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   Chapter One

   Hot Tub Musings

   
    E

   

   llen clung to the handrail as she eased down the steps into the hot, bubbling water. She adjusted her black one-piece bathing suit, making sure she was still covered. The aquafit class had rearranged everything.

   From behind her, Sue said, “I can’t believe I let you guys talk me into this.”

   “It wasn’t that bad,” Tanya said from where she was already resting in the tub.

   Ellen sat across from her. “Speak for yourself. I could barely breathe.”

   Sue followed Ellen through the water, the ruffles of her polka-dotted bathing suit dancing on the surface. “I may have even died for a few minutes. I thought I saw a light at the end of a tunnel and my mother waving to me.”

   “That was probably just the Nazi instructor on deck telling you to lift your knees higher,” Ellen teased.

   Two other women from the aquafit class, both in their early seventies, joined Ellen and her friends.

   “That instructor isn’t as good as the one on Tuesdays,” one of them, a petite woman with white hair, said. She was nearly as thin as Tanya.

   The other woman, rounder than Ellen but not as round as Sue, nodded. “The one on Tuesday really works you.”

   “Oh, Lord.” Sue pushed her dark brown bangs from her eyes. “Let’s not come on Tuesday.”

   “We already agreed that we would,” Tanya pointed out. “At least until the wedding.”

   Ellen tugged at her shoulder straps, trying to keep everything in the right place. “You can count on me. I’m determined to lose twenty pounds or die trying.”

   Sue scoffed. “Well, maybe I love life more than you.”

   “If that were true,” the petite woman with the white hair began, “you’d keep coming. I’ve been doing this for over thirty years. I used to be bigger than both of you combined.” 

   The woman pointed at Ellen and Sue. Ellen tried not to be offended. The audacity of some people, she thought.

   “I’m sold!” Sue said comedically, lifting her finger high in the air. “Sign me up! Oh, that’s right. Tanya already did.”

   The other women laughed, and Ellen’s mood lightened.

   “Did I hear you say that you have a wedding coming up?” the rounder woman asked Tanya.

   “Not my wedding,” Tanya said as her blue eyes widened. “It’s Ellen’s son. He’s getting married on Christmas eve at the Biltmore Estate.”

   “Oh, how nice,” the petite woman said. “That’s the most beautiful house in the country.”

   Ellen leaned against the lip of the tub and breathed in the smell of lavender and musk. “That’s what my son’s future in-laws say, too. They’ve been planning this wedding since their daughter was a baby, I think.”

   “Are they from Asheville then?” the petite one asked.

   “They live there,” Sue said. Then, turning to Ellen, she asked, “Is it the mother who’s related to the Vanderbilts?”

   “Yes,” Ellen said.

   “Which means they’re getting the works,” Sue gloated. “The entire wedding party and their guests will be staying at the Biltmore House, which is never done anymore.”

   Ellen gave Sue her keep-your-mouth-shut look. Maya’s parents had asked them not to talk about the event with others. They wanted to avoid a media circus.

   “How wonderful,” the petite woman said. “You sure you don’t need another grandmother to come?”

   Ellen smiled but said nothing in reply.

   “That sounds like a once-in-a-lifetime experience.” The round woman climbed from the tub. “I hope you enjoy it, and have a nice weekend, ladies.”

   “You, too,” Ellen said as Sue and Tanya waved.

   “I should go, too,” the petite woman said. “Will I see you all on Tuesday?”

   “We’ll be here.” Tanya turned to Sue. “Right?”

   Sue shrugged. “We shall see.”

   After the two women left, and she and her friends were alone in the hot tub, Ellen said, “Poor Lane is so stressed over this wedding.”

   “I thought that was the job of the bride,” Sue said.

   Tanya stood up. “It can be hard on the groom, too. Poor thing. What’s been the most stressful for him?”

   Ellen sighed. “Maya’s grandparents. Both sets are still alive, and, apparently, one set can’t stand the other, and vice versa.”

   Sue furrowed her brows. “Do you know why?”

   “Lane doesn’t know the whole story. The grandfathers were friends long before Maya’s parents were born. According to Maya, they can be really nasty when forced to be in the same room.”

   “That’s too bad,” Tanya said as she took her damp blonde hair from its ponytail, and then remade it higher on her head. “I hope they won’t ruin the wedding.”

   Ellen’s stomach clenched. She wanted Lane’s wedding day to be perfect for him so that only happy memories would be made.

   “I would think the setting alone would be enough to sweeten even the sourest grapes of the bunch,” Sue said reassuringly.

   Ellen lifted her brows. “I hope you’re right.”

   “Is it Maya’s maternal grandfather or grandmother that’s related to the Vanderbilts?” Tanya asked.

   Ellen submerged to her neck. She let out a small gasp of pleasure as the hot water relaxed her muscles, tight from the workout. Then she said, “Grandmother. Melissa Dresden—used to be Brown. She’s the daughter to a cousin of George Vanderbilt, the one who made it all happen. I just read a book about it called The Last Castle by Denise Kiernan. It was interesting to read about the estate’s history. George fell in love with Asheville when he took his ailing mother there to breathe.”

   “To what?” Tanya asked.

   “To breathe,” Ellen repeated. “Back then, they believed fresh air was the cure for almost everything—especially tuberculosis—and Asheville had become known for its breathing porches that overlooked the beautiful Blue Ridge and Smoky Mountains.”

   “George’s mother had tuberculosis?” Sue asked. “Most people didn’t survive it.”

   “No, she had malaria, and she recovered from it, but not before George fell in love with the area and began buying up all the land.”

   “What year was this?” Tanya asked.

   “Late 1800s,” Ellen said. “According to the book, George wasn’t interested in the family business like his two older brothers, who took over various railroad companies when their father died. George was more of a scholar. He loved to read and to collect art, and he wanted something different for himself. So, he decided to outdo his siblings by building the largest private home in America.”

   Sue nodded. “That he did.”

   “It was more than that, though, wasn’t it?” Tanya asked. “Didn’t he build a famous dairy?”

   “Yes—though now it’s a winery. He also hired the best forester and horticulturalist and created a forest preserve and foresters’ school. Later, his wife Edith, who outlived him by many years, created a school for the villagers that focused on textiles and crafts, I believe. Apparently, Edith did a lot for Asheville. I think she was the real heart of Biltmore, only because George died young. They had a daughter named Cornelia, but, according to the book, she was never as devoted to Biltmore as her mother.”

   “How old was George when he died?” Sue asked.

   “Early fifties, I think. Younger than us.”

   “Can you believe I turn sixty next year?” Tanya asked.

   “Already?” Sue covered her face with her hands. “I’m right behind you.”

   “Brian’s sixty-two, and he’s fine,” Ellen pointed out. “It’s not the end of the world.”

   “Not yet, anyway,” Sue said.

   “That’s too bad about Maya’s grandparents,” Tanya said. “I really hope they behave themselves at the wedding.”

   “Me, too.” Ellen sighed and leaned back on the lip of the tub. “Lane says that Maya’s Vanderbilt grandmother was originally engaged to Maya’s other grandfather, and that’s why the two sets of grandparents don’t get along. One man stole the Vanderbilt bride from the other.”

   “Must be hard for the grandmother who isn’t a Vanderbilt,” Sue pointed out. “She might feel like chopped liver. Don’t you think?”

   “I know I would, in her situation,” Tanya said. “How selfish of her husband that he can’t let it go.”

   “Lane doesn’t think that’s the whole story,” Ellen said. “I just hope they can be civil for the sake of their granddaughter.”

   “And for the rest of us,” Tanya added.

   Sue shrugged. “I don’t know. Drama at the Biltmore might be fun.”

   “Don’t say that,” Ellen insisted. “I’m worried enough about the other encounters we may have while we’re there.”

   “Did the book say the house is haunted?” Tanya asked.

   “No, and when I asked the Biltmore wedding coordinator about it, she said that they weren’t allowed to discuss it.”

   “It’s rumored to be.” Sue furrowed her brows again. “And if Biltmore employees have been warned against talking about it, then you know what that means.”

   Tanya stretched her arms. “It’s a good thing we’re taking along some of our equipment.”

   “I’m afraid not to,” Ellen said. “Ghosts have a way of finding us, and I don’t want to be caught unprepared.”

   “They find us because we have the gift, and they can sense it,” Sue said.

   “What do Lane and Maya think about it?” Tanya climbed up and sat on the edge of the tub with her legs in the water. 

   “I haven’t mentioned it to them,” Ellen admitted. “I’d like to keep any ghostly happenings away from the wedding, as much as possible.”

   “Have you done any research, to learn if anyone has written about hauntings there?” Sue asked.

   Ellen combed her fingers through her short, damp hair. “I’ve read about ghosts in Asheville, but very little is said about hauntings at the Biltmore. One book claimed that George Vanderbilt’s ghost is there.”

   “I wonder what unfinished business a billionaire would have, that would keep him from moving on,” Tanya said.

   Ellen climbed up and sat beside Tanya. “Hopefully, it’s only a rumor, and the wedding will go off without a hitch—worldly or otherwise.”

   “I’m sure it will,” Tanya reassured her.

   “We’ll find out in two months’ time,” Sue said. “That is, if we survive Aquafit.”

   Ellen and Tanya looked at each other and grinned.


   Chapter Two

   Grove Park Inn and the Pink Lady

   
    T

   

   he flight into Asheville was too bumpy for Ellen. She clutched Brian’s hand and tried to keep from getting sick. Tanya, across the aisle from her beside Sue, didn’t look much better.

   “We’re nearly there,” Brian reassured Ellen, his gray eyes bright.

   She turned to Lane and Maya in the seats behind them, the smell of peppermint wafting from someone’s chewing gum. “You two doing okay?”

   “We’re fine, Mom,” Lane replied. “But you don’t look so good. I have Dramamine if you need it.”

   “I’ll be alright.”

   “Can I have some Dramamine?” Tanya asked Lane.

   “I got you.”

   As Lane climbed from his seat, Ellen said, “I’m not sure it’s safe to stand up right now.”

   “I’ll be fine.” He opened the overhead compartment and fished through his carry-on luggage for the medicine. Then he handed it to Tanya before returning to his seat.

   “Thanks so much,” Tanya said.

   “How’s Sue?” Ellen asked Tanya.

   Sue bent forward to meet Ellen’s gaze. “I’m just peachy. But remind me what the dinner plans are for tonight. I know we have the rehearsal dinner tomorrow, but . . . You did say we were invited to the rehearsal dinner, right?”

   “I changed my mind,” Ellen said. “You and Tanya will have to fend for yourselves.”

   “She’s joshing you,” Lane said. “Of course, you’re invited—your hubbies, too.”

   “Tom won’t make it in time,” Sue said. “He won’t arrive until Saturday morning with Luke, Lexi, and Stephen.”

   “Dave won’t either,” Tanya said. “And Mike, Seth, and Cammie are flying up on Friday night, but too late for the rehearsal dinner.”

   “That’s when Nolan, Taylor, and Alison are coming,” Ellen said. “I wonder if they’re on the same flight.”

   “Probably,” Tanya said.

   “I was worried about Taylor flying,” Ellen said, “with her being pregnant and all, but Nolan insists it’s fine.”

   “He is a doctor,” Tanya said. “He should know. Are they bringing Brianna?”

   “They thought about leaving her with Taylor’s parents,” Ellen said, “but decided against it, since it’s Christmas. Last year, when we flew to Montana, she did great.”

   “But she was an infant then,” Brian pointed out. “It might not be as easy now that she can talk.”

   “How old is she?” Tanya asked.

   “Almost two,” Ellen said with a smile. “And I can’t wait to see her.”

   “Now that we have that sorted,” Sue continued, “are there any plans for tonight? Or do we need to fend for ourselves?”

   “Maya and I plan to take it easy,” Lane said. “We’ll probably order room service and destress, right, babe?”

   “Yes, please,” Maya said, her brown eyes looking tired. “We didn’t even tell my parents that we’re flying in tonight. They think we’re arriving in the morning.” She leaned against Lane’s shoulder and closed her eyes.

   “You two aren’t sharing a room, are you?” Sue asked with disbelief. “Isn’t it bad luck?”

   Lane grinned. “That’s just something the old heads made up to keep the young heads in line until after marriage.”

   Ellen guffawed. 

   Sue shook her head and leaned back in her seat while Tanya swallowed her Dramamine. Ellen closed her eyes and hoped the plane would stop jolting.

   “Don’t worry, Sue,” Brian said. “We’ve got reservations at the Edison tonight.”

   “As long as there’s a plan,” she said. “That’s all I need to know.”

   
   The Omni Grove Park Inn sat wedged in the Blue Ridge Mountains overlooking acres of landscaped and natural gardens—including a golf course. It was breathtaking to Ellen as she sat with Brian and her two best friends and her son and his bride in the shuttle. The late afternoon sun was just beginning its western descent as the shuttle began its climb uphill toward the grand hotel. It was as large as any castle. Built of stone in the arts and crafts style with a red tiled roof, the hotel was the only edifice the eye could see in the vicinity. Several natural trees along the exterior of the building were decorated for Christmas. 

   Ellen sat up in her seat. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

   “I wasn’t expecting this,” Tanya said, returning Ellen’s smile. “I knew the Biltmore would be amazing, but I wasn’t expecting the inn to be, too. Just wow.”

   “It’s stunning,” Brian agreed.

   “Lots of famous people have stayed here,” Ellen said. “Lots of presidents, including Obama . . . and let’s see . . . F. Scott Fitzgerald . . . ”

   “He wrote The Great Gatsby, right?” Brian lifted his brows.

   “Right,” Sue said.

   “That’s why Ellen fell in love with me,” Brian teased. “Because I know a thing or two about literature.”

   “She told me it was your backside,” Sue said with a grin.

   “It was his eyes,” Ellen said, blushing. Those gray eyes and dark brows mesmerized her. “Not that there’s anything wrong with his backside.”

   “I don’t mind—either way,” Brian said with a laugh.

   Ellen shook her head and grinned. “Anyway, this is also where people have claimed to have seen the Pink Lady—a ghost in a pink ball gown. I read about it in one of my Asheville books.”

   “Did it say why she hasn’t moved on?” Tanya asked as the shuttle neared the magnificent, stacked-stone façade.

   “Uh-uh. She was just some young woman who either jumped or fell several stories over the banister during a 1920’s ball in the Palm Court. It was a mystery then, and it’s a mystery now.”

   “How intriguing,” Sue said. “Maybe we should reach out to her tonight.”

   “Let’s play it by ear.” Ellen glanced toward the back seat, where Lane and Maya sat. “I don’t want to forget the real reason why we’re here.”

   “Don’t worry about us,” Lane insisted. “As I said before, we’re just going to crash in our room tonight and rest up for the big days ahead.”

   Once inside the expansive but dimly lit lobby, which smelled of cinnamon and citrus, they discovered more elaborate Christmas décor, including a life-size gingerbread house near the entrance to the Sunset Terrace. Throughout the rustic, stone-clad lobby, flanked by two massive stone fireplaces, were tabletop exhibits of edible gingerbread houses. Some of them had ribbons beside them indicating first, second, and third place, along with honorable mentions.

   “These are incredible,” Sue said as she walked around one of the tables eyeing the various creations. 

   Ellen and the others followed, admiring in miniature a chuck wagon, a carousel, Santa’s sleigh, panda bears playing flutes, a pirate ship, elves riding giraffes, and dozens of other gingerbread inventions.

   “I had no idea about this,” Maya said. “What a pleasant surprise.”

   “I guess it’s a good thing the Biltmore House is only available to us during the night of the wedding,” Ellen said. “We would have missed this altogether.”

   “True,” Brian said. “Check this one out. What does it remind you of?”

   Ellen smiled. Brian had taken her to Paris during their honeymoon, and the gingerbread house was a replica of the Louvre Museum, where they had shared a special day.

   “What is it?” Lane asked.

   “The Louvre in Paris,” Ellen replied.

   “It has a lot in common architecturally with the Biltmore,” Maya said. 

   “I suppose it would.” Tanya leaned over the gingerbread house. “They were both built in the style of the French chateau.”

   Ellen often forgot that Tanya had studied abroad in France as a graduate student and knew the language and culture well.

   “Smarty pants,” Sue teased.

   “They look beautiful and delicious,” Ellen said. 

   Sue put her hands on her hips. “Do you think anyone would miss it if I took off with this Eiffel Tower?”

   Ellen and the others laughed.

   “Probably,” Brian said with a chuckle. “Look. There’s a bar over there.”

   A couple sat together on barstools sharing what looked like chocolate lava cake with cherries. Ellen’s mouth began to water as she realized how hungry she was. They hadn’t eaten since breakfast, and it was way past lunchtime.

   Just then, Ellen noticed Maya gaping at an older couple entering the lobby. The man was tall, robust, and bald, and the woman was the opposite—barely five feet, thin, with gorgeous, thick, white hair that flowed to her shoulders.

   “Grandma? Grandpa?” Maya cried with a look of excitement.

   “Oh, it’s Maya!” the thin woman said, beaming.

   Ellen watched as her future daughter-in-law rushed across the lobby and into her grandmother’s arms. The tall, robust grandfather, who reminded Ellen of Mr. Clean, enfolded them both and kissed Maya on the cheek. Ellen wondered if they were the Vanderbilt grandparents, whose surname was Dresden, or the Stones. If she remembered correctly, the Dresdens resided in Asheville, so these must be the Stones. The petite woman with the long, white hair and gorgeous brown eyes—eyes that Maya had clearly inherited—must be the chopped liver.

   
   Later that evening, after an early dinner with Maya’s grandparents—a surprisingly lovely couple—Ellen, Sue, and Tanya joined Brian on the Sunset Terrace to watch the sun’s descent behind the Blue Ridge Mountains while they sipped on hot coffee with Baileys Irish Cream. It was too chilly to remain on the terrace for more than fifteen minutes, so once the spectacular show was over, they returned to the lobby, also known as the Great Hall, and sat on rocking chairs in front of one of the tall stone fireplaces. A cozy fire crackled in the hearth and made the space smell like roasted chestnuts. There was a beautifully decorated Christmas tree next to the fireplace that gave the expansive room a cozy, cheerful feel despite the many other guests also lounging about.

   “If Gayle Stone is chopped liver,” Sue began, “then I’m a monkey’s uncle. I’ve never met a more beautiful and pleasant woman her age.”

   “Should Tom be jealous?” Brian asked with a twinkle in his gray eyes.

   Sue chuckled. “I’d forgotten how funny you can be.”

   “I’m just trying to keep up with you,” he said, full of charm.

   “Ted seemed nice, too,” Tanya put in. “It’s hard to imagine them in a decades-long feud with the other set of grandparents.”

   “I agree.” Ellen took another sip of the delicious, hot coffee.

   “Do we still want to attempt to talk to the Pink Lady tonight?” Sue wondered. “Or are you guys too tired?”

   Brian kissed Ellen on the cheek. “That’s my cue to leave.”

   “You’re welcome to join us.” Ellen squeezed his hand.

   “Thanks, love, but I have an early tee time, so I might as well turn in.”

   “Who are you playing with?” Sue asked.

   “Just me and my lonesome. I promised Mike and Tom that I’d play with them Saturday morning, though, so consider this my practice round.”

   “Mike plays golf?” Sue asked Tanya with her brows pressed together.

   “Not my Mike,” Tanya said. “Brian’s brother.”

   “Oh, your brother’s coming?” Sue asked. “Will he be bringing the whole family?”

   “Just Marcia,” Brian said. “The rest of their tribe has gotten too big to coordinate.”

   Brian leaned over and kissed Ellen on the lips before heading to the elevator behind the fireplace. She felt a wave of déjà vu. Although Brian played every so often with clients and associates, Paul used to play every weekend. All this talk of turning in for an early tee time had reminded her of him.

   She knew why Brian had made the tee time—to give her space. He was trying not to smother her while they continued to find their footing as newlyweds. As much as she appreciated his efforts, she hoped he would enjoy himself, too.

   “We aren’t going to do our séance here in the lobby, are we?” Tanya asked. “Why don’t we go to my room? We need our equipment anyway.”

   “Hold that elevator, Brian!” Sue cried as the three friends jumped to their feet and followed him.

   
   Ellen and her friends decided to take a few inconspicuous tools with them to the Palm Court, the original lobby located on the third floor, where the Pink Lady reportedly fell to her death. Fortunately, there were only two other people there—a young couple nestled close together on the opposite end of the room from where Ellen, Tanya, and Sue took their seats. Ellen could barely see them on the other side of a large potted palm—one of six for which the room had been named.

   They took some initial readings with a thermometer and EMF detector. Although they hadn’t brought their bulkier equipment, they had two new tools Ellen was anxious to try: a REM-POD and a ghost box app.

   As Ellen pulled the REM-POD, a plastic device about four inches in diameter and height, from her shoulder bag, Tanya asked, “How does that work again?”

   “The REM-POD radiates electromagnetic energy around it, to feed the spirits, and this antenna picks up on anything that touches it or comes within an inch of it from any angle.” 

   Ellen turned it on. As soon as her finger was within an inch of the antenna, the device made a beep, and a yellow light went off. She glanced at the couple behind her as they were getting up to leave.

   “I hope I didn’t scare you off,” Ellen called to them with an apologetic smile.

   “We were ready to head back anyway,” the young man said. “Good night.”

   “Good night,” Sue said with a wave.

   “And what about that app on your phone?” Tanya asked.

   “It works like a ghost box.” Ellen handed her phone to Tanya. “Go ahead and turn it on.”

   Tanya tapped the button on Ellen’s phone.

   “Radio static?” Tanya asked.

   Sue cocked her head to the side. “Haven’t you heard of a ghost box?”

   Tanya frowned. “I thought we didn’t believe in them.”

   “I know,” Ellen said. “I’m still skeptical but thought we should give it a try. The app shuffles white noise from radio frequencies.”

   “How can a spirit control what words come through?” Tanya asked, still frowning.

   “We don’t have to use it.” Ellen took back her phone. “Let’s just give the REM-POD a try, okay?”

   “I mean, we can try both of them if you want,” Tanya said. “I just wouldn’t base the investigation on data from that app.”

   “It can be supplemental data,” Sue said. “Okay?”

   Tanya nodded. Ellen didn’t really care whether they used the app. She felt confident in their abilities with or without it.

   “Are you wearing your gris gris?” Ellen asked.

   Each revealed the small bag tied to a thin leather cord, worn around the neck beneath the blouse.

   “Good,” Ellen said. “I’ll just sprinkle a little salt—not a circle, but just a little for extra protection.”

   Not wanting to make a mess, Ellen sprinkled the salt so lightly that most of it fell into the carpet piles and wasn’t visible.

   “We might not have any luck without candles,” Sue said. “Are you sure you don’t want to risk it?”

   “I’m sure,” Ellen said. “I don’t want to get us kicked out. We have to put Lane and Maya first.”

   “Of course,” Sue said. “You’re right.”

   “We could always try the Ouija Board,” Tanya said. 

   “Better not do that here,” Ellen said, not wanting to do anything that might put Lane’s big day in jeopardy.

   Tanya clicked her tongue. “It’s funny to me how people will use all these other tools without batting an eye, but they believe the Ouija Board will make you more vulnerable to evil spirits.”

   “I believe it does make us more vulnerable,” Sue said. “And I’ve learned recently that we haven’t been opening and closing it safely. You have to say goodbye. Did you know that?”

   Ellen shrugged. “No. But okay, we can do that. Why do you think it makes us more vulnerable, Sue?”

   “Because it’s an instrument of the occult,” she said.

   “But so is this nimrod,” Tanya said.

   Ellen laughed. “REM-POD.”

   Sue shook her head. “But the Ouija Board is an ancient

   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
    
   

   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
    
   

   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
    
   

   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
    
   

   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
    
   

   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
    
   

   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
  

 OEBPS/aHHatBnook.jpeg
MYSTERY HOUQE SERIES:BOOK EIGHT

» HOLIDAY
HAUNTING

USA T()DAY B]:STSELLING AUTHOR

| EAV/AN POHL‘ER





