valley of the Fruithills. Yet, Helfina, a young healer
from Wales brought a sense of calm to offset the unrest, until that
too was met with opposing forces. This is Book 11 in the Fruithills
Suspence Series. It is a place that has never lost its ties to a
spirit-filled past.



	


Death
Clock (2012)
A small town funeral home closes after 100 years, leaving the
community upset over the loss. Suddenly, no one in town is dying,
and time stands still. This is Book 12 in the Fruithills Suspense
Series, a place that has never lost its ties to a spirit-filled
past.
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