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   Chapter One 

   
   The Hamilton-Turner Inn

   
    T

   

   hat’s our Uber,” Sue said from where she stood near the curb at the Savannah-Hilton Head International Airport. She stuck out her bottom lip and blew her brown bangs away from her dark eyes. “I don’t have any hands. Tanya, can you wave him down?”

   “I got it.” Ellen stepped forward and waved to the driver with one hand while, with the other, she held Moseby in his cloth pooch carrier, which she wore like a cross-body bag. Despite this necessary pet accessory, Ellen, inspired by French chic stylist Marie-Anne Lecoeur on YouTube, felt cute in her white linen trousers, white polo top, and cream vest. 

   Her friends had also upped their fashion game of late. Sue wore black, straight-legged trousers with a black and white striped top and a black, light-weight cardigan. Tanya wore wide-legged jeans with a fitted, purple floral top.

   After their luggage had been loaded into the back of the red SUV, Ellen climbed into the back seat with Moseby beside Sue and asked the driver, “Can you take us to the Hamilton-Turner Inn on Lafayette Square?”

   “You got it,” the man said cheerfully.

   He had a friendly smile, a dark complexion, and a bald head, and he appeared to be in his early thirties.

   “Thank you,” Tanya said beside him in the front seat as she undid and remade her ponytail.

   “Of course, of course,” he said, pulling away from the curb. “And welcome to Savannah. Where are you ladies from and what brings you here?”

   “San Antonio.” Sue shielded her eyes from the late afternoon sun. “We’re here to solve a mystery.”

   “That sounds exciting,” the driver said as he took a right turn.

   Ellen tucked her short, blonde hair behind her ears and leaned forward. “A young woman inherited a house on Charlton Street across from where we’re staying.”

   “Don’t tell me,” the man interrupted, “she found a body.”

   “I wish,” Sue teased. 

   “Sue!” Tanya chastised from the front seat.

   “Because that would be a lot easier to solve,” Sue continued. “But no, no body. Only a wall in the basement that weeps salty tears every night around midnight.”

   “Not a plumbing problem?” he asked.

   “She’s had professionals look at it,” Ellen replied, “and none found an explanation.”

   “That’s why she called us,” Tanya put in. “We’re paranormal investigators.”

   Ellen saw his eyebrows shoot up in the rearview mirror.

   “You don’t believe in the paranormal?” she asked.

   “Not usually, no. I’m not saying it can’t be true, but I’ve never had any experiences that have led me to take it seriously.”

   “I understand,” Ellen said with a nod. “I used to be that way, too.”

   “Most of my passengers come here because of the book,” the driver added.

   “What book?” Sue asked.

   “Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil,” he replied.

   “Oh, I loved that book!” Ellen gushed. “I reread it before coming because we’re staying at the very house where one of the characters lived and died. Tanya and I both did. Isn’t that right, Tanya?”

   “Yes, and I loved it, too,” Tanya agreed.

   “To be honest, I’ve never read it,” the driver admitted. “But I always wondered how it got its title.”

   “Don’t feel bad,” Sue said. “I haven’t read it, either. And my friends have told me so much about it, I feel no reason to read it now.”

   Ellen rolled her eyes. “It’s called Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil because that’s where Minerva, a Voodoo priestess hired by a man accused of murder in the eighties, went to get her goofer dust and perform her magic. Minerva went to the cemetery where her husband, Dr. Buzzard, was buried, and she said that the half hour before midnight was for doing good, and the half hour after midnight was for doing evil.”

   “I learned something new today,” the driver said with a smile. “Thanks for explaining that to me.”

   “My pleasure,” Ellen said, feeling satisfied as she turned to the window to take in the lovely sight of Savannah in spring.

   
   When they arrived at the Hamilton-Turner Inn, an impressive gray limestone mansion with iron work, a front portico, and floor-to-ceiling windows, their driver helped them with their luggage up ten steep steps to the front door. After discovering it locked, Ellen tipped their driver while Sue rang the bell. Just as the Uber pulled away from the curb, a petite brunette with large brown eyes and a messy bun opened the door and greeted them. She appeared to be in her late forties.

   Ellen smiled at the woman. “I’m Ellen McManius. We have a reservation for three.”

   “Yes, Mrs. McManius, please come in. I’m Katherine, and I’ll get you checked in. Please forgive the locked door. We do that because of the tour guides, who used to bring dozens of people inside without warning. It’s been that way since the book. But don’t worry, your room keys will open all exterior doors.” She gestured for Sue and Tanya to follow Ellen inside. “You’ll see our dining room on your right, where you’ll be served breakfast each morning from eight to ten. And our parlor is on the left, where we serve light snacks and wine from five to six in the evening and fresh baked cookies and port from eight to ten at night.”

   “I like this place already,” Sue said with a grin.

   As Ellen pulled her suitcase along the hardwood floors past the formal dining room with its round tables dressed with linen, past the parlor with its stunning marble fireplace and views of Lafayette Square, and past the grand staircase with its antique runner, she glanced up at the beautiful crystal chandelier, the gold foil wallpaper, and elegant crown molding. She stopped near a small Queen Anne desk where Katherine caught up to them and handed them an envelope each.

   “Here are your keys and information packets,” Katherine said. “Have you ladies read the book?”

   “Oh, yes,” Ellen cried. “Tanya and I are big fans, but we couldn’t get Sue on board.” Ellen gave Sue a playful, but superior, smile, and couldn’t help relishing the moment, since she rarely felt superior to her friend.

   “Then you know that Joe Odom lived here,” Katherine said. “His bedroom is now the dining room, and he played piano in the front parlor. His Steinway is still there, where he left it.”

   “Oh, wow!” Ellen abandoned her luggage to cross the foyer to the parlor. “The very same piano!”

   Tanya followed her. “Can I take a photo?” she asked Katherine, who had also followed them to the room.

   “Yes, please do,” Katherine replied.

   “Who’s Joe Odom again?” Sue asked, bringing up the rear.

   Ellen turned to Sue. “He was the one that stole electricity from his neighbors on East Jones Steet, got behind on his rent, and squatted in houses that were on the market before moving in here, but he gave the best parties and let anyone who needed it have a place to sleep.”

   “He wrote a lot of bad checks,” Tanya admitted, “but he had a good heart. His door was always open.”

   “He was a lawyer who gave up his practice to open a piano bar that eventually went under,” Ellen added, as she ran her hand along the top of the upright piano.

   “He was my favorite character in the book,” Tanya shared. “Was he yours, too, Ellen?”

   “One of them, yes. I liked so many of them, including Lady Chablis.”

   “Oh, yes,” Katherine piped up. “She was one of my favorites, for sure.”

   “But he wrote bad checks,” Sue argued of Joe Odom.

   “You have to read the book to understand.” Ellen gave her that superior smile.

   Sue rolled her eyes.

   “Well, he managed this inn for a while,” Katherine said, “and he died in his room, right there across the foyer, of pneumonia, because his immune system had been compromised by AIDS. I’ve been managing this house for five years now, and twice I’ve heard this piano playing, but when I’ve come into the room, no one was here.”

   “Really?” Ellen exchanged skeptical glances with Sue and Tanya.

   “Do you think it’s Joe?” Tanya asked. “You think his ghost is still here?”

   “Absolutely,” Katherine insisted. “I even have a photo of him looking over my shoulder.”

   She took out her phone, scrolled through her gallery, and settled on one photo, enlarging it before showing it to Ellen and the others. “Can you see him, just behind my earring?”

   Ellen covered her mouth. “He’s clear as day! If he weren’t transparent, I’d think it was a living man!”

   “That’s impressive, but how do you know it’s Joe?” Sue wanted to know.

   “You see the mustache and the receding hairline?” Katherine asked.

   The three friends nodded.

   “Now, look at this.” Katherine crossed the room to the marble mantel and showed them a framed photograph of a man and a woman behind the piano. “That’s Joe there.”

   Tanya gasped. “I’m getting chills!”

   “Me, too!” Ellen cried.

   “You know,” Katherine began, “Joe Odom wasn’t the only man mentioned in John Berendt’s book to die of AIDS.”

   “Was he gay?” Tanya asked. “Because the book portrays him as straight.”

   Katherine nodded. “I know, I know. I guess in those days, the publishers wanted a straight main character, but his relationship with Mandy—or Nancy Hillis—was never romantic, and everyone in Savannah knew he was gay. That’s Nancy beside him in the photo.”

   “But the book portrayed Jim Williams as gay,” Ellen pointed out. “And he was even more of a main character than Joe Odom.”

   “That could hardly be avoided,” Katherine argued, “since his relationship with Danny Hansford came out in the trials.”

   Tanya sighed, “I guess most people were homophobic in the eighties.”

   “Anyway,” Katherine continued, “he doesn’t say it in the book, but Jim Williams also died of AIDS.”

   Ellen cocked her head to the side. “In both the book and the movie, he just collapses, like he’s having a heart attack.”

   “There’s a movie?” Sue lifted her brows. “Oh, goodie. I’ll watch that so I can get on the same page as you two.”

   “The movie is nowhere near as good as the book,” Ellen said, “and it condenses Jim’s four trials into one.”

   “Still,” Sue said as she put her hands on her hips, “if you two are going to talk about nothing else while we’re here, I may as well watch it.”

   “Another interesting fact,” Katherine began again, “is that Samuel Hamilton, the first owner of this house, and the man it was built for in 1873, was a forward thinker back then. Not only did he use limestone tiles for the roof, which saved this house from being burned down in the fire of 1898, but he also installed tubes in the walls so that he and his servants could easily communicate between floors. No other house has that. And it was also the first house in Savannah to have electricity.”

   “That is interesting,” Tanya agreed.

   “Are you ready to see your rooms?” Katherine asked after a beat. 

   “Yes, please,” Ellen said.

   “Per your request, Mrs. McManius, you each have your own suite down on the first floor.”

   “I thought this was the first floor,” Sue stated with furrowed brows.

   “This house has private entrances to four rooms below on what we call the first floor,” Katherine explained. “Mrs. McManius and Mrs. Sanchez, your rooms are down here at the front of the house,” she pointed to a set of stairs across from her desk through an entrance behind the grand staircase. “Mrs. Graham, you are in 104, at the back of the house with access to our private garden.”

   “I want to see your rooms,” Sue said to her friends, so I’ll follow you down. Is it okay if I leave my suitcase here for now?”

   “Oh, yes. It will be perfectly safe there.”

   Katherine helped Ellen with her suitcase as they took the steps down to the first floor. Ellen and Moseby were given Room 101, the Casimir Pulaski Room, and Tanya was given Room 102, the Eli Whitney Room. Both had a queen-size bed, an exposed brick wall, and a private entrance leading to the street at the front of the house, along with period décor, a sitting area, and a private bathroom. Ellen’s room had a defunct fireplace with an antique mantel.

   “Your room is directly below what was once Joe Odom’s,” Katherine pointed out to Ellen. “And you,” Katherine turned to Tanya, “are directly below the piano he used to play on.”

   “Have any of your guests heard it playing?” Tanya asked.

   “Not that I know of,” Katherine said. “It’s possible that they heard but assumed someone living was playing it.”

   “Let’s go see Sue’s room,” Ellen said, “shall we, Moseby-Mo?”

   “That’s a cute name,” Katherine said, as she led them back up the stairs.

   Ellen didn’t bother to explain that his real name was Moseby as she followed Katherine across the foyer to the back of the house and down another set of stairs. Sue’s room, 104, the John Habersham Room, was the same size as the others, with an exposed brick wall, a nearly identical bathroom, and a private entrance.

   “Those stairs are going to be the death of me,” Sue said as her friends began to return to their own rooms.

   “Oh, if you like, I can put you in a different room up on the main floor,” Katherine offered.

   “That would be great,” Sue said. “I’d love that, thank you.”

   Katherine grabbed Sue’s suitcase and lugged it back up the steps and led Ellen and her friends to the room directly across from her desk. “I have Room 202, the Johnny Mercer Room, with a beautiful view of the Basilica, for the same price. Or, if you’d like to upgrade,” Katherine crossed the foyer and opened the door to the room at the back of the house on the opposite side of the Johnny Mercer Room, “for a hundred more a night, I have Room 203, the Thomas Charlton, with twice the square feet, a king-size bed, larger bath, and views of both our private garden and Flannery O’Connor’s childhood home.”

   “Oh, this is stunning,” Sue said admiringly of the Thomas Charlton Room.

   “Both have twelve-foot ceilings and floor to ceiling windows,” Katherine pointed out. “Which would you prefer?”

   If Ellen hadn’t had Moseby, she would have chosen the premium room, but it wasn’t pet-friendly. It was spacious, airy, and light, and the view of the garden was lovely.

   “I’ll take the Thomas Charlton,” Sue said with a smile. “This blue and cream palette is right up my alley. Plus, if I decide to bring a man back to the room, there will be plenty of space for the both of us.”

   Katherine’s brows shot up.

   “She’s kidding,” Ellen said with a wave of her hand.

   Katherine looked relieved.

   The three friends agreed to meet in the parlor in thirty minutes to go to dinner after a quick refresh in their own rooms.

   Ellen took Moseby for a walk across the street at Lafayette Square where a beautiful fountain stood at the center of lush plantings, brick walkways, and benches. Among the plantings were gorgeous white hydrangeas in full bloom, Lily of the Nile, hostas, palm trees, and tall live oaks draped with Spanish moss.

   She remembered reading online that James Oglethorpe, the founder of Savannah, designed the town around twenty-two squares to encourage community building. Each square, she read, had lush plantings, walkways, and benches, which prevented Savannah from feeling like a concrete jungle. And everywhere Ellen could see, tall live oaks draped with Spanish moss bordered the streets and offered shade and made everything look lovely.

   Additionally, the surrounding buildings had maintained their historical charm. Ellen had read that Savannah had surrendered to Sherman at the end of the Civil War to prevent the city from being burned to the ground. Sherman was even given a house, and, if she remembered correctly, he sent his troops to Atlanta the next day and burned that city to the ground instead.

   The Hamilton-Turner Inn shared Lafayette Square with the Cathedral of the Basilica of St. John the Baptist, an enormous architectural beauty of bone and gold arches, stained-glass windows, and towering spires.

   On the other side of the Hamilton-Turner Inn was a narrow, three-story house with a historical marker that read, “Flannery O’Connor’s Childhood Home.”

   To the left of this house was a more impressive salmon-colored Victorian mansion with balconies, floor-to-ceiling windows trimmed with black shutters, and a set of stairs with an iron balustrade. This was the house with the weeping wall, and Ellen was anxious to learn more from its new owner at their meeting in the morning.

   Her phone vibrated in her pocket. It was Brian calling. Ellen let him know that she’d arrived safely and was eager to get started on the case. He said hello to Moseby and wished Ellen luck before catching her up on when her daughter Alison was arriving for a visit.

   “I love you,” he said as he was about to end the call.

   “I love you, too.”

   Ellen returned her phone to her back pocket as she and Moseby returned to their room through their private street entrance. Then, Ellen went to the bathroom to touch up her makeup and deodorant. As she stood at the marble vanity looking at her reflection, she said, “Well, Joe Odom, if you’re really here, I’d love to meet you.”

   She waited a moment, half-expecting something to happen, and when it didn’t, she carried on with her touch-ups.

   But just as she had finished reapplying her lipstick, a lamp that she had not turned on began to flicker.

   Moseby, who had been lying on the bed, jumped up on all fours and barked.

   Ellen rushed to his side. “Moseby-Mo, it’s okay, boy.” 

   She sat on the bed and pulled him into her lap. Although the lamp had turned off and was no longer flickering, Mo continued to growl.

   “Thank you, Joe,” Ellen said softly, not sure if it had really been him. But, just in case, she said again, “Thank you so much.”

   
   Chapter Two

   The Reed House

   
    T

   

   uesday morning, after a good night’s sleep and a quick walk with Moseby in Lafayette Square, Ellen met Sue and Tanya in the dining room where they were each served an open-faced breakfast sandwich with biscuit, ham, and egg smothered in béchamel sauce, with a side of fried potatoes. The views of the square were glorious in the morning, the hydrangeas visible with the water from the fountain dancing in the breeze behind them.

   Ellen felt cute in her blue and white striped cotton shirt and navy vest, worn with dark, wide-legged jeans. Tanya was wearing white jeans with a pink top that made her face glow, and Sue wore a zebra print top beneath her cardigan with her black, straight-legged trousers. They ate in relative silence, still tired from the previous day’s travel and with no paranormal activity to report other than what Ellen had already told them about the lamp.

   “Are we ready to meet the homeowner?” Sue asked once they had finished their meal.

   Ellen took another sip of her coffee. “Let’s go. I couldn’t be more curious.”

   “Same,” Tanya agreed.

   They walked across the street to the salmon-colored Victorian mansion, climbed twelve steps to the front door, and rang the bell.

   “Will Moseby be okay in your room?” Tanya asked Ellen as they waited.

   “It’ll only be an hour or two. He’ll be fine.”

   The door suddenly swung open, and they were greeted by a beautiful young woman, probably mid-twenties, with wavy, blonde hair and bright, blue eyes. She was wearing a gray hoodie and yoga pants. “Good morning. You must be the Ghost Healers.”

   “We are,” Sue said. “I’m Sue, and this is Ellen and Tanya.”

   “I’m Jordan. It’s nice to meet you. Thank you for coming. Please come through.”

   Ellen followed Sue and Tanya through a bright entryway made brighter by a floor-to-ceiling window and a grand staircase open to the upper level. They entered a stunning parlor with not one, but two, marble fireplaces and chandeliers separated by an arch, as though two smaller rooms had been converted into one. A baby grand piano was visible near another cased entrance at the back of the house leading to a large dining room with a third fireplace and chandelier.

   “This place is huge,” Sue commented as she looked all around the space. 

   The tall windows overlooked a side porch with hanging baskets spilling with color.

   Tanya, whose eyes were locked on the beautiful crown molding overhead, added, “And gorgeous.”

   “It really is lovely,” Ellen agreed.

   “Thank you,” Jordan said. “Please have a seat. I’ll show you the basement in a moment, but there’s nothing to sit on down there, so let’s talk here, first. May I get you something to drink? I just made tea.”

   “No, thank you,” Ellen said. “We just ate.”

   “Speak for yourself,” Sue objected. “I wouldn’t mind a hot cup of tea.”

   “I’ll have one, too,” Tanya said. “Thank you.”

   Jordan left them alone in the parlor to gawk at the architectural details and décor: high ceilings, tall windows, cream curtains, a Persian rug, and nice mix of antique and modern furniture.

   “This makes me want to redecorate,” Tanya murmured.

   “I wonder how you get out to that lovely side porch,” Ellen said as she gazed out the windows.

   “There are French doors in the dining room,” Jordan said as she re-emerged with a tray and tea.

   “That was fast,” Sue said with a laugh.

   As Jordan handed Sue her cup, she asked, “So, have you ladies read the book?”

   Sue shook her head. “And here’s me thinking we could go five minutes without talking about it.”

   “Oh, I’m sorry.” Jordan handed Tanya a cup. “I brought one for you, too, Ellen.”

   “Thank you.” Ellen accepted the warm cup from their hostess. “And no need to apologize. Sue’s just kicking herself because she’s the only one who hasn’t read it.”

   “Not the only one. Our Uber driver hasn’t read it, either.”

   The other ladies laughed.

   “I only asked,” Jordan began as she took a seat across from them, “because my grandmother used to rant and rave about it.”

   “She was a fan?” Tanya asked.

   “Oh, no. She hated it.” Jordan took a sip of her tea.

   “Really?” Ellen leaned forward. “Did she say why?”

   “Oh, yes. Many times. She would say, ‘This is a traditional city and always has been, and we’ve always tried to maintain certain standards.’ Keep in mind that she and many of her cronies were alcoholics, according to my mother.”

   “So, that part of the book was true,” Tanya surmised. “The drinking and partying.”

   “I guess so,” Jordan said. “But Grandma Reed would say that the book didn’t portray Savannah’s true society. It didn’t shine a positive light on Savannah being conservative.”

   “But it is a port city,” Ellen pointed out. “Trade towns usually get a mix of people, even though the book suggested that Savannah was somehow cut off and isolated.”

   “Grandma said that there weren’t many native Savannahians mentioned in the book. Most of the main characters were transplants and outsiders.”

   “Is that so?” Sue asked after taking a sip of her tea.

   “Hmm,” Tanya tapped her chin, thinking. “Now that you mention it—”

   “Again, that would be true of a port city,” Ellen pointed out.

   Jordan shrugged. “My grandma didn’t say so, but it seems to me that the author was caught up in the LGBTQ underworld of Savannah but tried to make out like the book was a representation of the whole city.”

   “So, you agree with your grandmother’s assessment?” Tanya asked.

   Jordan took another sip of her tea and grinned. “I still enjoyed the book.”

   “Please tell us more about your weeping wall,” Sue said, steering the conversation to the reason for their visit.

   “How long has it been weeping?” Tanya wanted to know.

   “Well, I’m not sure. I asked my mom that very question, and she said that the last time she was in the basement, she was only eight years old, but she didn’t notice water then. She thinks, being a curious child, that she would have, especially since she wasn’t allowed to go down there in the first place.”

   “Where is your mother now?” Ellen asked.

   “New York. She and my grandmother had a falling out, and Mom moved the three of us to New York. My dad passed away a few years ago, so now it’s just me and my mom. I barely saw my grandma from the age of ten to the age of eighteen, and the only reason I inherited this house is because my aunt, who took over the house after my grandmother died, had no children of her own.”

   “Oh, I see,” Ellen said before taking another sip of her tea.

   “I bet that was hard, not seeing your grandma,” Tanya put in.

   “It was. I never really understood what it was all about. Anyway, the basement was boarded up when my mom was only eight years old.”

   “And you said that was in 1980?” Sue asked.

   “Um, 1981,” Jordan replied. “So, it may have been seeping water all this time. I just don’t know. My mom said that later she thought the basement was closed off because the house was already so big and her mother struggled to keep up with the utility bills.”

   Tanya nodded. “I can imagine.”

   Ellen leaned back in her chair. “At least we have a starting point for our research. We can begin by looking for crimes and calamities that occurred here in 1981.”

   “According to the book, that’s when Jim Williams shot Danny Hansford in the Mercer-Williams House,” Tanya reminded her.

   Sue shook her head. “I doubt there’s a connection between the weeping wall and that book, but I’m sure you two will try to find one.”

   Ignoring her, Ellen asked Jordan, “Have you heard any stories passed down through your family about the basement? Any family conflicts, secrets, or crimes?”

   Tanya added, “Has anyone died in this house?”

   “Not that I know of. Grandma Reed died at the hospital, my aunt died in a car crash, and the only family conflict I know of is the falling out between Mom and Grandma, which was never explained to me.”

   “Do you think your mother would talk to us about it?” Ellen asked. “It might be relevant.”

   Jordan frowned. “I don’t know. Can we make that your last-ditch effort, if nothing else works?”

   “Of course,” Ellen agreed.

   Sue tilted her head to the side. “You said your mom wasn’t allowed in the basement when she was a child. Do you know why?”

   “The servants had rooms down there. Miss Frances was the cook, and Miss Millie was the maid. Grandma didn’t want my mom down there because that was their private space. After the basement was boarded up, the servants were moved to the attic.”

   “Do you know if Miss Frances and Miss Millie are still alive?” Sue asked.

   Jordan shook her head. “I’m not sure about Miss Frances, but Miss Millie died when my mom was a little girl. She used to talk about how sad it made her, because she was closer to her than she was to my grandma. There’s still a portrait of her—and Miss Frances—on the attic landing.”

   Ellen exchanged glances with her friends before asking, “What year did Miss Millie die?”

   “I don’t know,” Jordan admitted with a shrug. “I could call my mom and ask if she remembers.”

   “Please do,” Sue said. “That would help us rule things out.”

   “Or rule them in,” Ellen added with an arch of her brow.

   “Of course,” Jordan said. “The sooner you can solve this mystery, the sooner I can convert the basement into a rental unit, so I can afford the taxes on this place.”

   “Why don’t you show it to us now,” Sue said, “that is, if you’re finished with your tea.”

   “Yes, I am.” Jordan stood up and returned her cup to the tray. “It’s this way.”

   Ellen and her friends also set their cups on the tray and followed Jordan back into the foyer to a door behind the grand staircase. Jordan opened it and descended the stairs, which reminded Ellen of those leading to her and Tanya’s rooms in the Hamilton-Turner Inn.

   “Watch your step,” Jordan warned. “These wooden stairs are a little rickety.”

   “Oh great,” Sue groaned.

   “They aren’t that bad,” Ellen, ahead of her, said reassuringly. 

   “If you say so,” Sue complained beneath her breath.

   The stairs ended at a wood-paneled wall with what appeared to be a door to the street, and when they turned the corner, Ellen was surprised to find the basement was finished. Although the floor was nothing more than the bare cement foundation, the room gave seventies vibes with its wood paneling, brick fireplace, brass fireplace screen, and brass fixtures, and it was spacious and airy, with light pouring in from high windows.

   “This is actually quite nice,” she said to Jordan.

   “I’d think so, too,” Jordan agreed, “if it weren’t for the weeping wall. However, I am having a hard time finding an interior decorator that I can afford. You wouldn’t happen to know anyone, would you?”

   The three ladies exchanged smiles.

   “That’s another one of our specialties,” Sue bragged. “And we would love to help you, if you’d like.”

   “We could create a sample board with ideas,” Tanya said excitedly, “to see if you like our style.”

   “That sounds fabulous,” Jordan said, “but maybe we should start with the haunting.”

   “Maybe that would be best,” Sue agreed with an air of understatement.

   They passed the brass fireplace in a space that looked like a sitting room, and, as she neared another door, Ellen felt uncomfortable.

   “What’s behind here?” she asked Jordan as goose bumps prickled up her arms.

   “The weeping wall,” Jordan answered. “It was a servant’s bedroom at one time.”

   “I’m getting a bad feeling,” Tanya said. “A very sad and dreadful feeling.”

   “Shall we go inside?” Sue prompted.

   Jordan opened the door and gestured for them to enter before her.

   As Ellen walked into the room, she first noticed a small puddle of water on the concrete floor in the far corner of the room. Next, she felt an overwhelming woefulness that caused her eyes to well with tears.

   Tanya wiped wet cheeks with the back of her hand. “Something tragic happened here. I can hardly stand to be in this room.”
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