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Ruth ran her hand across the smooth top of the wooden box, darkened with age. 

“Grandma wanted me to have this?” she asked her dad. 

“That’s what Grandpa told me.” 

“He died so soon after Grandma,” her voice softened, opening the hinged lid of the box.   

“I think he died of a broken heart.  You know, he blamed himself for Grandma’s death.  Hey, thanks for 

helping me pack up the house.” 

Ruth looked into the box, red satin covered the sides and bottom.  Inside were little square tiles, each 

with a letter on it.   “Grandma’s Diviner,” Ruth thought.  Both parent and child knew the enchantment of 

Grandma with her Diviner.    

“Ask me a question, child,” Grandma would say.  

She would spell out the question in the box with the tiles, close the lid and shake.  Pressing a lever on 

the box, one by one the tiles would come out, spelling the answer.  Grandma, of course, would never 

tell you the answer or show you the tiles.  A smile would cross her face and a twinkle in her eye, and she 

would say something like: “You’re gonna be happy with that.”  

Ruth smiled.  She loved that grandmother insisted on only happy questions. Then, she would sit with 

you and help your imagination soar with all the possible answers.  

 

 

 

Ruth and her dad packed her grandfather’s belongings most of the day, in silence, each lost in their own 

thoughts.  Twenty full boxes and a large pepperoni pizza later, both were ready for bed.   

Ruth lay in bed, listening to the night.  She couldn’t help but stare at the Diviner on the night stand.  

Finally, Ruth gave into the temptation, sat up, and slid the Diviner onto the bed.   

Ruth opened the box, the satin shimmered in the moonlight, peeking through the window.  She slid the 

tiles to the back of the box, flipping them over to find the letters she wanted and began her question: 

WHY DID GRANDMA DIE 

“Grandma would not approve of that question,” Ruth thought, but she didn’t feel like asking a happy 

question.  



Ruth shook the box gently then pulled the lever. 

“M,” she said softly, placing the tile on the bed. 

“U” 

 “R, MUR?, mur .” Ruth thought for a moment, “What starts MUR?” But reminded herself, this was just a 

box with tiles; still she drew another. 

“D”  

“E”    

“R”  

“Murder?” the last tile slid from Ruth’s hand.  Brightness overwhelmed her.  Suddenly, Ruth was in her 

Grandpa’s front room.  Through the window, she could see only white.  Snow covered the ground and 

the branches.   It was snowing so hard, Ruth could barely make out the barn.   

BANG! BANG! BANG! 

Ruth jumped, as someone pounded at the door. 

“Coming.” Ruth heard a familiar voice, as her grandmother walked in the room, wiping her hands on her 

apron.   

BANG! BANG! BANG!  The door rattled, again. 

“Yes! Who’s there?” she asked, cracking open the door. 

“Ma’am, your husband, he’s down the drive and needs help.” The man grabbed her arm, pulling her 

through the doorway.  

“Wait! My coat,” she said, turning back.  “I need a coat and boots.” 

“There’s no time,” the man yelled, pulling her down the porch steps.   

“What happened?” Ruth’s grandmother asked, but the man said nothing, pulling his collar tighter to his 

face.  His pace began to quicken, pulling her grandmother behind by the arm.    

“It’s too cold,” her grandmother yelled.  “I have to go back and get my coat!” 

“We’re almost there.  You’re OK,” the man barked.   

Her grandmother wiped away the snow collecting on her face, as he let go of her arm. 

“Where’s Jim?” she asked. 



“Jim said he’s staying in town until the snow lets up,” the man said, as he turned down his collar and 

took off his cap, shaking off the snow. 

Ruth’s grandmother gasped.  “You’re the man I saw in town this morning.   I know what you’ve done.  I 

saw what you did to that girl!” 

“I knew you knowed when I seen your face,” he said as he climbed in his truck. “I seen it in your eyes.  If 

you know, you knowed it was an accident.”     

“You killed a child.  Oh, why, why did I ask that question.  I thought I could give the family some peace.   

Oh, why did I want to see that answer?  Your face seared in my mind.  I SAW!,”  her hand wipe away a 

tear before she straightened, regaining  her composure.  “What are you going to do to me?” 

“I ain’t no murderer!  It was an accident.  You just leave the past in the past and keep your mouth shut.   

That’s all I’m saying.  You say anything, I know where you live.  I moved back home and I mean to stay 

here.” 

Ruth watched the truck drive off; her Grandmother turn to walk back to the house, her shoes slipping in 

the deep snow.  A stumble, then standing, she walked on but no longer toward the house.   

“Get back on the driveway,” Ruth yelled. Then softer, “Grandma, stay on the drive.”  But Ruth knew she 

would not.  She knew her grandmother would be found after the storm had passed a few 100 feet from 

the house.    

 

 

Ruth awoke to the sunlight streaming though the curtains, still dressed in yesterday’s clothes.  She could 

smell the coffee her dad had made.  Like a magnet, it drew her into the kitchen. 

“I had a nightmare last night,” she said, cradling her cup of coffee. “Could Grandma have been 

murdered?” 

“Grandma got lost in the blizzard.  You know that.” 

BANG! BANG! BANG! 

Ruth jumped at the sound, as her dad went to the front room to open the door. 

“Hey there, I’s just checking if you needed anything,” a man said, as he stepped inside.  “I live right down 

the road.” 

Ruth turned the corner from the kitchen, “Oh, my god!  You?” she gasped, staring at man from her 

nightmare.  This time, he was staring back.  



“Ruth, what?” her Dad looked at Ruth, then turning back to the guest.  “Ah.  Thanks.  I think we’re good.   

I’m Pete and my daughter, Ruth,” he said, extending his hand. 

“I see.  Ruth, like your grandma, Ruth?”   The man nodded toward Ruth and stepped closer.  Ruth 

matched his step, stepping backward.  “Your grandmother, she had a gift, didn’t she?” 

Ruth could feel her hand shaking and her heart pound, not answering, knowing her voice would betray 

her.    

The man put on his hat, “Well, I didn’t mean to bother you; if you need anything, gimme a holler .” 

Ruth waited until the door closed, “Dad, that man murdered Grandma.”   Ruth stopped talking, as she 

saw the man pause on the porch before walking down the steps.   

“Again, with the murder!  No one’s been murdered,” her dad said, kissing her forehead. “I have a 

meeting with the bank about Grandpa’s accounts, then, we will go do something fun, OK?” 

Ruth heard the spatter of gravel from her dad’s tires as he drove away.  She put a piece of bread in the 

toaster and took off her shoes before heading to the bedroom for a change of clothes.   

BANG! BANG! BANG! The front door rattled. 

Ruth dropped to the floor.  “Who’s at the door?” she whispered.  She could hear the door knob turning, 

but knew the door was locked.  She saw the Diviner and reached for it; pouring the tiles on the floor, her 

hands shaking, as she tried to find a W.  WHO IS AT THE DOOR  she read as she closed the lid and gave a 

gentle shake. 

Pulling out the first tiles, she whispered, “D.  D is good.  D is dad.”   She sighed and pulled the level again, 

“W.  O.”  

“Oh no, it needs all the letters in the box,” she thought, as she grabbed tiles, throwing them into the 

box.   She could feel the heart beating so fast, she struggled to write the question, again:  WHO IS AT 

THE DOOR    

Ruth gave the box a quick shake and pulled the lever.  This time the first letter was M.   She dropped it 

on the floor.   The next a U.  “Oh, god,” she whispered, as she sat on the floor, reading the tiles: 

MURDERER.     

For a moment, Ruth was pulled to the front porch, watching the man shaking the doorknob.  “Anyone, 

home?” he said.  “Ruth, I thought I saw your dad leaving. You here?”  

The instant passed and Ruth was back in the bedroom, throwing the tiles into the box, searching for the 

right letters.   IS A GUN IN THE HOUSE 

She spelled out the words and closed the lid.   The first tile was the letter Y. 



“Yes,” Ruth groaned, as she threw the Y back into the box.  “Stupid question,” she chided, as she heard 

the shattering of glass from the kitchen.   Ruth could hear the turning of the lock on the kitchen door.   

Ruth tried to put the noise out of her head and focus on the question. 

WHERE IS MY GRANDFATHERS GUN  

As she shook the box, she heard the creaking of the kitchen door opening.  “Oh, god, he’s in the house,” 

she thought.  “Ruth, you here?” she heard a voice ask from the kitchen.   Ruth slowly stood up with the 

box, tilting it to one side.  The first tile U. Next an N. 

“UNDER BED,” she read, and for a moment she was floating under her grandfather’s bed, starring at a 

black box.    

WHERE IS THE MURDERER, she wrote.  The first tile: K 

“Still in the kitchen,” she said, throwing the tile in the box.  She ran down the hall that lead to the back 

stairs.   Up the stairs, she slid around the corner to the bedroom.  The floor creaked.  Ruth stopped and 

listened.  She heard no one in pursuit.  Kneeling down, she could see the box under the bed.   Sliding on 

the dusty hardwood floor, Ruth squeezed under the bed, her fingertips just reaching the box.   Opening 

the box, she saw a pistol with a full clip.    

“Thank you,” she whispered, setting the Diviner down, trying to steady her hands enough to fit the clip 

into the gun; a deep breath and clip clicked in.   

Ruth opened the Diviner, her hand frantically searching for tiles. 

WHERE IS THE MURDERER  

Ruth started removing the tiles.   Afraid to drop them on the floor, she collected them in her hands:  B E 

H I N D.  “Behind,” her mind raced, “maybe he left the house.  Behind the garage? Behind the house?”  

She pulled the lever but it was stuck.  She giggled the lever, still stuck.  Her hands too full of tiles to be 

useful, she carefully set them on the floor and moved the lever letting the next tile fall into her hand.  

Looking down, she read: 

“U.”  


