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Episode 4 – “If it weren’t for Bad Luck…” 
 
 
“Buzz, here’s some more fan mail for you,” Natassia said as she handed Buzz a neatly 
wrapped, small package. 
 
“Oh, thanks. I thought all that was over by now,” Buzz replied as he took the package. It 
had been over month since the companions of Paranormal Investigations had completed 
their last big assignment, a virulent case of MRSA. Buzz’s local and national media 
coverage was long over and the fan mail he received those first two weeks had dwindled 
to a small trickle. He got messages thanking the companions, Buzz in particular since he 
was the face on the television, adoring fan mail and even a few marriage proposals. Lorna 
had not been at all happy about the latter. This last package was rather late in coming. 
 
“It may have been lost in the mail for a while,” Natassia helped to explain why it might 
have just arrived. “It is postmarked a month ago.” 
 
Buzz took the package to his desk in the front office, and began to open it. It was tightly 
wrapped and excessively taped, but eventually he got into it. He opened a small 
cardboard box and looked inside. Sitting on a bed of cotton was a small but nice looking 
ring with a light, yellow amber-colored stone. The metal had a slight golden color, but it 
was not gold. Buzz was not sure but he assumed it was brass or some other alloy. It was 
an androgynous ring: either a man or a woman could wear it without looking 
inappropriate for either gender. Buzz looked into the box for a note and found one 
underneath the cotton padding. There was a small folded up piece of white paper with a 
hand written message on it. 
 
“What’s that?” Lorna asked as she approached Buzz’s desk and peered over his shoulder. 
“Nice ring. Is that from a woman asking you to marry her?” Lorna questioned trying not 
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to sound jealous. 
 
“I don’t think so, but even if it were it means nothing, Lorna. We have been over this 
before. I don’t take that stuff seriously, and neither should you,” Buzz explained, not for 
the first time.  
 
“May I read the note then?” Lorna pushed him, concerned. 
“Sure, go ahead. Read it to me while you are at it,” Buzz asked. 
 
Lorna unfolded the small white piece of paper and then sniffed it. It had no scent, and it 
was folded into eight sections. When she finally had it opened, she read it aloud. 
 

“This gift of fortune is for you, 
Fate, chance, opportunity - 

May it bring you prosperity, 
And abundant luck too. 

 
It will serve you best if this is understood, 

The reverse of its intent must not be ignored. 
Speak not the opposite and follow this you should, 

Now this ring is yours. It’s your reward.” 
 
 
When Lorna completed the poem on the note, she looked a Buzz quizzically, and asked, 
“What do you think that means?” 
“I don’t really know. I never was good with understanding riddles. Sounds like it is my 
reward for…something,” he surmised. 
 
What neither Lorna nor Buzz noticed was that when the poem was completed, the stone 
in the ring flared a little brighter than before. 
 
 

*************************************** 
 
 
 
Later in that same day, the companions got a small assignment to help a client investigate 
a fortuneteller who often told her own clients to visit a nearby casino, because, as she told 
them, they were going to win big money soon. She said she saw it in their future. Her 
name was Madam Rochelle, and as Nick and Natassia began to investigate her other 
customers, or ‘victims’ as the companions were beginning to believe, she was sending 
people off to gamble at one particular casino, and the people usually started out winning, 
then lost it all and more.  
 
“How long has she been around? Acting as a psychic?” Natassia inquired. 
“I can’t find any information about her past four months ago. Seems she is new in town, 



 3 

or she is using a new name,” Nick stated. “I think we should pay Madam Rochelle a visit, 
as new customers.” 
 
Nick, Natassia and Buzz went to check on the psychic and Lorna stayed behind to watch 
the office and answer the phones.  
 
The companions dressed the part. Natassia wore a nice outfit that suggested she had some 
money, and Nick made sure to have a wad of cash in his wallet. Buzz came along as the 
disbelieving friend, and in his shirt pocket, he hid a microcassette tape recorder. 
 
When they arrived at Madam Rochelle’s small but flamboyantly decorated home, they 
went inside to await their appointment. The walls and doorways were covered with 
colored beads, lavish paintings, odd but interesting trinkets, and the usual things like tarot 
cards and crystal balls. The rooms were strong with the smell of incense, and Rochelle's 
assistant offered them exotic teas. They were encouraged to be honest with Rochelle 
about their needs, and show their willingness to get at the truth. Apparently, having 
sufficient money to pay Madam Rochelle was not required, but if you had the money, 
they felt you were sincere in your desire to know your future. They assured the 
companions a first reading would not cost much, but that if they really wanted to know 
the depth of their futures, money may expedite this request. 
 
Finally, they were alone for a while, and Buzz whispered to Nick, “Nice setup. They tell 
us it will not cost much then they spend the next 15 minutes asking if we are “sincere” 
and asking us to prove it with a display of wealth. I guess they jack up the price once they 
get your interest.” 
 
“Not only that,” Natassia added, “but they learned if we have enough money to spend at 
the casino later on when they suggest it to us. I bet she sends me to the casino. Did you 
see how her attendant was checking out my outfit?” 
 
After only a few minutes, they were ushered into a small room in the back with an 
attractive woman with honey-colored flowing hair, brown eyes with a mysterious look in 
her eyes. For a minute, Nick thought he saw her looking at him and winking, but he 
dismissed that as mistake due to bad lighting. She was an unusual looking woman, 
attractive, seductive, but not particularly beautiful. It was clear to the companions there 
something mysterious and alluring about her. Buzz noticed the same thing and he could 
not take his eyes off her. Natassia was less impressed. She saw Madam Rochelle looking 
at both Nick and Buzz, and even smiling slightly at them each in turn, a hint of 
suggestion in her actions. She did not try the same thing with Natassia but did seem to 
take notice of her expensive clothing and even commented on how “nice” she looked. 
She appeared to be charming them all in different ways. 
 
After several minutes into her trance, Madam Rochelle mumbled some words and then 
spoke briefly to each person. Shortly afterward, it was over.  
 
“I am afraid I do not see anything for you two,” Rochelle waved her hands to indicate 
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Nick and Natassia. “There is extreme love here, and your emotional bonds are keeping 
my energies away. I cannot see past your emotions. However, for Buzz I have better 
news. You are coming into some good fortune,” Madam Rochelle concluded. 
 
She spoke to Buzz only a few minutes more, and suggested he visit a casino, or play 
bingo or the lottery. She made it clear that his time was “at a peak.” Buzz was delighted 
at the news and was anxious to leave. However, Nick and Natassia were still uncertain 
about Madam Rochelle.  
 
“Do you have a particular casino in mind for our friend, Buzz? He should go to the place 
you think is best,” Nick tried baiting Rochelle into suggesting the same casino as their 
clients. He was looking for the obvious scam. To the surprise of the companions, she did 
not suggest any particular casino. She simply said, “Any will do.” Nick tried once again 
to test Madam Rochelle.  
 
“Madam Rochelle, Natassia and I are in love, you are right about that. Surely, there must 
be some way for you to give us a reading? We can go into separate rooms, and we are 
willing to pay you much more for this favor. Will you help us?” Nick entreated. 
 
“I’m very sorry, Nick Reese. Both of your auras are clouded by your emotions. At best, I 
could give you a very vague reading, but it would be guesswork, and I don’t want to do 
that. I’m sorry,” Rochelle said sincerely. 
 
After a few more questions from the companions (except from Buzz, who was ready to 
leave), they found nothing unusual in her recommendation. She suggested no particular 
place, and she charged only her minimum fee for all three of them. When she got up to 
leave, she made one suggestion to Buzz before they left. 
 
“You are in good fortune. I see it in your aura. Nevertheless, beware; do not reverse your 
path. It could prove most devastating,” Rochelle stated cryptically. She did not attempt to 
explain what she meant, and since none of the companions understood what she was 
referring to, they assumed it was some psychic mumbo jumbo and left without asking 
questions. 
 
 

************************************ 
 
 
 
 
“I don’t think she was trying to steer us anywhere,” Natassia confided when they got out 
to the parking lot. “She seemed odd a first, but then she seemed…sincere,” Natassia 
stumbled to find the right words to describe the enigmatic psychic since none of them 
knew if she had the gift of foresight.  
 
“All I know is she says this is my lucky day and I’m ready to gamble. Let’s go!” Buzz 
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was very anxious to get moving. 
“Well, I have to admit I was skeptical of her. Now I’m not so sure. She didn’t charge us 
any extra money, suggest a particular casino, and wouldn’t take our money even when we 
offered her more to read us,” Nick summed up. 
“So you believe she’s the real deal, if there is such a thing?” Natassia was stunned. 
“I don’t know, but I know one thing. She has some knowledge, I’m just not sure how she 
did it,” Nick stated without explaining. 
“What did she do?” Buzz asked. 
“She knew my last name, and I never told her,” Nick revealed. 
 
 
Nick and Buzz decided to see just how correct Madam Rochelle was about this being a 
good night for Buzz to gamble, and headed for the casino outside of town. Natassia 
returned to Paranormal Investigations to keep Lorna company, and to continue digging 
into Rochelle’s past. 
 
 
 

***************************************** 
 
 
 
Buzz and Nick entered the Crown Alexandria Casino and Hotel and were stunned by the 
opulent wealth in the place. The floors were covered with lush, red carpeting, the walls 
lavishly decorated, chandeliers hug from the ceiling, and the gambling areas were large, 
clean and attractive. There were scantily clad young women of all types and creeds, 
walking around serving drinks and selling snacks, and there were a lot of them. 
 
“I could get used to coming to a place like this!” Buzz announced a little too loudly for 
Nick’s sensibilities. “Look at that girl, no, look at this one!” Buzz was in heaven. 
 
“Yes, they are all quite lovely, but let’s try to gamble by keeping our wits, okay? If you 
are constantly distracted by the drinks, the food and all these…,” Nick searched for the 
rights words but came up sounding as bad as Buzz, “…unbelievably lissome young ladies 
–,” He seemed to drift away as he surveyed the room for a minute. 
 
“What does ‘listom’ mean?” Buzz asked a bit confused by Nick’s vocabulary. 
 
“Lissome, means supple, shapely and slim – nubile,” Nick rattled off the synonyms 
without ever looking at Buzz, and without realizing he was openly staring at the bevy of 
beauties. 
 
“Oh, now you are talking my language!” Buzz was ecstatic. “Gambling and nubile young 
ladies.” Then he added in a hush, “I hope Lorna doesn’t hear about this place.”  
Nick was thinking the opposite.  
“I really wish Natassia was here right now. If I were a praying man, I would be praying 
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for a sobering distraction right now. Baseball scores, I’ll try that,” Nick was mumbling to 
himself as a young blonde with big green eyes, and other big assets, came over to offer 
them drinks. 
 
After scolding Buzz for accepting not one, but two drinks, he offered more advice on 
gambling. 
 
“Remember, you can count the cards or try to calculate what cards might be coming up if 
you…” Nick paused when he realized Buzz left his side and was already standing at the 
Blackjack table. 
 
Despite Nick’s sound gambling advice, and his suggestion of avoiding distraction by the 
women or the drinks, Buzz did exactly the opposite. He drank several drinks too many, 
and flirted or talked to every young woman who came offering food or beverages. He 
told ribald jokes at the gambling table, had everyone laughing, and bet just about 
everything he had on nearly every hand. Buzz was in his element. Nick was miserable. 
He found all the food, noise, including the barely clothed women, all very distracting. He 
could not concentrate to advise his friend on betting strategies. It did not matter. Buzz 
was winning nearly every hand. 
 
“And Buzz wins the bank!” the Blackjack dealer announced after several loud rounds of 
Buzz Ashford jokes and even more rounds of Buzz’s ‘woo hoos’.  
 
“I can’t believe you broke the table! How much did you win?” Nick asked in disbelief. 
“Nine hundred something dollars,” Buzz replied, his eyes glazed over with alcohol and 
excitement.  
 
“We should go now,” Nick, advised seeing a look of devilish anticipation of Buzz’s face.  
“Oh, not yet Nick, buddy! What are you, a buzz kill? No pun intended,” Buzz laughed at 
his accidental joke then hiccupped.   
“I got to get to the Texas Hold ‘em table,” Buzz slurred. 
“Buzz, don’t you think you’ve had enough excitement for one night? We should head 
back before your luck changes,” Nick pleaded with his friend. 
“What happened to you, Nicky? You used to be so much fun. Let’s have a blast. I can’t 
lose!” Buzz turned and then walked over to the poker table. Nick followed. He realized 
there was no holding Buzz back at this point. He was along for the ride. 
 
It was the same at the poker table. Buzz cleaned up the table winning another five 
hundred dollars. However, when he started to go to the craps table, two large men in 
Armani suits came over and grabbed Buzz by the arms.  
 
“We think you’ve had enough luck for one night,” one of the security men said, and 
without ever letting go, they carried Buzz to the exit. Nick followed with a slight smile on 
his face.  
 
Once outside, Buzz complained bitterly about ‘police brutality’ and Gestapo tactics, but 
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then Nick consoled his friend by reminding him how much money he just won. 
 
“Yeah, I did, didn’t I? I am freaking great tonight! Can we stop by the Quickmart on the 
way back to P.I?” Buzz asked as they walked to Nick’s Camaro. 
“Why? You can’t possibly be hungry or thirsty after all that junk you ate and drank,” 
Nick pointed out. 
 
Buzz would not quit pestering Nick about the Quickmart all the way back to Greendale, 
so Nick relented and pulled in. Buzz disappeared into the 24-hour store for a minute, and 
then came back out with five state lottery tickets. 
 
“Oh, you have to be kidding!” Nick bellowed. “You know, I worry about you, Buzz. You 
could be a gambling addict if you aren’t careful.”  
 
“As long as I’m winning, I’ll be the happiest addict around,” Buzz firmly stated. 
 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
 
Buzz was absent from work the next morning. It was shortly after ten in the morning 
before he came in. Lorna, who was mad with concern, rushed over to him. 
 
“Where have you been? I tried calling you but I did not get an answer. Are you all right?” 
Lorna was concerned. She had been worrying all morning and assuming the worst. She 
had Buzz killed off in some freak accident by nine o’clock, and by ten, she suggested 
alien abduction. It was a relief to all when he sauntered in just after ten. 
 
“Oh, I’m more than all right!” Buzz was cheerful. 
“Good. What? Why?” Lorna changed from relief to concern again in a microsecond.  
“Nick, you remember those lottery tickets I bought last night on the way home?” Buzz 
asked. 
“Yes, I do remember. Why?” Nick asked, perplexed. 
“I won!” Buzz pulled a lottery receipt and an enormous wad of cash out of his pocket. 
Waving it around to show his friends, he started jumping up and down like an excited 
child. “I won 2,500 dollars!” 
Nick and Natassia exchanged glances. They were happy for Buzz, but both were thinking 
the same thing: Madam Rochelle had something to do with Buzz’s good fortune. 
“We can go to Vegas ba-by!” Buzz stretched out the last word as he picked up Lorna in 
one arm and held the cash in other. He made circular motions letting Lorna’s feet fly out 
behind her as he waved her around in the air. Lorna screamed with excitement – mostly 
because Buzz was excited – and finally put her hands on his shoulder to get him to stop 
moving her around. 
“That’s wonderful, Buzz. Why Vegas?” She asked. 
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“Don’t you think maybe you should fix up that old car of yours, or put the money in the 
bank and think about it for a while?” Nick suggested, trying to calm his excitable friend. 
“What? No, why would I do that? I’m on a roll! I can’t lose, I’m telling you!” Buzz was 
too excited to talk much more. “Why Vegas?” he looked at Lorna. “You know where the 
biggest casinos are? Las Vegas!” 
 
Though his friends tried to talk him out of the trip, he appeared ‘high’ on his good 
fortune, and he wanted more. Natassia pulled Nick aside after several minutes of listening 
to Buzz carry on with joy and elation. 
“Can you keep him here for a bit longer? Do not let him leave. I’m going to make another 
visit to Madam Rochelle and see if I can figure out what is going on,” Natassia explained 
her plan to Nick, who agreed. It took almost an hour to get Buzz calmed down. 
Eventually Nick, who was acting this time as the head of Paranormal Investigations, 
played upon Buzz’s friendship and loyalty to help him finish some work. He was merely 
trying to keep Buzz from running to the next state to gamble. 
 
 

************************************* 
 
 
Natassia paid another visit to Madam Rochelle’s, and this time, she went offering money 
first, and asking questions second. When Rochelle once again objected to helping her 
because she was in love, Natassia made a bold lie. 
 
“I’m…you have to help me, please. I am in love, but I think he might be seeing someone 
else,” Natassia play-acted to get Rochelle’s sympathy. She managed to produce some 
fake tears and even cried a bit. The show was enough for Rochelle to offer her a reading, 
and accept her money. 
 
Rochelle led Natassia to a different room than the last time, and she turned off all the 
lights and lit several votive candles, which flickered in odd patterns against the dark 
walls. Rochelle made a supplicant offer to some goddess that Natassia had never heard of 
before, and then began asking Natassia some general questions about Nick. She reached 
out and asked for Natassia’s hand, and started whispering. 
 
“I sense, love, great love. I see Nick. He is a good man. There are conflicts in him, but 
they are not about you. They are about him. I see only love and affection here. I don’t see 
a man cheating…but what is this?” Rochelle said in a surprised voice, that did not sound 
faked.  
 
“What is it?” Natassia asked truly interested. She was a little mad at herself for getting so 
wrapped up in all the drama, but something inside her became concerned. 
 
“Danger. Great danger. Horrible…” Rochelle said in a tortured voice. The air in the room 
changed from the scent of jasmine to a terrible smell. It was the smell of rancid body 
odor, and something worse – death. Natassia involuntarily put her hand over her nose, 
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and tried to breathe through her mouth, but the air kept coming into her nostrils. 
 
“Do not go there! DO NOT GO THERE!” Rochelle shouted. She was clearly upset and 
apparently unable to break her trance. 
“Don’t go where? Madam Rochelle, where shouldn’t Buzz go?” Natassia tried to get the 
information. 
 
“It isn’t Trick or Treat! Don’t open the door! NO!” Rochelle screamed in fright and let go 
of Natassia’s hand. 
 
Rochelle put her head down on the table between them. Her head ached as if she had hit 
it hard. She was breathless and gasped for air. Natassia was uncertain what happened or 
what Rochelle was talking about. She tried to find out. When Rochelle was able to 
function again, she slowly stood up and turned on the lights. Her attractive face was 
haggard and worn. There were age lines from her eyes that were not there a few minutes 
earlier. 
 
“Are you okay?” Natassia asked, rising to her feet as well. 
“I will recover. Nevertheless, you must take great caution, Natassia Sheperd,” Rochelle 
replied. 
“From what? Did you see anything about why Buzz is winning money?” Natassia still did 
not comprehend this was not about Buzz, but about her. 
“You friend is not what I am talking about. I only saw good fortune with a risk of greed 
the other day. This…this thing I saw, it was after you. It wants you, desires you,” 
Rochelle answered with fear in her eyes. 
“What? I don’t understand. Something is after me?” Natassia was alarmed but she was 
not sure she believed Madam Rochelle. 
“Not yet. Perhaps never. In your future. I must go rest,” Rochelle insisted. 
“But wait, please. I do not understand. What were some of the things you said? I cannot 
remember. I’ll pay you more,” Natassia offered, a hint of desperation coming over her. 
“I don’t want your money – I never did. Now please leave here. I must rest,” Rochelle 
said. She turned her back to Natassia, and walked out of the room leaving the door open 
behind her. A few seconds later, Rochelle’s assistant came and ushered Natassia out of 
the home, asking not to come back. 
 
 

************************************ 
 
 
 
Nick spent most of the early afternoon concocting odd jobs for Buzz to complete. He sent 
him to get them all lunch with a long menu and from several places. He had Buzz 
organize their filing cabinet. It was still new and only a dozen cases were filed away. It 
did not take him long to finish either task. 
 
“What else, boss?” Buzz asked using a term Nick did not like. Buzz insisted. He did not 
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mind calling Nick the boss (and everyone knew he was). Nick drew a blank. They were 
still investigating a missing person relating to an apparition on a nearby highway, but the 
leads in that case had led only to urban legends. He was running out of chores.  
 
“Buzz, more mail for you,” Lorna called out as she retrieved the mail.  
“More fan mail?” Buzz asked. 
“I don’t think so. Unless they are from the IRS,” Lorna calmly used an acronym that 
never made people feel calm.  
“Internal Revenue Service? I wonder what I did wrong this year,” Buzz spoke to himself 
as he opened the official letter. Buzz read the letter for a minute as both Nick and Lorna 
watched him with concerned anticipation. 
“I got a tax refund,” Buzz blurted out after several minutes of reading. He silently read 
the letter back three times to make sure he read it correctly.  
“A refund? Why?” Nick asked. 
“They say they overcharged me three of the last four years,” Buzz mentioned by way of 
explanation. 
“How much money are they sending us?” Lorna bluntly asked. Seeing the look Nick was 
giving her she amended, “Sending you. I mean to spend on you. Not waste it on your only 
girlfriend. No one expects that. That would be selfish and un-American.” Then she 
flashed a big grin at Buzz in case he happened to look at her. 
“I got a refund of 949 dollars!” Buzz said loudly.  
“How much money have you…acquired in the last two days?” Nick asked out of 
curiosity.  
“Well, let’s see. There’s about 1,500 from the casino, then 2,500 for the lottery, now this. 
That's about 5,000 dollars!” Buzz figured. “I am hot!” 
“You certainly are having some luck,” Nick smiled. Although he was happy for his 
friend, he knew this was just too good to be true. Something felt wrong. Since he could 
not place that feeling with any logic, he congratulated his friend. 
“Not that I want anything,” Lorna interrupted with a glare at Nick, “But I’m very happy 
for you and I would love to go with you to Vegas, but I don’t have anything new to 
wear.” She displayed sad eyes for Buzz. 
“We will get you something real nice,” Buzz said as he hugged his girlfriend. 
Nick rolled his eyes and went back to his desk.  
“Am I done with your chores, or do you want me to count the specks in the tile? I’d like 
to get ready to go to Vegas,” Buzz hinted to Nick. 
“Yeah, I guess so. I can’t see any reason for you not to celebrate,” Nick stated. He wished 
he could get rid of his nagging doubt that something about all this good fortune was 
unnatural, but he could not think of a reason to keep Buzz from his road trip. 
 
“Good! I’m going to run across the street to the bank. I’ll be back in a minute,” Buzz said 
enthusiastically and headed out the front door of the office. 
 
Lorna went to the window to watch him cross the street. She always worried about him 
crossing such a busy intersection, but Buzz just laughed at the idea that anything bad 
would ever happen to him. 
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When Buzz was out of earshot, Lorna, her back still turned away from Nick said, “I 
really don’t care if he has money or not, you know. I think I love him.” 
Nick looked up. He realized she had taken offense of his curious look when she got 
excited about the money.  
“Do you really love him, Lorna?” Nick asked. He was not clear if the nature of their 
relationship was anything more than infatuation, and novelty. They were, after all, new to 
each other and Lorna seemed to have a lack of understanding about the nature of love at 
times. 
 
Without turning around, she replied, “I think so. I don’t have any frame of reference for 
what I am feeling for him. I know that when he isn’t around, or I think he is in danger, I 
get icky feelings in here.” Lorna pointed to her stomach. “If we have a fight, sometimes I 
get worse feelings from here,” this time she pointed to her rear end. 
Nick chuckled. This was classic Lorna. She was not trying to be funny; she was being 
sincere. It just happened to be her odd way of phrasing things. “Well, sour stomachs and 
diarrhea either means you are in love, or you have a bad flu,” Nick smiled as he answered 
her. 
“I told you love was like a disease,” Lorna reminded Nick of her comparison months 
earlier. “But it is a good disease, too,” she added. 
 
When he crossed the street, he was attempting to count his money to make a deposit. As 
Lorna and Nick watched, Buzz absently stepped in front of a moving car. He did not see 
it. At the last second, the driver saw Buzz and swerved around him, nearly crossing over 
to the other lane in the process. Buzz saw the car only after it shrieked past him, and too 
late, he jumped to the next lane, but he jumped right in front of a large truck. The truck’s 
horn blared at Buzz as it barreled toward him. He turned around just in time to see what 
was going to hit him. However, it did not hit him although it should have. Instead, a car 
from the opposite lane jumped the centerline and plowed into the front wheel of the truck. 
The impact was deafening and Buzz nearly fell to the ground. He was only feet away 
from the impact as the sedan smashed into the truck wheel, turning the truck away from 
Buzz and into a pole near the street. Buzz was standing, but shaking. 
 
When the dust settled, two people were hospitalized with minor injuries, but Buzz was 
completely unharmed. He was shaken only slightly more than Lorna who ran out to the 
street, risking her own neck to get Buzz back to Paranormal Investigations. Nick assisted 
as they brought Buzz back inside. 
 
“Are you okay, Buzz?” Lorna was as close to crying as Nick had ever seen her. He 
believed her when she said she thought she was in love. 
“I’m all right, I think,” Buzz replied. “Man! I sure was lucky!” 
“Lucky…” Nick mouthed the words like a fine wine. He had not seen this element 
before. “Yes, lucky indeed. You are having a lot of that lately.” 
“Yeah, I guess I am,” Buzz admitted even though he did not make the connection Nick 
was making. 
“Buzz, please, stay away from Vegas, casinos or anything else unusual for a little while 
You can always go another time. Don’t you think you need the rest? You had a busy past 
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few days,” Nick reasoned. 
“Okay, Nicky. Maybe you’re right. I’ll just relax for a while,” Buzz agreed. 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
Natassia returned to the Paranormal Investigations in the late afternoon. She had not been 
able to make heads or tails out of Madam Rochelle’s cryptic warning, although she spent 
an inordinate amount of time thinking about it. She put all that away however, when she 
came into the office after all the commotion outside. 
 
“What happened?” She asked, running over to Buzz and Lorna, who were standing close 
to each other near his desk. 
Buzz looked up and started to tell her all about his narrow escape, but he suddenly felt 
very tired and worn. “Nick can tell you all about it, Nat. I am beat. I think I’ll go home.” 
Natassia looked at Buzz with concern, and then looked for Nick. She was not sure if she 
was going to tell him what Rochelle said at all. She could not make sense of it. Why 
worry Nick with it now?  
“Take care, you two,” Natassia said to Buzz and Lorna. “There is something strange 
about today.” 
“Tell me about it,” Buzz quipped. 
 
As Natassia sought out Nick, Buzz slowly stood up. He ached everywhere. He was not 
sure why he hurt – nothing hit him – but he felt like every muscle in his body had been 
though a workout. Just bracing to be hit by a fast moving truck had taken a toll on him. 
As he got up, he looked down at the floor. Something metallic appeared to be winking at 
him from the floor.  
“Is that my missing silver penny?” Buzz asked. He was surprised, to say the least. 
“Let me see,” Lorna offered and reached down to pick it up. 
“It’s a penny all right. I don’t think it is silver. Maybe zinc or steel. And it is old,” Lorna 
examined the antique. 
“Is it stamped 1943 as the date?” Buzz asked. 
“Yes, how did you know?” Lorna was puzzled. 
Buzz was even more puzzled. He lost this World War 2 era penny several months ago, 
long before they ever owned Paranormal Investigations. He had given up hope of ever 
finding it again. How it came to be here, he could not imagine. 
“What luck,” he said absently, not thinking how odd it really was. “I used to think it was 
lucky for me.” 
Lorna handed him the penny and he tried to put it in his pocket but his new ring caught 
on his pocket, hurting his finger. 
“Ouch!” Buzz exclaimed. “Damn ring.” 
He took the ring off and started looking for a place to store it before they left. 
“I wonder where I should put this ring?” he said his thoughts aloud, not realizing it until 
Lorna responded to his query. 
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“Put it here in your desk drawer,” Lorna offered. 
Buzz thought about taking it with him, but he was too tired to fight the suggestion. He 
opened the drawer and placed the ring in it. Lorna took his hand and led him to the 
parking lot. They went to Buzz’s apartment for some much-needed rest. 
 
Seconds after Buzz closed the desk drawer the ring glowed again. It also changed color 
again, this time to a burnt-orange. 
 
 
 

******************************************** 
 
 
 
The next day began slowly for the employees of Paranormal Investigations. The night 
had not been easy for Natassia or Buzz, but for very different reasons. Buzz ached all 
night long. The few times he did drift off to sleep, he had nightmares about being run 
over by a big truck. Natassia spent the night tossing and turning. No matter what she 
tried, she kept seeing Madam Rochelle’s face and hearing her words of warning, even if 
she did not know that they meant. After three hours of restless sleep, she finally decided 
to come into work several hours early. Nick met her in the morning, at normal starting 
hours, and wondered what was bothering her. Natassia explained some of her odd 
encounter with Rochelle the day before. She left out some of the more disturbing 
warnings because she did not want to worry Nick. 
 
“I think we should go back there and have a serious talk with Rochelle,” Nick advised out 
of concern for Natassia. 
“No, I don’t want to bother her again. I just had a rough night,” Natassia was stubborn.  
“Why? You don’t believe that she actually had some vision, do you?” Nick asked with 
surprise. 
“No, I mean, maybe,” Natassia was indecisive. “Didn’t you say yesterday that she had 
‘some knowledge’ about you?” she reminded him. 
“Yes, well, I did say that. I’m not sure that I think she is an actual clairvoyant though,” 
Nick replied. Nick looked at Natassia and saw resolve. He knew she was not going to 
change her mind. 
“Are you sure you are okay?” He pressed. 
“Yes, I’ll be fine. I just want to put that episode behind me. Just let me get working on 
something else. I’ll be fine,” she reassured him, although she felt far from fine. 
 
Neither was convinced that their encounter with Madam Rochelle was truly over. Nick let 
it drop for now, but he quietly decided to investigate her background.  
 
Buzz started the day feeling rested and ready for a new day. One of the first things he did 
when he came in the office that morning, was to go into his desk drawer and take out his 
new ring. Lorna was standing nearby making a fresh pot of coffee. She watched Buzz 
fondle the ring. It looked slightly different to her. 
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“Isn’t that stone a different color?” Lorna asked. 
“Different? Nah, I don’t think so,” Buzz answered. “It was yellowish before and it looks 
the same to me now.” 
“It looks darker somehow,” Lorna was thoughtful. “Maybe it’s just the light. I wonder 
what kind of stone it is,” she mused as she poured a cup of coffee.  
“I haven’t the foggiest clue. Say – is that my favorite coffee mug?” Buzz asked as he 
gently slipped the ring onto his finger. 
“I did not know it was yours,” she answered as she poured him a cup too. “I found it in 
the cupboard. It’s old, like those pants you are wearing again. The least you could do is 
wear the new jeans I bought you, if you aren’t going to wear slacks. Those old corduroy 
pants went out in the 1980s!” Lorna protested. She had been though this argument with 
Buzz before. Lorna kept trying to toss out the old pair of pants but Buzz insisted on 
keeping them. 
“They may not be in fashion, but I like the way they fit me. Plus, the mug is great 
because it is old, Lorna. It is a 1955 Brooklyn Dodgers mug. You can’t find these babies 
anymore,” he enthused. “Maybe my good fortune is back. I was sure I lost this.”  
 
Buzz was an avid baseball fan. He had several old baseball collectables, one of his 
favorites had been a 1961 Mickey Mantle bat. Unfortunately, for Buzz, and the bat, it was 
destroyed many months ago when he had to use it to smash an overgrown mosquito at 
Biotech Labs. Buzz started to tell her about it, but that happened before he met her. In 
addition, Lorna knew next to nothing about baseball so the importance of its destruction 
would be lost on her. 
“I still think you should get rid of those old pants,” Lorna insisted, not easily dissuaded 
from her opinions about his fashions. 
Ignoring her last comment, Buzz got up, lifted the fresh mug of coffee, and took a big 
drink. “Ouch!” Buzz bellowed, hot coffee spilling out the sides of his mouth as he 
shouted. “Hot!” He warned, getting some of the scorching liquid on his hand as he wiped 
his mouth. 
“Yes, be careful. I turned up the water temperature on the coffee machine this morning. I 
like mine piping hot,” Lorna explained. “Are you all right?” 
Buzz looked at Lorna as if he wanted to say something rude, but between the pain in his 
mouth and his tenuous grip on the 1955 Brooklyn Dodgers coffee mug, he could only 
grunt. The mug was slipping out of his wet fingers and he did everything he could to set 
it down, carefully, on his desk before it fell. He gingerly placed the mug down on the 
edge of the desk, and brought his hands up to his mouth. 
“Again – ouch!” Buzz complained. “Maybe you could tell me before you make the coffee 
hotter next time?” His mouth burned, Buzz went to the water faucet to drink some cold 
water. When he was feeling better, he turned around and walked back to his desk.  
“At least I didn’t drop my favorite mug,” Buzz was relieved. 
At that moment, a heavy garbage truck drove past the front office window and the 
vibrations shook the whole office. Almost in slow motion, Buzz watched as the mug 
vibrated along with the room, scooted to the edge of his desk and teetered there for a 
second. Then it tilted and gravity took over. 
“No!” Buzz cried out and tried to reach for the rare mug, but he was too late. It fell off 
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the edge of his desk, crashed to the tiled floor, and shattered into dozens of pieces. The 
1955 Brooklyn Dodgers mug had joined his Mickey Mantle bat in baseball heaven. 
 
Lorna consoled Buzz for the better part of the next half hour. He was not angry, but 
defeated. “I guess my luck has turned,” Buzz said with sarcasm, not really meaning it. 
What he did not know was that this was just the beginning of his change in fortune. 
 
Nick saw his friend’s distress when he came into the front office area. Buzz cleaned up 
the broken mug but he left the pieces wrapped in a paper towel. 
“Are you going to throw this out?” Nick asked out of curiosity  
“I guess,” Buzz said dejectedly. “I thought I might be able to glue it back together.” 
“Looks like it broke into too many pieces, Buzz. I’m sorry but getting rid of it might be 
the easiest thing to do,” Nick advised with sympathy. Then he thought of something that 
would keep his friend busy for a while, and maybe keep him from dwelling on his loss.  
“Would you help me out with something?” Nick asked. 
“Sure, what do you need?” Buzz replied, anxious to find something to do. 
“I never had a chance to clean out that supply room. Can you get to that? Throw away 
anything we can’t use. Some of that stuff is just taking up space. See if you can condense 
all those shelves filled with junk down to one or two,” Nick suggested. He knew this was 
going to be a big job. It might take Buzz a day or more. He figured the work would keep 
Buzz from getting into any more trouble. 
“Okay, I’m on it,” Buzz responded. 
Nick thanked him and then left the office. Buzz let out a small sigh, and headed for the 
supply room. As he walked through the doorway, which led from the front office into the 
back room – and the supply room – a thread from his old corduroy pants caught on the 
head of a nail barely sticking out of the doorframe. Buzz did not feel anything since the 
threads of his old pants were so loose. Even so, as he walked into the back area a thread 
unwound from his ankle, moved up his leg and to his rear end. With every step, the 
thread pulled away from his pants, unraveling up his leg and across his backside. It left a 
trail of thread all the way back to where he started. By the time Buzz reached the door of 
the supply closet, his pants turned into chaps: the back of his corduroy pants were nearly 
gone exposing the back of his legs and his underwear, even though he did not realize it.  
 
Lorna saw the thread caught on the doorframe and walked over to the door to see what 
was causing it. What she saw made her laugh with surprise. Buzz turned around, hearing 
her amusement and in the process, he wound some of the thread around his feet. 
“What’s so funny? You want to clean out this room?” Buzz asked. “What the hell…” 
Buzz said as he looked where Lorna was pointing. 
“You’ve come undone,” Lorna laughed uncontrollably. Then she whispered, “And your 
ass is showing. You have no pants on in the back,” she explained between bouts of 
laughter.  
“What?!” Buzz exclaimed. “I’ll hide in here in case somebody comes in,” Buzz said 
frantically. He turned around again, the thread winding even more around his feet, and 
tried to walk into the supply room. Despite his effort, the ring of corduroy thread bound 
his feet together, and when he attempted to move forward into the room, he tripped and 
fell forward. 
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A crashing sound came from Paranormal Investigations. It was loud enough to be heard 
from the street, and several people passing by on the sidewalks stopped and looked into 
the office. All they could see was Lorna, who let out a small shriek and ran into the back. 
 
Buzz lay in the center of the shambles. He was unhurt, aside from a few cuts and scrapes, 
but his pride was almost beyond repair. Every shelf and crate in the supply room was 
overturned, broken or on top of Buzz. Nearly all the sundries and various junk lay 
smashed or broken into pieces. Lorna rushed over to Buzz’s side. With effort, she helped 
him to his feet. The room was a disaster. 
“Most of it can be thrown away now,” she offered as comfort. 
 
 
 

****************************** 
 
 
Nick resolved to find out everything he could about Madam Rochelle. He did not wish to 
upset Natassia further by going to see her again after she expressly asked him not to go. 
Therefore, he decided to pay a visit to the Hall of Records in Greendale. After searching 
for close to an hour, he found a record of a ‘Rochelle LaRue’, who moved to the area 
from New Orleans after hurricane Katrina. The record did not offer much information 
about Rochelle before she came to California. However, it did contain a reference to her 
assisting the local police in several investigations. Nick was not sure he would have any 
luck getting information from the local police, but he thought it was worth a try. 
 
 
Nick came back to Paranormal Investigations an hour later. His attempt to uncover the 
background of Madam Rochelle was largely unsuccessful. Nick even went to the 
Greendale police but they were less than helpful. Since Nick had nothing more to go on 
than suspicion, they refused to help him investigate her. They were even less helpful 
when he told them the name of their agency. One thing the companions had not 
understood when they created Paranormal Investigations, was the name itself carried a 
social stigma that no amount of explaining could undo. From that point on, Nick decided 
to simply call himself a Private Investigator when dealing with law enforcement, and 
leave the ‘paranormal’ at the office.  
 
When he returned, Nick passed by Buzz and Lorna, who were sitting together talking 
near her desk. Lorna looked a bit tired, but Buzz’s appearance caught his eye. 
“Buzz, what happened to you?” Nick took notice of several cuts and scratches on Buzz.  
“Oh, I just stumbled. You know me,” Buzz replied. 
Nick did not pursue the subject. Buzz did not appear to be in the mood to elaborate. 
However, as Nick passed the supply room, he noticed that it was clean and neat. The 
sparsely covered shelves only had few items on them. Most of the junk and some of the 
shelves themselves were gone.  
“You finished this already?” Nick asked in astonishment. 
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“It wasn’t as hard as it looked. I just sort of fell into it,” Buzz commented. 
“Good work. I thought that would take much longer,” Nick smiled as he went into the 
back room. 
 
 
 

****************************** 
 
 
Nick and Natassia discussed the subject of Madam Rochelle again, and this time it nearly 
led to an argument. Natassia stood firm with her decision to leave it alone, and Nick 
wanted to have another meeting with her. In the end, Natassia won out and they agreed to 
come back to it only as a last resort. Nick did not understand why Natassia was so upset 
over a phony reading, and in truth, Natassia could not explain it either. Something about 
it bothered her. She just did not want to revisit that memory unless it was necessary.  
 
As they were finishing their intense discussion, Lorna came into the back room and 
interrupted them. It was a welcome diversion. Lorna noticed the looks of frustration on 
both of their faces. 
 
“Sorry, I don’t mean to intrude, but we have a phone call from someone called Mr. 
Iverson. He seems very persistent,” Lorna explained. 
“Why? What does he want?” Natassia questioned. 
“I don’t understand exactly what he wants, but he seems to think we should do whatever 
he asks. Very presumptuous, if you ask me. Have you ever heard of Iverson Boathouse?” 
Lorna asked. 
Nick and Natassia looked at each other for a moment. 
“The Iverson’s of Iverson Docks?” Nick questioned. 
“Has to be. He and his wife are two of the richest and most important people in 
Greendale,” Natassia explained. “They own most of the docks and boathouses along the 
coast, north of Los Angeles almost up to San Francisco.” 
“We better see what he wants,” Nick advised. 
 
It did turn out to be the George and Margaret Iverson as Natassia had presumed. Getting 
their business would be very good indeed. When Natassia hung up the phone, she was not 
so sure this was a job for them. 
 
“Well, they insist one of the boathouses, near Marina Del Mar, is haunted or possessed by 
evil spirits,” Natassia explained. 
“Evil spirits? Buzz asked. “For real?” 
“Do we do those, evil spirits, ghosts?” Lorna asked bewildered. 
“It’s not really our area. For one, I don’t think any of us believe in ghosts or haunting, but 
in this case, I think we should at least check it out,” Nick offered his opinion. 
“This wouldn’t have anything to do with who the client is would it?” Natassia asked, a 
smile forming on her face.  
Nick attempted to hide his reasons, but it was clear to all of them. These were important 
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people with connections all over the state, especially in mid and southern California. If 
they could list them as satisfied clients, it would only help. 
“Look, I admit this sounds more supernatural than paranormal, but if we can help them 
here…” He did not need to explain further.  
“They want to come here first,” Natassia revealed. “I got the impression they wanted to 
check us out before committing to hiring us,” she reasoned. 
 
The companions of Paranormal Investigations spent the better part of the next hour 
cleaning and polishing everything. Buzz tried to stay away from anything that looked 
breakable or affected by gravity. He shied away from telling Nick about his latest bout 
with bad luck until later. He did not really know what to say. However, a concerned 
Lorna came to Nick while they were waiting for George and Margaret Iverson and 
confided in him that she was worried about Buzz. Nick understood that Buzz had been 
having a run of good luck. He was not aware of the recent string of bad luck, aside from 
the broken coffee cup. 
“I don’t know how to explain all of this,” he said to Lorna in private, “but until we can 
figure out exactly what is going on we should let Buzz handle jobs out of the way. I have 
something that might work. There’s nothing breakable in there,” Nick said.  
 
Nick put Buzz to work organizing the company restroom. It needed to be restocked and 
lightly cleaned, but aside from that, it put Buzz out of the way of danger while the 
Iverson’s were visiting. 
 
When George and Margaret Iverson showed up a few minutes later, everything looked 
like it should go smoothly. Mr. Iverson explained that one of his boathouses, a large 
building that housed several dozen yachts, and the nearby docks, have been frequented in 
recent months by spirits. These spirits, he claimed, were scaring the customers and 
renters away and it was bad for business. The companions asked a great many questions 
of the Iverson’s as they tried to narrow the causes of such an occurrence.  
 
 
“Go clean the restroom!” Buzz quietly mocked Nick’s request. “I get all the crap jobs,” 
he complained to whoever might be listening. “Literally.” He locked himself in the 
restroom while the others dealt with the new clients. Buzz had a box of supplies and 
restocked everything he could find that needing restocking. “I don’t see why I have to be 
punished just because of a little bad luck. It’s not like it is infectious,” he said to himself. 
He quietly opened the door to the restroom, which faced the main office reception area, 
and propped the door open slightly so he might hear what was going on. He whispered, “I 
bet it’s out of my system by now.” 
 
Just as he said that, he reached up to put the final roll of toilet paper on the shelves. When 
he brought his hand down after placing the last roll, his watch caught on the shelf, and 
tipped it just enough for several rolls of toilet tissue to come falling down. Buzz 
reflexively reached out to grab them, but there were too many to catch. Three rolls landed 
in just the right place to roll slightly out of the partially opened door. They rolled about 
one foot into the room. Buzz peaked out, but no one had yet noticed them. He bent over 
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to retrieve the wayward rolls of tissue, but as he did his foot bumped the door, and the 
door opened and pushed all three rolls out into the main room where everyone was 
talking.  
 
“We are very impressed with your professionalism here. I have to admit, Margaret and I 
weren’t sure what to expect when we called you. The name, well, it does make one 
wonder just what kind of people work here,” Mr. Iverson concluded. 
 
As the companions and the Iverson’s were coming to an agreement about the job, 
Margaret Iverson spoke out. 
 
“Oh, my dear. What in world is that?” Margaret gasped as three rolls of toilet tissue, 
came rolling into the room, unrolling as they travelled. One unrolled past them, the other 
two headed straight for Mrs. Iverson, who was already spooked over all the talk about 
spirits at their boathouse. Everyone watched in stunned silence as the third and final roll, 
came to a halt against Mrs. Iverson’s foot. She jerked her leg away, and then felt foolish 
for being terrified of travelling tissue. Buzz shut his eyes, turned away from the sight and 
silently closed the restroom door again. “That could have gone better,” he whispered. 
 
Back in the main office, there was dead silence for a moment. Mr. Iverson looked at the 
rolls of tissue, and then back to the companions. 
 
“And we offer the latest in user-friendly lavatories,” Natassia stated with a charming 
smile on her pretty face.  
The Iverson’s were shocked, but Natassia’s joke saved the moment from being a disaster. 
When they left, Nick decided he better have that talk with Buzz. 
 
 

****************************** 
 
 
“Hey, I did what you asked,” Buzz complained. “Is it my fault if the toilet paper was 
curious about what was going on out here? I was too.” 
“Buzz, I’m not picking on you. Something is going on and you know it’s true. First, you 
have an incredible run of good luck. Now, everything is going bad for you. It’s like bad 
luck or something,” Nick explained.  
“Yeah, I guess so. But I don’t understand it, Nicky. What would cause something like a 
change in luck?” Buzz asked reasonably. 
“I admit I am stumped. To be one the safe side, maybe you should go back home for the 
rest of the day. We can handle what’s happening here. You should get some rest, and you 
could catch the game on TV,” Nick soothed his friend’s bruised ego. 
“Maybe you are right. I’ll go home. I do feel a bit under the weather,” Buzz admitted. 
“Good. It’s for the best. If anything comes up, one of us will call you. Be careful getting 
home, okay?” Nick was gentle about the matter with his friend. Whatever was the cause 
of Buzz’s change in fortune, he felt it was best if Buzz was safe at home. 
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Buzz kissed Lorna goodbye and headed out the doors of Paranormal Investigations, and 
headed for his car. His mind wondered all over the place trying to understand what could 
possibly be the source of his turn of luck. Why did he have the good luck to begin with? 
If something caused him to have good luck, what caused it to turn around? The more he 
pondered the curious situation, the more his childhood superstitions came over him. 
Maybe he walked under a ladder. Did he cross the path of a black cat? As he walked 
down the sidewalk toward his car, he recalled a saying he heard when he was a child. 
“Step on a crack and break your mother’s back.” Now he became obsessed with avoiding 
the cracks. The last thing he wanted to do was break the back of his mother, who he loved 
very much.  
 
Buzz skipped over one crack, leaped over another and made a game of it. He was so 
intent not to step on the cracks that he walked past his car. After several minutes, Buzz 
looked up and did not recognize where he was. He never parked this far away before. 
Then he saw his car, or a car that looked like his, and he opened the door and got inside. 
It was hot in the car and he was anxious to get it started and put on the air conditioner. He 
put his keys in the ignition, and tried to turn the engine over. The key refused to budge. 
 
“What now?” Buzz spoke aloud. “I’ve got to get home before something else goes 
wrong,” he decided. He tried turning the key a little harder. The car was so hot that Buzz 
was short tempered. He turned the key some more. Suddenly there was snapping sound. 
Buzz realized he snapped the key off in the ignition.  
“Oh, great! This damn day couldn’t possibly get any worse,” he spoke. 
There was a loud knock at the window of his car. A police officer stood outside, his gun 
withdrawn, pointing at Buzz. Buzz rolled down his window by the crank. 
“What’s wrong officer? Did I do something wrong? My key broke off and I can’t …” 
“Get out of the car now!” the cop shouted. Buzz complied but he still didn’t understand 
what was wrong. 
 
Buzz was handcuffed and arrested right there on the sidewalk. He had gotten into 
someone else’s car by accident because he was not paying attention. Though he tried to 
explain the situation to the police, they were not listening to anything he had to say. They 
took him to the local jail for attempted car theft. 
 
 

****************************** 
 
 
 
“You are where?” Lorna spoke into the phone in shock.  
“I’m arrested. They think I was trying to steal someone’s car, but that isn’t what 
happened,” Buzz tried to tell Lorna. 
Lorna was so upset she could not comprehend his words. She put her hand over her 
mouth and dropped the phone. It was all just too much for her. 
Nick and Natassia had been preparing to make the three hour drive to Marina Del Mar, 
the location of the boathouse and dock that the Iverson’s were convinced was being 
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frequented be evil spirits. They discussed what situations they might run into but had no 
idea what to expect. Natassia had a volume in her modest library about the occult, though 
she only read it for fun. Neither she nor Nick believed in ghosts or spirits, or the occult 
for that matter. They were both from scientific backgrounds and science and mysticism 
did not seem to mesh. They were different worlds, or so they both thought. However, 
with the strange incident with Madam Rochelle, her odd warning of danger for Natassia, 
and Buzz’s curious run of good luck turned bad, they were no longer so certain what to 
expect. The starkly cold realms of science had not mentally prepared them for a world 
where the supernatural might be possible.  
 
“I don’t really know what to take with us,” Natassia said to Nick. She was concerned and 
he could see it in her eyes. 
“Well, don’t they usually take things like candles, salt or crosses for these thing on TV?” 
Nick asked. 
“Salt?” Natassia questioned. 
“They say evil spirits or ghosts can’t cross a circle of salt. Something to do with its 
purity,” Nick explained. He felt silly even mentioning it. 
“I have candles. Crosses…” she paused trying to recall if she owned any. “My earrings, 
the ones in my desk, are small crosses. There’s some salt in the break room. How big a 
circle do we need?” Natassia asked. 
“Those earrings are so small we might need to give the spirits a magnifying glass,” Nick 
teased. “Honey, we don’t know if any of this stuff really works. Bring it if you want. It 
can’t hurt. I’m bringing this,” Nick said as he pulled his 9mm semiautomatic pistol out 
from a locked cabinet in the back room. “In case the spirits turn out to be less ethereal 
and more flesh-like,” he added.  
For once, Natassia did not argue with Nick about bringing along the firearm. At least it 
seemed comforting to have with them. 
 
 
“Help! Help!” Lorna came running into the back room in a panic. “It’s Buzz, he’s a con! 
A public offender. He’s the criminal element,” she jumbled the words so fast they had a 
hard time understanding her. 
 
“What? Slow down, Lorna. Buzz pulled a con?” Natassia tried to calm Lorna as she 
spoke. However, Lorna worked herself into a tizzy of nerves. All she could speak were 
words about crime and punishment. 
“He is a con, a convict! My boyfriend has become an inmate, incarcerated for life.” 
“He’s been arrested? Is that what you are telling us?” Natassia deciphered. 
“Lorna, calm down. We can’t help Buzz until to you tell us exactly what happened,” Nick 
interjected. 
Lorna shut her eyes for a moment and then took a deep breath. “He called. Just now. He 
has been arrested for stealing an automobile, and they are going to lock him away 
forever,” she finished, crying the last part. 
“Where is he?” Nick pried, determined to get the details from someone. 
“At Greendale prison,” Lorna sobbed. 
“At least he’s still in the local jail. Not real lockup,” Natassia said. 
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“I need to get down there and find out what is going on,” Nick decided. 
“Go,” Natassia gave her blessing. “I’ll look after Lorna.” 
Nick turned to leave the room. Before he did, Natassia added, “Nick? You’d better take 
Buzz’s casino and lottery winnings with you. You might need it. They are in his desk. 
Leave the gun with me,” she ordered. Nick was relieved she remembered it. He handed 
her the pistol, and went to Buzz’s desk. 
 
 

 ****************************** 
 
 
Nick drove to the Greendale police station for the second time this day. The first had not 
gone too well when he attempted to get information from the local police and they found 
out the name of his company. This time he was less concerned with getting information 
from them as getting Buzz away from them. He went inside and talked to the desk 
sergeant. Though they made him wait almost an hour, he was finally taken to a room 
where Buzz was seated in a simple orange jumpsuit. He picked up the phone to talk to his 
friend on the other side of the glass. 
 
 
“I see you never made it home to relax,” Nick tried to lighten the mood. 
“No. I never made it out of the city,” Buzz replied. He looked tired and defeated. 
“Don’t worry. We will take care of this. Tell me what happened,” Nick probed. 
“I’m not sure, Nicky. I was walking to my car. I was thinking about superstitions, trying 
not to think bad thoughts or do bad things. I got distracted. Somehow I got into the wrong 
car – it looked exactly like mine,” Buzz explained his predicament. 
“They think you were trying to steal it?” Nick asked. 
“I guess. I was trying to start it with my keys. Of course, they didn’t fit and I broke them 
off. Then I got arrested,” Buzz said, a hint of exasperation in his usually cheerful voice. 
“Let me go talk to the police and see if I can straighten this out,” Nick suggested. 
“Okay. You know where to find me,” Buzz replied. 
 
Nick talked to the sergeant, the detective and finally the arresting officer. If ever a 
description of a stubborn-police-department-that-had-their-minds-made-up applied, it 
was now. Nick tried for another half an hour to explain to them that Buzz simply made a 
mistake. The car he was getting into was the same make and color as his. It was an 
accident. The cops were not buying any of it. As far as they were concerned, Buzz was no 
better than a common crook that got caught red-handed trying auto theft. In the end, there 
was nothing much else Nick could do. He asked about bail.  
 
Fifteen minutes later, Buzz collected his belongings and changed back into his clothes. 
His wallet, keys, coins, and ring were in a storage bag that Buzz did not bother to get into 
at that time. He put the entire bag in his pocket. The friends left the Greendale police 
station, and both of them were hoping it was for the final time – ever.  
 
On the drive back to Paranormal Investigations, Nick told tell Buzz the other bad news. 
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His bail cost nearly 4,000 dollars and he was still going to have to go to court to face the 
charges, though with the help of a good lawyer, they would likely be dismissed. 
 
“The lawyer will cost me another 1,000 dollars for that work,” Buzz said quietly.  
“Yeah. I think that seems about right,” Nick responded not knowing what else to say. 
“So, of the five thousand I won at the casino and lottery, there is about, what, twenty 
dollars left?” Buzz summed up his confusing last two days. 
“Yes, a little less,” Nick confirmed. 
“What am I going to tell Lorna?” Buzz wondered aloud. “She was so looking forward to 
us getting away for a while.” 
“Ask her to be patient, my friend. You’ve been through a lot. In time, you’ll have the 
chance to take her somewhere nice. I wouldn’t suggest Vegas,” Nick added, smiling at 
his friend. 
“Thanks for getting me out of there,” Buzz said sincerely. “That place was not fun.” 
 
 
 

****************************** 
 
 
 
When Nick and Buzz returned to Paranormal Investigations, Lorna met them at the door. 
She rushed into Buzz’s arms, nearly knocking him over. 
 
“I thought you were leaving me for sure this time,” she managed to say. 
“Leaving? Why would I do that? No, I just had some bad luck,” he concluded as he 
hugged her. “Again.” 
 
After his reunion with his girlfriend, Buzz went over to the desk. He was tired and he 
went to Natassia’s desk, not his own. He never noticed it. His bones felt weary. Buzz still 
ached from his near accident with the truck earlier that day, and it had been a very long 
day. He dumped the contents of the plastic police baggie onto the desk, and sorted 
through it. He put his wallet and keys into his pockets, but he left the ring on the desktop. 
Buzz just felt too exhausted to put it on. He left it on the desk. 
 
“Should we try to make the drive to Marina Del Mar tonight?” Natassia asked Nick, 
hoping he would see how worn out she was.  
“It’s late. The drive will take us about three hours. I don’t know about you, but I’m very 
tried. It’s been a hectic day,” Nick replied honestly. 
“I was hoping you’d say that. I’m knackered,” Natassia used a British expression. She 
learned a few of them from one of her best college friends. That friend was Scottish, and 
some of the expressions had stayed with her.  
What did you say that means again?” Nick asked. 
“Exactly how you feel right now,” she answered. 
Buzz was fond of using the terms and expressions as well, but he was not good at 
remembering what they meant. If he said something was ‘poff’ he meant to say it was 
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soft, (he thought that it sounded right) and he loved to joke around asking for a ‘fag’ 
when if he wanted a cigarette. The irony that the words had a similar derogatory meaning 
for each country was lost on him. When he found out what ‘shag’ meant, he tried to use it 
with Lorna as often as he could. She did not find it as amusing. 
 
All four companions walked cautiously to their cars. Lorna drove Buzz’s car, since he 
was afraid to get behind the wheel. Again, irony was present. Buzz had been driving for 
years, but Lorna had only driven for a few months. She was not a good driver and Buzz 
spent most of his time in the passenger seat pointing at things for her to avoid, or closing 
his eyes in case she didn’t avoid them. Natassia and Nick went separately to their own 
cars, but Natassia decided to follow Nick to his apartment and spend the night there. Still 
shaken by her odd encounter with Madam Rochelle, Natassia and did not relish the 
thought of spending this night alone at her place.  
 
 
 

****************************** 
 
 
The next morning came too fast for all of the companions. Buzz called in to say he would 
be late, but Nick did not mind. He told Buzz to stay home with Lorna, to take the day off. 
Nick and Natassia were going to make the long drive to Iverson’s Docks later in the 
afternoon, so there was not much need for Buzz and Lorna to come in. Buzz readily 
accepted the offer. He was not keen about the idea of his bad luck following him to work.  
 
Natassia came in a few hours late but no one appeared to be in the office. She stopped by 
her desk calling out for Nick. 
“Nick, are you here?” she said loudly. Silence greeted her. She knew he was around 
somewhere. Nick left his apartment that morning, leaving her to get some extra sleep. He 
had to be here. The office door was open and the coffee maker was on. Natassia looked 
around briefly, did not see him, so she went to her desk. She set her paperwork on it and 
started to search for a pen. They were going to an area of the California coast that neither 
of them was familiar with, and she wanted to be prepared. She opened a map on her desk 
that she bought at the Quickmart, and as she spread it out, a clinking sound came from 
the floor. Natassia looked down to the source of the sound and saw a small, gold-colored 
ring lying on the floor. It was an attractive ring with a unique design. She had never seen 
anything like it before. She picked it up, admired it for a minute and then slipped it over 
her finger. The stone was yellow-orange, but darker than amber. She wondered where it 
came from. Although it was a bit on the large size for her small fingers, she liked the way 
it looked and decided to keep it on. She would ask Nick about it later. Natassia studied 
the map and lost track of time. 
 
“Oh, you are here,” Nick’s voice sounded from the back room. 
“Where have you been?” Natassia asked, looking back to Nick. 
“I went out the back exit and over to the car. I packed a few things so when we decide to 
leave, we don’t have to do it then,” Nick explained as he came into the main room. 
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“Good thinking. I found a way to get to Marina Del Mar that may save us a little time,” 
Natassia said as she referenced the map. 
Nick came to her side and looked at her route. They talked about the new mission for a 
few minutes, and agreed to leave in the afternoon. It would mean closing the office a little 
early, but this was an important client. Since they were not sure what to expect, they 
brought everything that seemed useful. Natassia forgot to mention to Nick anything about 
finding a ring. 
 
The drive took them the better part of late afternoon and into the early evening. By the 
time they got to the docks district, it was getting dark. When they pulled into the Marina, 
Natassia looked into the night sky. It was a beautiful time of evening when everything is 
just starting to get dark and the sky has an almost navy blue hue. Natassia always thought 
that time of evening was exciting. It held both the conclusion of the day, and the promise 
of tomorrow, yet appeared early enough to hold all of the excitement of a young eventful 
evening. It was her favorite time of the day. Some people are day and morning people, 
some are night or evening people. Natassia and Nick both loved the nights. It was one 
more thing they shared in common. 
 
“I think the one with the problem,” Nick said the word with emphasis, not knowing how 
else to phrase it, “is the one right over there.” Nick pointed in the direction he turned the 
car.  
“It looks normal enough to me,” Natassia decided. 
“Well, I’m not sure what a haunted boathouse is supposed to look like,” Nick remarked. 
“But you are right. This looks like a nice place. Big too.” 
“Somehow I thought it would look old and creepy,” Natassia commented about the well-
constructed building. “It looks…inviting.” 
 “And there’s good lighting outside. I guess that’s our reward for getting to investigate a 
swanky boathouse instead of a dilapidated one,” Nick said. They pulled up about fifty 
yards short of the building and decided to walk to the rest of the way. They were so 
intently looking at the building and the surrounding area, neither of them noticed the ring 
on Natassia’s finger flare up again, and the color of the stone change to a light, yellow- 
amber, its original color.  
 
They got out, opened the trunk of the Camaro, and took out a sack of supplies. Nick 
brought out his 9mm pistol, checked to see if it was loaded, and shoved it into a holster 
around his torso. 
“Ready?” Nick asked. 
“Ready as I will ever be,” Natassia responded sounding unsure. 
“Wait! Don’t close the trunk yet,” Natassia said urgently but in a hushed voice. “I see 
something glinting.” She reached into the trunk and pulled out two earrings in the shape 
of crosses. “I thought I left these at the office?” she questioned. “When you pointed out 
they were so small I put the out of my mind, and forgot to pack them. Or I thought I did.” 
Then she noticed something else shining in the trunk. 
“Nick, your keys to the car are in still in here!” she said, surprised.  
“Good eyes. I guess I set them down when I got the gun. It’s damn good luck you saw 
them before I closed and locked the trunk,” Nick said sincerely. 
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“Let’s hope we have that much luck finding these spirits…I think,” Natassia stated.  
 
A few minutes later Nick unlatched the front door of the boathouse using the key 
supplied by the George Iverson.  
Nick gently opened the door and held it open for a second before walking inside. The 
short delay allowed his eyes to adjust to the dim lighting inside. The two walked inside 
and saw dozens of boats anchored to various moorings with walkways going in every 
direction. There were small pleasure boats, variously sized fishing boats, and large, 
expensive yachts. The inside of the boathouse was welcoming, but the ever-present smell 
of the sea, sea life and salt air, reminded them the boathouse was really nothing more 
than a very expensive cover over a wharf. They tried not to make too much noise as they 
moved down the walkways, but the floors creaked despite their efforts.  
“Over there. I think that is some sort of room or office,” Natassia said gesturing to a 
darkened corner of the boathouse. 
“Let’s go see if we can get inside it,” Nick quietly suggested. 
As the two investigators went to the darkened corner, they saw something dart out of the 
corner and across the walkway. 
“Stop. Did you see that?” Natassia whispered. 
“I saw something. Maybe it was a bat,” Nick said hopefully.  
“In a boathouse?” She asked dubiously.  
Before Nick could answer, a quiet moaning came from the other corner. 
“What the hell?” Nick whispered a bit too loudly. 
Instinctively, Nick and Natassia, both of who had done their share of hiding from 
dangerous beasties in the past year, ran toward the dark corner and took cover in the 
darkness.  
“Okay, maybe the other thing was a bat. That is not a bat,” Natassia said, a hint of anxiety 
clearly in her voice. 
“I agree,” Nick whispered to her in the darkness. He reached out and put his hand 
protectively on her shoulder as she crouched in front of him. “Get behind me,” Nick 
suggested. 
Natassia slid around her boyfriend and hid her small frame behind him. She was certainly 
no coward, but this darkness, the creepy sounds made by the water slapping against wood 
and the moaning combined to make her feel on edge. 
They sat crouched in absolute quiet for several minutes and the moaning stopped. Nick 
reached gently into his pocket and pulled out the keys the Iverson’s had given him for the 
investigation. They were only inches away from the door to the office area. Nick scooted 
forward. 
“Take these keys and see if any of them fit that lock,” he advised. 
“I am starting to be able to see a little bit now,” Natassia relayed. Her eyes adjusted to the 
darkness of this corner of the boathouse.  
As he handed the keys to her in the darkness, he dropped them. They made a small 
clattering sound before she slapped her hand over them. The moaning started again. 
“What is that, Nick?” Natassia asked with concern. 
“I’m not sure but it comes back when we make noise,” Nick concluded. “I don’t think 
ghosts wait for noises.” 
 “So something is listening for us?” she asked with confusion. 
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“It could be some kind of sound-activated device,” he said. “Or a really bored ghost with 
a creepy sense of humor.” 
While Natassia tried the keys to the office door, Nick tried an experiment. He waited for 
the moaning to stop again. When it did, he balled his fist and knocked it against the door 
they were trying to unlock. The moaning started up once again. 
“You are right. It must be activated by sounds,” Natassia whispered. Just as she said this, 
the key she was using, unlocked the door. A “click” came from the door. Natassia gently 
opened the office door. The two crawled into the room and started searching for a light. 
They did not have any luck.  
“Did you bring those votive candles?” Nick asked. 
“Why? You want to have a séance?” Natassia questioned. 
“I was thinking more of the light,” Nick replied.  
“Oh, right. Light would be good, too.” Natassia dug into the sack and finally found 
several small candles. She lit one, gave it to Nick, and then lit the other for herself. The 
light from the candles was not bright, but it revealed a roomy office with a small 
reception area, and a back room office. They headed into the small office. 
As they came in the room, Natassia noticed a bright red lever next to the wall.  
“What is that for?” She asked. 
“I believe that’s for an emergency shutter. It comes down in case of a fast rising storm. 
Expensive, but effective in an emergency,” Nick explained. He looked around the small 
office for anything that might have information. He flicked on a light switch rendering 
their candles obsolete. 
“Can you get into that filing cabinet?” Nick wondered. 
“Nick, what are we looking for?” Natassia was curious. 
“Someone went a lot of trouble to place a spooky sounding, sound-activated device out 
there. To me, that says they don’t want people around here at night. The question is – 
what are they trying to hide?” Nick reasoned. “Maybe that locked filing cabinet has some 
answers.” 
“What about the keys?” Natassia suggested optimistically. 
“I doubt he gave us the keys to some filing cabinet. Maybe you could pick it.” Nick was 
being even more optimistic.  
“That only works in movies, or they have some clever catch hidden away,” she mocked. 
To show how ridiculous the idea of getting into the locked filing cabinet really was, 
Natassia rapped her knuckles against the far side of the filing cabinet.  
“See? It never…” The cabinet snapped open, and the drawer sprang out at them.  
“…ever so rarely works.” 
“Good work,” Nick said admiringly. 
“It’s all in the wrist, really,” she replied, covering her own disbelief. 
 
The couple rifled through the paperwork until they came across a large folder banded in 
multiple rubber bands. It was heavy. In it were records of transactions. Deals, prices of 
merchandise, items being brought into the boathouse and sold, and items being taken out 
of the boathouse after being resold. 
“What is all of this?” Natassia asked after reading for several minutes. 
“All these things: electronics, jewelry, art, they are being sold or bought here at this 
boathouse,” Nick realized. “It looks this place is being used as a fence for stolen 
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merchandise. They probably smuggle it in by boat, sell it here, and then it is resold to 
others. This is how they hide the activity and the money,” Nick suddenly got worried.  
“If that’s so, aren’t these people going to be very dangerous, especially if we are caught 
here?” Natassia voiced both of their concerns. 
 
There was a voice from behind them. 
 
“A kewpie doll to the pretty lady. Very dangerous indeed,” said a Cockney voice from 
the darkness. 
Natassia and Nick spun around after hearing the words. They saw a man a few feet in 
front of them, with two other men ten feet behind him, both wielding pistols. They were 
all wearing black stocking masks with white skulls painted over their faces.  
“You must be the ‘spirits’ haunting this boathouse,” Nick surmised. He reached into his 
shirt for his gun but his actions were spotted. 
“Do be a good boy and take your hands out of your shirt there, mate,” said the Cockney 
voice. “Drop the piece, or I’ll have to shoot the face off that pretty lady with you, and that 
would be a shame, wouldn’t it?” 
Nick stopped immediately and placed his gun on the floor. After he surrendered his gun, 
he said, “Let her go. She’s just some bimbo I picked up on the way here.” 
Natassia shot a fierce look at Nick but then realized he was trying to protect her.  
“Chivalrous to the end, eh? No, I don’t think so mate,” the ringleader said. “Even if she is 
just some bimbo, she’s seen too much. Besides, with a doll like this, I’m sure we can 
think of something better to do with her than shoot her,” he added ominously. The two 
henchmen in the background snickered and laughed at the prospect. 
“I’ll never let you touch me!” Natassia exclaimed.  
“Oh, a feisty one at that. I have to insist you cooperate, doll, or I’ll be forced to shoot 
you. As I said, that would be a shame,” the ringleader sneered. 
“The only way you are going to ‘do’ anything with me is if I am dead, mate,” Natassia 
mocked in a British accent. 
The ringleader looked surprised for a second, then smiled a wicked smile at her, “Well, 
doll, I don’t suppose you have to be alive for me and my boys to have a little fun. I said it 
would be a bloody shame, not impossible.” 
Natassia understood the threat. These men were dangerous to the extreme. She glanced at 
Nick, and he nodded. They had no choice but to fight.  
Nick dove to the ground and reached for his gun, a few feet away. At the same moment, 
while the others were temporarily distracted, Natassia reached over and pulled on the red 
lever. The sound of large chains moving metal shutters into place filled the boathouse. 
The two gunmen stopped aiming at Nick, who was still struggling to get a hold of his 
gun, and took aim at Natassia. The ringleader was alarmed by all the noise from the 
shutters coming down. He pointed at Natassia, “Shoot the bitch!” 
 
One of the henchmen put her in his sights and shot at her. The bullet whizzed past her so 
closely that she could hear it rip through the air. 
 
“She’s only ten feet away you sodding moron, shoot her!” yelled the ringleader. 
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The gunman looked at his gun in disbelief. He aimed again, and pulled the trigger.  
Natassia instinctively flinched from what she felt certain would be a direct hit on her. 
Instead, the shot ricocheted off a wall decoration of an anchor behind her, hit the ceiling, 
ricocheted again and then found its mark by hitting the other gunman on the other side of 
the room. He let out a small gasp, and then fell over to the floor. He did not get up. 
 
The first gunman blanched in shock. Although he left a round in the chamber, he 
removed the clip from his gun and looked in the barrel, convinced something must have 
deflected his shot. Natassia reached into her bag and pulled out the container of salt. She 
hurled it at the last gunman as he was inspecting his barrel. The salt container opened up 
during flight. A spray of flying sodium chloride hit the gunman in the face and got into 
his eyes. He let out a small cry, reflexively tried to bring his fingers to his face, and in the 
process, shot himself in the head. 
 
The ringleader let out of a tirade of British expletives, and then lunged at Nick who had 
just found his gun. The two struggled on the floor for control over the firearm.  
 
Natassia could not believe her luck. She was shot at twice, and missed twice. Not only 
that, but the bullets ended up hitting the men who fired at her. When she saw that Nick 
was struggling with the ringleader, she came over to help. Natassia made a desperate grab 
for the ringleader, but only got hold of his mask. As she pulled at him, the mask came off 
and she saw his face clearly.  
 
The ringleader made a ferocious growl in desperate fury, and hit Nick across the back of 
his head just as Nick got his hand wrapped around the gun. Nick fell down again, the gun 
spun away as he tried to get up. The ringleader grabbed Nick’s gun, stood up and pointed 
it right in Natassia’s face.  
 
“Now, bitch, it’s your turn to get a bullet,” he snarled. He pulled the trigger with the gun 
only inches away from Natassia’s face. The gun clicked, but did not go off. Natassia 
blinked in surprise, then reached out and slapped at the gun with the back of her hand, 
sending it flying to the floor and back toward Nick, who was still struggling to get up. 
 
The ringleader panicked and ran out of the office. He disappeared into the night running 
as fast as he could. 
 
“Nick!” Natassia cried out, running over to him. He was still down near the floor on his 
hands and knees, trying to clear the cobwebs out of his head.  
“Are you all right?” she asked concerned. 
“I’m okay,” he reassured. “How did you get those other two?”  
“I don’t know. My lucky day – three times,” she said not realizing until she said it how 
correct she was. “Too lucky to be a coincidence,” she added as an afterthought. “We 
better get out of here.” 
“Wait,” Nick said, slowly rising to his feet and holstering his gun. “Let’s take that file 
with us – the one with the rubber bands on it.” 
 They grabbed the incriminating file and ran to the Camaro in the parking lot before 
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anyone could return. 
 
 

****************************** 
 
 
The drive home to Greendale felt considerably longer than the drive to the marina. Nick 
and Natassia talked about their near fatal run-in with the smugglers. Neither were hurt, or 
not seriously, but Natassia had hurt her hand when she knocked the gun away from the 
ringleader. She flexed it trying to bring back the feeling. Natassia wiggled her fingers but 
could not get full feeling in her hand. She removed her new ring, and placed it in the front 
pocket of her purse.  
 
“So they weren’t spirits after all,” Nick concluded after they had recounted everything 
they could recall about the incident. 
“No, I almost wish they had been. That ringleader, the guy in charge, he was unnerving,” 
Natassia said with a shudder. 
“Yes, he was. His accent, was that Australian?” Nick asked. 
“No, that was English. Cockney I think. He had some other accent mixed in there too, but 
I couldn’t place it,” Natassia responded.  
“I wish he had not gotten away,” Nick mentioned absently. 
“I am glad he ran away. I don’t know if we could handle him alone. He was cagey,” 
Natassia commented. 
“If I could have cleared my head sooner…” Nick did not finish his sentence. They were 
both thinking the same thing. They had been lucky, especially Natassia. 
“What exactly happened when he pulled my gun on you?” Nick finally asked. 
“It’s hard to explain,” Natassia replied. Seeing Nick expectantly waiting for some kind of 
explanation as he drove, she continued. “The first henchman shot at me and missed. I 
could hear the bullet. Then he shot again and somehow shot the other henchman. Then I 
threw that bottle of salt we brought with us at him – and he looked into his gun and it 
went off.” 
“That’s odd and lucky. Why did you think to bring salt again?” Nick questioned. 
“It was your suggestion. Remember? You said you heard spirits couldn’t cross a circle of 
salt. I brought it just in case,” Natassia explained, feeling a little silly. 
“I didn’t think you took me seriously,” Nick responded. “It came in handy anyway.” 
 
“Then when that English one grabbed your gun, he pointed it at me and tried to shoot me, 
right in the face,” Natassia said, a hint of fear still in her voice. “But it did not go off, and 
I managed to knock it out of his hand. That’s how I hurt my hand,” she offered. 
“You think your luck was just that? Luck?” Nick pondered. 
“Are you saying I have Buzz’s string of luck now? You remember how that went for 
him,” she replied. 
“I don’t know. It just seems like you were exceptionally lucky back there. Whatever the 
reason, I’m glad you are okay,” Nick soothed. “You are okay, right?” 
“I’m still shaking, but I’ll be all right,” Natassia said, rubbing Nick’s shoulder. She could 
tell he was concerned for her.  
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“One good thing is that when I pulled off his mask, I got a very clear look at his face,” 
Natassia said with a smile coming to hers. 
“What did he look like?” Nick asked. 
“It’s really hard to explain. I have such a clear picture of him in my head. If only we 
could find those people who draw faces,” Natassia was thoughtful for a moment. 
“Like a portrait painter?” Nick was confused. 
“No. You know, a drawer – someone who can draw faces of criminals,” Natassia 
searched for the right word. 
“A sketch artist,” Nick understood. 
“Exactly. That’s what we need, a sketch artist,” Natassia replied. 
“After my experience with the Greendale police, I don’t think they are going to be much 
help,” Nick advised. 
“I may know someone who can help,” Natassia said quietly. 
 
During their conversation, the ring in Natassia’s purse flared up again and changed color 
from light amber to burnt-orange. 
 
A little under three hours later, they arrived back in Greendale. The familiar sights and 
sounds of their hometown were comforting to them both. However, they had to pass 
through their town and head to the south. Nick wanted to get the files they recovered 
back to George Iverson as soon as he could. Mr. Iverson could then let the local police 
handle the criminal element using his boathouse as a smuggling operation and a fence. 
Natassia was mentally exhausted, but she understood how important it was to get the 
information back as soon as they could, so she agreed. It took the couple about twenty 
minutes to get to the Iverson’s home. Before they went up to the house, Natassia touched 
up her smeared makeup and placed the ring back on her finger. 
 
“Let’s go,” Nick said anxiously. He had been pacing outside the car, while Natassia put 
final touches on her makeup and her eyes. Nick thought she always looked great and he 
did not understand this whole need to ‘look perfect’. However, as she got out of the car, 
her dark eyes glittered in the moonlight, and he realized she knew better than he did when 
a woman needed a touchup.  
“You look amazing, as always,” Nick said, taking her by the arm. 
“I want to make sure we make a good impression on Margaret Iverson, after the toilet 
paper incident at the office,” Natassia reminded Nick. 
“True, but I think it is Mr. Iverson that pays our bill,” Nick reasoned. 
“And who do you think tells him who he should hire?” Natassia responded, revealing 
female wisdom that Nick tended to overlook.  
“I defer to your feminine experience. You’ll make a great impression,” he said, smiling at 
her. 
 
As they approached the Iverson’s attractive front door, Natassia stepped on something 
squishy. “Splat” came a wet sound from under her foot.  
“Oh, no!” she whispered. 
“What was that?” Nick asked. 
“I stepped in something,” she replied. 
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“What is it?” Nick questioned looking down at her feet. 
Natassia lifted her foot and peered at it. 
“Oh, yuck! It’s dog poop,” she said, making a vexed expression on her freshly made up 
face. 
“Here,” Nick took her by the arm. He led her into their side yard, away from the front 
door. “Wipe it off on this metal fence,” he advised. 
The metal fence was made of interlocking diamond shapes of metal wire. This one 
looked like it had been up for quite some time. 
“Help steady me, please,” Natassia pleaded. Nick held her by the arm. She lifted her foot 
to the fence and brought her foot down across the wire frame several times, but she could 
not get all of the dog crap off her shoe.  
“It's not all coming off. I can’t go to the door with this stink on my foot,” Natassia said 
wearily.  
“Keep trying,” Nick suggested. 
Just then, George Iverson opened his front door and glanced over to the side. 
“Who is that over there?” he asked angrily. 
“I better go talk to him. Join us as soon as you can,” Nick said in a hurry, and walked to 
the front door. “It’s Nick Reese, Mr. Iverson. We investigated your boathouse and found 
something I think you should look at.” 
“Isn’t she coming in?” Mr. Iverson asked, eyeing Natassia. 
“She’s uh…she’s finishing a call on her phone. She’ll be over in just a minute,” Nick 
quickly lied. 
As Nick and George Iverson stepped into the foyer of the house, Natassia continued to 
struggle with her shoe problem.  
“Of all the luck,” she whispered to herself trying to rake the excrement off her foot. 
“Literally, bad luck,” she suddenly realized her luck had turned. “Oh, no! Please not 
now.” 
Her foot pierced a hole through the fence where rust had weakened it. Natassia’s foot 
slipped through the new opening and caught on the broken wires. She almost lost her 
balance, righted herself by grabbing the fence, and attempted to pull her entangled foot 
out of the hole in the fence. It would not budge. She gave it one final pull, and suddenly 
her foot popped out of the opening. Natassia twisted her body around as she fell onto the 
ground, face first, her freshly made up face taking a literal nosedive into the muddy 
ground. 
“Shit, shit, shit!” she swore as softly as she could.  
Natassia lifted herself from the ground, and tried to wipe the mud off her nose. It was 
then she noticed her shoe was still on the other side of the fence. Except for her sock, her 
foot was bare. She reached through the fence to retrieve her shoe, but she could not reach 
it. As she withdrew her arm in resignation, the fence wires tore a hole in her jacket and 
ripped her shirt all the way to her sleeve. 
“Oh, this cannot get any worse,” she grumbled. 
 
“Honey?” Nick called from the door. “Mr. and Mrs. Iverson would like to ask you about 
the man who attacked us. Are you able to get off the phone yet?” Nick called out, 
pretending to be interrupting his girlfriend’s phone call. 
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“I’m coming!” Natassia whined, feeling ready to go and hide. The she whispered to 
herself, “I’m coming as fast as I can. Hide the sharp objects.” 
Nick continued to talk to Mr. Iverson for several more minutes before Natassia 
sheepishly came to the front door and into the foyer. She looked like she had been 
through a war. 
“Oh, dear girl,” Mrs. Iverson said as she walked into the room. “Did the brigand who 
attacked you do that?” 
 
Nick looked at Natassia. His eyes went wide with alarm. The last he had seen her, she 
looked fine. Now she had mud on her nose, her hair was tangled, had small twigs in it, 
her jacket and blouse were ripped open to the wrist, and her shoe was missing. 
“I really hate the new I-Phone,” Natassia joked. Sadly, none of the others noticed her 
humor and they just stared at her. She amended, “No, Mrs. Iverson, I just slipped outside. 
I’m very clumsy sometimes,” she added. 
“Well come in dear, let me help you get cleaned up,” Margaret Iverson said, taking 
Natassia by the arm and leading her to the bathroom. “Where is your shoe?” 
Natassia turned and gave Nick a weary look. Nick understood something was wrong and 
he hurried the conversation with Mr. Iverson. 
 
Mr. Iverson agreed to take the file, call the police in Marina Del Mar, and let them handle 
the smuggling operation. He thanked Nick profusely, apologized several times for 
sending them into such danger and paid Nick handsomely. Nick got the impression the 
large check was as much to keep quiet about the criminal activity – the press would be 
bad for business – as it was to pay him for a job well done. Nick was not convinced that 
he would ever hear from the Iverson’s again. 
 
Natassia finally came back from the bathroom, and stood next to Nick near the doorway, 
edging slightly toward the exit. She wanted to go home, forget this night and take a bath. 
Just before the couple left the Iverson’s home, Mitzi, Margaret Iverson’s little dog, came 
running over to Natassia, sniffed her, lifted its leg, and urinated all over Natassia’s 
socked foot. 
 
 

 
****************************** 

 
 
Natassia went home to her own apartment, afraid to let her bad luck infect Nick. She had 
a series of minor misfortunes, none of them too serious, before drifting off to sleep. She 
was exhausted. Natassia slept until daylight. When she awoke, she felt refreshed. It was 
too early to go in to work at Paranormal Investigations. Natassia dressed and headed to 
the FBI office outside of Greendale. She did not inform Nick of her plans.  
 
 
“I am surprised you came to my office,” Agent Shawn Williams spoke to Natassia.  
“Why?” she asked, not thinking about the last time she saw him. 
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“My visit to your office two months ago didn’t go to well, if I recall. Your boyfriend was 
especially unhappy,” Shawn explained. 
Natassia recalled the heated exchange between Nick and Agent Williams. She felt partly 
responsible for it becoming so explosive, since she was at the center of the dispute. 
“I need your help, and your discretion,” she said ignoring his comment. 
“Discretion is not a problem. What can I help you with?” Shawn asked as his curiosity 
rose. Shawn was attracted to Natassia from the moment he met her. He did not 
understand what she saw in Nick, or why she was with him. After his confrontation with 
Nick, he was more than willing to help her. 
“The discretion – well, I think you know what I mean. Nick might not understand why I 
came to you after the…situation last time,” Natassia struggled to find the proper word to 
describe their near-altercation.  
“As I said, Natassia, anything I help you with will remain between us. If that is how you 
want it to be,” Shawn smiled at her. 
“Thank you. Last night, we were attacked while investigating the docks at Marina Del 
Mar. I saw the face of the man who tried to shoot me. I’d like to see if you could get 
someone to sketch him for me. Maybe then we can catch this guy,” she explained 
vaguely. 
“I’ll need to know more about what happened first,” Shawn was honest. “You say this 
man shot at you, or tried to shoot you. I need to know why,” Agent Williams pried. 
“Don’t get me wrong, I’m pleased to see you again, but why come to me, and not the 
police?” he asked. 
Natassia started to explain their odd assignment to Williams, but she was interrupted in 
mid-sentence by William’s assistant on the intercom. 
“Mr. Williams, we have a man here who demands to see you. His name is Nick–” she 
started to say. 
“Nick Reese,” Shawn completed her words. “I had a feeling he might show up,” he said. 
“Show him in.” 
Natassia lowered her head in shame and embarrassment. She tried to avoid coming to see 
Shawn Williams by herself, but telling Nick about her plan was even harder. Now she 
wished she had told him. As Nick came into the room, his eyes locked on hers for a 
second, and she looked away. She hoped there would not be another confrontation. If 
there was one, she knew she had helped create it. 
“Mr. Reese. I can’t say I am surprised to see you here. Do you always keep such close 
tabs on Natassia?” Williams asked inquisitively. 
“Shawn. Natassia,” Nick introduced himself. “I have a feeling this is something I should 
be in on, since I was also attacked last night.” 
Natassia looked at Nick. “I just wanted to get a sketch of the creep we ran into. I did not 
want you to get upset if I suggested we contact Shawn,” she attempted to explain. 
“Let me answer Shawn first,” Nick dismissed her. “No, I don’t usually keep tabs on 
Natassia. I trust her with my life. However, when it comes to you, she seems to have a 
problem with honesty,” Nick’s words bit deeply into Natassia. 
“Let me ask you two to argue over me at another time,” Williams advised. “Like you, my 
time is valuable and I don’t have the time or the desire to get in the middle of 
your…issues. So why were you attacked?” 
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Nick let Natassia explain the situation. He remained silent except to add a few details 
about why they were hired to investigate the boathouse. When she was finished, Williams 
rubbed his chin, got up from behind his desk and walked slowly around the room deep in 
thought. 
“This guy, the one you call the English ringleader, he caught you both in his warehouse 
that he was using to smuggle goods and launder money,” Shawn summed up. 
“Boathouse,” Nick corrected. 
“Right. Boathouse. Nevertheless, this file with the transactions you gave to the owner, 
this Mr. Iverson. Correct?” Agent Williams asked. 
“Correct,” Natassia concurred. 
“So what evidence do you have that he was doing what you say he was doing?” Williams 
got to the point. 
“I would have kept the file, if I would have known we were coming to you for 
assistance,” Nick explained. “I got the impression Iverson was going to ask the Marina 
Del Mar police to clear up the matter.” 
“Then they are who you need to ask for help,” Williams was blunt. He did not like being 
used, though had this request remained between Natassia and him, Williams would have 
helped her. 
“I thought as much,” Nick stated as he got to his feet. “That’s one reason I would have 
been against coming here. I guess this case is over, for us.” 
“Wait. Shawn, we…I came in because I saw this man clearly. This may not be your case, 
but surely you can let us borrow your sketch artist long enough to make a sketch, and 
then we will leave. We could take the sketch to the Marina Del Mar police, if necessary. 
But while his face is still in my head, I’d like to get it sketched. Can you help? Please?” 
Natassia looked at Williams with pleading eyes as Nick started for the door. 
Nick stopped short of reaching for the door when he did not hear her request turned 
down. He was surprised. 
“I’ll help you. Both. This time. Next time you have a serious matter, and this is a serious 
matter, come to me first, and together. You look less than credible coming to me in 
secret,” he said looking at Natassia. “I’ll get our crime artist. They’ll need you to remain 
here Natassia. Nick, you come with me. Since you’ve been involved in a shooting and 
people died, we have to inform the local authorities in case they need your testimony.” 
Williams advised. 
 
Nick nodded his head in agreement. He had not intended to get in the middle of the 
matter since he was no longer on the case. When Williams confronted them both with the 
fact that they were witnesses, he understood and complied. 
“You are right. I wasn’t sure what to do,” Nick replied. 
Williams looked at Nick and for the first time he saw a man who was trying to do the 
right thing, not a young punk who had no respect for the law. He had underestimated 
him. Williams had his own prejudices to overcome. First impressions are often wrong 
impressions. 
“Walk with me, Nick,” Shawn asked. As Natassia worked with the crime artist to get a 
facsimile of the ringleader, Shawn and Nick had an honest talk. 
 
“She came to me in secret only because she assumed you would be angry at her,” Shawn 
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defended Natassia. 
“She was probably right. I would have discouraged her,” Nick revealed. “But I would 
have been wrong. When I see it from her perspective, you are the most logical choice. 
You have the resources – and you and she seem to have a rapport,” Nick said. He was not 
angry that Natassia trusted Agent Shawn Williams. He was upset with himself for 
burning that bridge two months ago. 
“She’s a special woman, Nick. You are a lucky man,” Shawn said, smiling for the first 
time at Nick. “She might have made a mistake coming here alone, but her intentions 
seem honorable.” 
“I know how lucky I am, believe me. Her instincts were right, of course. We do need 
your assistance,” Nick admitted. He found it hard telling a man he considered a rival for 
his girlfriend’s attention, anything nice. Nick chose his words carefully. This was more a 
strategic move than it was logical. He wanted to bury the hatchet with Williams. He also 
knew that having a friend in the FBI could be very useful in the future. Nick set aside his 
jealousy, and made peace with Shawn Williams. It turned out they had some other things 
in common, aside from an affinity for Natassia. 
 
Sketch in hand, Nick and Natassia left the FBI office together. They were silent as they 
walked to their cars. Nick broke the silence. 
“Natassia – you were right to come here for the sketch. I didn’t think it would work since 
the FBI weren’t on the case, but I underestimated your persuasive skills. I just wish you 
had talked to me about it first,” Nick stated. 
“I was afraid to bring it up. I know how you and Shawn hate each other,” she jumped to 
conclusions. 
“Not anymore. I think we understand each other better,” Nick surprised her with his 
words. She did not think Nick and Shawn would ever get along. 
“Really?” Natassia asked, stunned. “What did you two talk about?” 
“Nothing much. Guy stuff. He’s okay,” Nick replied. Although he still had misgivings 
about Shawn William’s intentions toward Natassia, he was not about to let her see 
through him about Shawn Williams. He might need his assistance, and having a friend 
that only Natassia could trust would be extremely divisive for his own relationship with 
her. In case he could make a friend, or in case he needed to watch a rival, he decided to 
bring Shawn Williams closer to him. He still intended to keep an eye on him. 
 
 
 

****************************** 
 
 
When they returned to the office, Buzz and Lorna were back from their one-day holiday. 
They seemed refreshed and anxious to work. 
 
“How was your day off?” Nick asked his friend.  
“Nice. Could get used to that,” Buzz replied. 
“And your luck? How’s that?” Nick questioned, suspecting he knew the answer. 
“None of it. Good or bad, and good riddance!” Buzz said emphatically. 
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“We decided to put off going to Las Vegas,” Lorna beamed looking like she may have 
won another battle of the wits with Buzz. 
“I agreed it would be a good idea for me to learn some more discipline before I ever try 
to break the bank again,” Buzz admitted. 
“Discipline, huh?” Nick grinned. He silently thought discipline was one thing Buzz was 
never going to master. 
“Yeah. Eventually, when I get around to it,” Buzz said without realizing he lacked the 
discipline to learn any. 
Natassia came over to join the conversation. 
“Buzz, are you still having bad luck?” Natassia asked with a concerned look on her face. 
She was worried it might somehow be contagious, and that she might have picked it up 
from Buzz.  
“No! I just told Nick the same thing. Why are you both worried about it?” Buzz 
questioned. 
Nick and Natassia exchanged glances. It was time to come clean and find some answers. 
They both felt justified in their separate opinions about Shawn Williams. Even if their 
relationship had taken some recent bruising, when it came to taking care of business, and 
each other, all other issues took a back seat. They worked flawlessly together. 
“I think I’ve got the curse now,” Natassia admitted. 
“I can’t believe you would bring that up at work!” Lorna piped up. 
“What?” Natassia asked perplexed 
Lorna changed her voice to a loud hush, but did not hush it enough to be unheard.  
“The curse! That you are having your period,” Lorna was shocked. 
Nick let out a small laugh and Buzz joined in. 
“No, not my menstrual cycle, Lorna. The luck curse. You know, the one Buzz had the 
day before yesterday?” Natassia looked at both men to make sure they understood what 
she meant. 
“Oh. Is that what we are calling it now? Seems like you should not choose a name that is 
about a woman’s body,” she advised. 
 “I, uh…” Natassia was stumped. 
“Umm, I suggest we visit Madam Rochelle again. It seems to me that all this luck started 
after our visit with her,” Nick saved the moment although Natassia felt dread at the 
mention of the psychic’s name. 
“You think she put the whammy on me, and Nat?” Buzz asked excitedly. He was anxious 
for a little payback. 
“I don’t know if that is even possible, or how it would be done, but clearly something 
untoward is happening.” 
“Untoward? Does that mean the opposite of toward? Are we going to go the other way 
from toward? I don’t understand some of the things you people say,” Lorna questioned. 
The friends spent several minutes explaining the infrequently used expression to Lorna 
before she calmed down. When that happened, they headed to Nick’s car to visit Madam 
Rochelle. Natassia went to her desk, picked up her purse and put the ring back on. She 
didn’t think anything of it and neither did any of the others. 
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****************************** 
 
Madam Rochelle was still nursing a splitting headache she acquired ever since she gave 
Natassia a reading. She had cold compresses on her forehead, and took large doses of 
aspirin. None of it seemed to be helping.  
 
A loud knock came from her front door. Rochelle let her assistant go home early, so she 
had no choice but to reply to the person at the door herself. She spoke out, “Please go 
away. I’m not feeling well enough to see anyone. Come back another time,” Rochelle 
stated. 
 
“We need to see you and we need to see you now!” Came an angry reply. It was a man’s 
voice, and Rochelle thought she knew who it was although she was not sure. 
“I cannot help you and I do not want to see you. Go away,” she replied. 
 
Her front door came crashing down shortly after her reply, and Nick came charging into 
her living room, Natassia was behind him and Lorna and Buzz brought up the rear. 
 
“What are you doing barging into my home like this!?” Rochelle was angry, and a little 
frightened. “Why are you here again?” 
“We demand answers about the string of luck and misfortune we’ve been experiencing 
ever since we visited here,” Nick demanded. 
Just as he said that, Natassia tripped over a phone cord that went to a small table nearby, 
fell off to one side and disappeared from view as she landed behind a couch in Rochelle’s 
living room. A voice came from behind the couch. 
“Yeah, and we mean business!” The threat came out less than frightening. The others all 
looked over to where the voice came from, and saw only an empty couch. Slowly, 
Natassia pulled herself up and peeked over the top of the ottoman.  
“Please?” She pleaded. Her unusual entrance made an impression. 
“I don’t know what more I can tell you,” Rochelle said to Natassia. “I told you about a 
danger but I don’t know what it is from.” 
“We aren’t here about that,” Natassia quickly replied hoping to cover over that story. She 
had not told the others much at all about Madam Rochelle’s cryptic warning a few days 
earlier. “We are here about being cursed with changing luck,” Natassia clarified as she 
straightened up and walked out from behind the couch. 
“Luck? I don’t understand,” Rochelle replied. “What do I have to do with this?” 
 
The companions told Rochelle of the good and bad luck Buzz and Natassia had 
experienced ever since they came here. They explained how it seemed to pass from Buzz 
to Natassia, but they were unsure how or why.  
 
“It is true that when I read your friend Buzz, I saw good fortune in his future. I did not 
think too much about why,” she admitted. “When I read him, I did not see anything about 
what you are calling ‘bad luck’ in his immediate future. Something must have altered it,” 
she explained. 
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“So you don’t know what could be causing the good-bad luck, or why Natassia has it 
now?” Nick asked.  
 
“You must understand reading a future is not an exact art. It is sometimes just an 
impression, and the impression I received from Buzz was only positive. There is, 
however, only one thing that would cause such a problem that I know about,” Rochelle 
said, her mind drifting back to old memories. 
“A rabbit’s foot? A black cat?” Buzz asked excitedly. 
“No, those are mere superstitions from the old times. In the ancient times, and even the 
Middle Ages, there were people, who it is said, had great power and control of the arcane 
arts.” 
“Like wizards, sorcerers?” Lorna questioned. “I thought they were only in fantasy.” 
“They are fantasy, as far as I know,” Rochelle answered. “No, I’m talking about powerful 
beings that are no longer around anymore. Witches, warlocks. Well, you know them by 
these names. They had control over powers that have long been lost to us. They could 
enchant things, items, that could hold various powers – such as luck,” Rochelle 
explained. 
“But I thought witches were still around. They certainly are all over the internet,” 
Natassia noted. 
“Oh, yes. Wiccans and other groups. Most of them are adolescents with dark makeup and 
pierced noses that talk a good story and have a great many unusual spices in their spice 
rack – and call them reagents. Ninety-nine percent of them have only the power of 
suggestion, and a good web site. They do not hold the power the old ones once did. Those 
enchantments have been lost to us forever. Perhaps it was for the best,” Rochelle sighed. 
 
“Then what would be the cause of this, Rochelle. You must know something. Tell us,” 
Nick entreated. 
“Objects. Items enchanted by those old ones may still be around in the world today. 
However, I have no way of detecting what item may hold an enchantment. I don’t have 
that power. Nevertheless, there is one I know of who does,” Rochelle confided. 
“Who? Can we speak with them?” Nick pressed. 
“Yes, but all of you will need to put away your prejudices and preconceptions. We will 
need to contact the spirit world,” Rochelle stated. The others went silent. 
 
Rochelle explained to the companions of Paranormal Investigations that her ‘spirit guide’ 
was the spirit of a fifteen-year-old boy who lived almost 500 years ago. His name was 
Jonny but she pronounced it as ‘yonny’. She told them that her conduit to reach him was 
an object they were all familiar with: an Ouija board. Though they were skeptical, the 
companions had nothing to lose by trying. They sat facing each other, and let the board 
rest on their knees. Rochelle and Natassia were chosen by the others to be the two who 
placed their hands on the indicator piece. Shortly afterward, Rochelle started speaking 
with Jonny, although none of the others could hear him. She asked him many questions, 
and at first, he was reluctant to help. Rochelle told Jonny of the desperate situation the 
friends were in, and that their lives may be in danger. Eventually, Jonny agreed to help. 
 
The indicator began to move slowly. Nick watched skeptically; he was not completely 
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able to let go of his preconceived notions. Even so, Natassia looked shocked that it was 
working, as the indicator began to move slowly. The window on the indicator began to 
spell out a word. It spelled ‘R-I-N-G’. Then the connection was severed, and Rochelle 
dropped her head limply for a few minutes. When she was aware of her surroundings 
again, she spoke to them. 
“A ring. Who among you has recently come into possession of a ring that was not 
yours?” Rochelle questioned. 
“I have,” Natassia answered. “I am wearing it now, and have been ever since we went to 
the boathouse,” she said. Nick looked at her, staggered.  
“That’s when your good luck saved you from getting shot, three times!” Nick realized. 
 
“Hey, wait! That’s my ring, Nat. How did you get hold of it?” Buzz interjected. 
“Yours? I...I found it laying on my desk a couple of days ago. I thought it looked nice, so 
I’ve been wearing ever since. Where did you get it?” Natassia asked Buzz. 
“It came in with that last batch of fan mail, remember? You gave me the package. I wore 
it during the whole time I had good luck! And then bad luck,” Buzz added, a hint of 
sadness tinged his last comment. “I guess I left it on the wrong desk.” 
“So the ring is the cursed object from ages ago,” Nick said. 
“I don’t understand,” Lorna complained. “Why would a fan send you a cursed ring? 
Aren’t fans supposed to like you?” 
“I guess they didn’t know who else to send it to,” Buzz guessed. 
While they sat and discussed the subject, Natassia reached down, took the ring off her 
finger, and placed it on the Ouija board that was now on the floor among them. 
The group went silent when they beheld the cursed object that had caused so much 
trouble. It was still the color of burnt-orange. 
“It was more like a yellowish color when I first got it,” Buzz broke the silence. 
“That brings up another interesting point,” Nick reminded them. “What causes it to 
switch from good luck, when it appears yellow and bad luck when it is orange?” 
“Maybe it’s like a genie that grants three good lucks, and then changes to bad ones?” 
Buzz was reaching. 
 
“No, it isn’t like that,” Madam Rochelle finally spoke out. “Something triggers it to 
change. Cursed objects often act like double-edged swords. They give to the owner for a 
while, and then they take from the owner. The enchanter must have invested it with a 
trigger. Some injury was intended, or a practical joke. Whatever the reason, something 
causes it to change the fortune of the wearer.” 
 
“Oh! I have a poem, or a riddle. I’m still working on the difference,” Lorna interjected 
and broke the pall that had fallen over the companions. 
“I don’t think this is a good time for poetry, hon,” Buzz replied to Lorna. 
“Not my poetry, Buzz. The one that came with the ring. I kept it to study,” Lorna 
explained. 
“Study what?” Buzz asked. 
“Why people like words that rhyme so much. I still can’t figure it out,” Lorna said with 
dejection. 
“The ring came with a poem?” Nick asked. He was astonished this little detail had not 
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been mentioned previously. 
 
“Please, read it,” Rochelle asked Lorna. Before she did, Natassia put a glass upside down 
over the ring. “I don’t want anyone to put it on ever again,” she explained. 
 
 
Lorna unfolded the note and read it aloud. 
 
 

“This gift of fortune is for you, 
Fate, chance, opportunity - 

May it bring you prosperity, 
And abundant luck too. 

 
It will serve you best if this is understood, 

The reverse of its intent must not be ignored. 
Speak not the opposite and follow this you should, 

Now this ring is yours. It’s your reward.” 
 
 
After the last line was read, the ring flared up for a second, and changed the color of the 
stone back to yellow amber. 
The companions and Rochelle sat in silence trying to understand it. Nick finally 
interrupted the silence. 
“It’s a riddle of some sort. ‘The reverse of its intent must not be ignored’. What do you 
suppose that means?” 
“The ring changed color to yellow just after Lorna finished the riddle. The ring is a 
reward?” She guessed. 
This time the ring flared again, but the stone did not change color. 
“The trigger to make the ring good luck is reward,” Natassia deciphered. 
The ring again flared, and again, stayed the same color. 
“Would you stop saying that word before the ring sets the place on fire?” Lorna pleaded. 
“Right. Sorry. I had to know if that was it,” Natassia explained. “I’ll spell my guesses 
from now on.” 
“Speak not the opposite. What’s the opposite of re –“, Nick was stopped before he could 
say the word again. “R-e-w-a-r-d,” he spelled it. 
“Punish? Penalty? Penalize?” Nick fired off a list of antonyms. 
“Enough with the P-words,” Buzz commented. “Maybe it doesn’t mean the opposite.” 
“Oh! Oh!” Lorna was excited. 
“What, Lorna?” Natassia inquired almost afraid to hear what she had come to say. 
“Opposite, yes, well, no. I mean opposite does mean to set over against something that is 
at its other end or side, but I don’t think that’s all it means, in this case,” Lorna baffled 
them all. 
She stopped and looked at the others expectantly. 
“What then?!” Buzz shouted in frustration. Sometimes getting a straight answer from 
Lorna could be like Dark Ages dental work. 



 42 

“Okay, well, the sentence above suggests not just the opposite meaning, but the reverse. 
‘The reverse of its intent’. See?” 
When none of the others understood her words, she went into a deep extrapolation of 
poetic form. She had been studying poetry, literally. 
“The poem is written in an odd rhyming scheme. The first stanza is a 1-4, 2-3 rhyme, and 
the second stanza is in 1-3, 2-4. It’s parity clue. Only the 1-4 rhyme in the first stanza has 
meaning, the rest is just exposition. In the second stanza, only the 2-4 lines are relevant. 
The ‘opposite’ is just bad interpretation, maybe intentional – to throw us off.” 
 
Rochelle, who had never met Lorna before, looked at her with deep concern. “Have you 
been touched with sight, young one?” She asked. 
“She’s touched all right, but with brilliance that none of the rest of us can comprehend, 
most of the time,” Natassia explained. “But I think I follow you. The second and fourth 
lines of the last, umm –“ 
“Stanza,” Lorna filled in for her. 
“Stanza, are about the reverse of its intent, and then the activation word in the last line, r-
e-w-a-r-d. So, they don’t mean opposite, they mean the literal reverse of r-e-w-a-r-d,” 
Natassia summed up. 
 
“Reverse? You mean spell it backwards,” Buzz said. Then he spoke the reverse aloud, 
“DRAWER!” 
 
The ring flared again, this time the stone changed to burnt-orange, and bad luck. 
“Reward,” Nick spoke quickly, and the ring returned to yellow. 
“We better destroy this thing before someone forgets how dangerous it is and puts it on 
again,” Natassia warned. 
“Wait. Just a second. Why can’t we keep it, and just say r-e-w-a-r-d whenever we need it 
and then make a fortune!” Buzz thought his plan was perfect. 
“What if one of us lost it? What if we forget when we say the other word, the reverse? 
It’s a common word. It’s just too dangerous to keep, Buzz. We have to destroy it,” 
Natassia was emphatic. 
“It will not be that easy to destroy. Cursed items have an obnoxious habit of reforming if 
broken, and getting lost from those who intend to control it. I may have a book…,” 
Rochelle said getting up. She went to her bookshelf, and picked out a dusty tome that 
looked as old as the ring. She skimmed to a page. 
 
“If an item cursed containeth powers set to fore by a pair of words, only a new 
combination of the affected letters can render it destroyed for all time.” Rochelle read the 
passage to them all. 
 
“A new word?” Buzz felt overwhelmed. 
“One of the affected letters – the same letters,” Nick decided. 
 
The companions and Rochelle sat writing different combinations of the letters trying to 
find another word. The work was rough going. 
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“Is this a word?” Lorna asked, showing the group what she had written down on her pad. 
“W-a-r-d-e-r,” Buzz read out. “What does that mean, if anything?” 
 
“In old English, a ‘w-a-r-d-e-r’ was the same as a watchman, or a warden,” Natassia 
recalled from playing scrabble. 
“That makes sense. The word itself is a ward. It’s a ward against the ring itself,” Nick 
concurred. 
 
Natassia placed the ring in a metal container provided by Rochelle, and set in on the 
floor. She spoke the word aloud, “WARDER.” 
 
The ring vibrated, cracked in two pieces making a whining, high-pitched sound that 
forced them all to put their hands over their ears. As they watched in fascination, a green 
light flowed out from the amber-colored stone, leaving it gray and hollow looking. The 
green light formed into a circle, hovered over the remains of the cracked ring for a few 
moments, the dissipated into an ever-widening circle until it faded into nothing. 
 
The sound ceased. 
 
The companions walked over and looked into the metal box. The ring degraded into 
black ashes. They thanked Madam Rochelle for her assistance, and Natassia whispered 
something into her ear as she hugged her goodbye. Nick saw this but did not ask Natassia 
what she said. He had a feeling this was not going to be the last time they saw Rochelle. 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
The friends returned to the office at Paranormal Investigations. For the first time in nearly 
a week, they felt free and safe. There were no more fortunes, bad luck or curses left to 
plague them. They had a few other, less interesting cases to resolve, but they were happy 
to have the mundane for a while. 
 
Later, after Buzz and Lorna had gone home, Natassia brought a package she received 
from the FBI office to Nick at his desk in the back. 
“What’s that?” he asked. 
“It’s from Agent Williams,” she replied. “I thought we should open it and read it 
together,” she said simply. 
Nick smiled and they opened the folder. Inside was a picture from Interpol of a wanted 
man named, Crayton Fischer, alias Crayfish. It looked exactly like the man that attacked 
them at the boathouse.  
“Even seeing his face gives me the creeps,” Natassia said. 
“At least we know who we are dealing with,” Nick read the letter from Williams. “It says 
Crayton Fischer was born in East London, but moved to Jamaica, and has been living and 
working in the Caribbean as a thief, drug and gun runner, forger and half a dozen other 
crimes for over 15 years. The FBI is now looking for him too,” Nick stated. 
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“I thought he had some other accent I couldn’t place,” Natassia said, a small shiver ran 
down her back.  
“We will probably never see him again,” Nick reassured her. He hugged her gently, and 
shortly after that, they left the office together. 
 
As they approached his Camaro, Nick remembered something. 
“Oh, Buzz asked us to go with him in October to see his parents,” he recalled. 
“Why us?” Natassia was confused. 
“Well, me especially. I know his parents pretty well and haven’t seen them for a long 
time. He’s going to introduce Lorna to his parents, and he’s worried about how it will go. 
I couldn’t think of a reason not to go,” Nick replied. 
“I’d rather stay and get caught up on some work and some reading, if that’s okay. I don’t 
know them anyway,” Natassia looked pleadingly at Nick. 
“Don’t worry. I already told him you weren’t going to be able to make it,” Nick said as 
he smiled at her. He opened the passenger side of the car for her, and she got in. 
“I should probably try to be less predictable,” Natassia said smiling back. 
“Don’t change a thing,” Nick replied. 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
 
 -- Until Halloween 
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