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CHAPTER ONE
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The teacup had wandered.

The mansion was quiet. Everything had been locked up for nearly an hour and even the last volunteers were gone. Monica Bishop stepped over the velvet rope into the music room.

Many of the bedrooms were full of reproduction furniture or things bought at auction, but the music room was almost exactly as it had been when the house was new. Everything was set up to look like a recital was in progress, with several seats set in a circle around a harp and grand piano, and a hand-lettered program laid on one of the tables next to a pair of opera gloves. Monica had arranged the scene herself, meticulously recreated from an old photograph.

At Christmas, the room housed the thirty-foot tree. In years past it had been filled with gift store trinkets and cheap lights, but Monica had volunteered to take over the job of decorating. She had designed replica Victorian ornaments, and though it was only the beginning of June, she was already spending all of her lunch hours beading bells and cutting out felt pears and partridges.

She had heard rumors that a one of a kind silver pinecone from Tiffany's had been given to the family by Chester Arthur, but Monica had never found even a picture of it, and none of her collector contacts had ever seen it.

It was amazing what survived and what didn't. The mansion's archives had a butcher's receipt for a large pig, ordered before a party, but the name of the cook that prepared the meal was lost. The pig had left behind a more tangible history than the person that had lived and worked in the mansion, preparing the daily bread. To Monica even the pig was important, but she understood not everyone felt that way.

Most adults saw the marble and skylights and crystal chandeliers, and that was enough for them. Children on school trips considered the sights and sounds and stories of the rooms nothing but dull history, and the portraits on the walls creepy. But they did like the ghost stories.

Monica ran her finger along the back of the brocade sofa. It was on the list to be refurbished when the budget allowed but she kind of liked it with its worn spots and faint stains, all the signs that it had been actually used, perhaps it had been someone's favorite spot in the room. She could almost hear the harp playing and gossip whispered behind ornate fans. And the teacup sitting on the mahogany bench could have been left by a recital guest. Except it hadn’t been. And it had not been put there by any of the staff.

Mint-green bone china, with gold and pink roses, the teacup was meant to be on display in the breakfast room—not perched on a bench in the music room.

"You don't belong here,” Monica said, as she picked it up.

The dainty handle of the cup was cold, as if it had not just been sitting in the sun.

It looked like there was a bit of carmine lipstick around the rim. She swiped at it with her thumb, but there was nothing there.

"Very funny, Winnie," Monica murmured, and felt a cold skittering down her spine.

That feeling was like coming home. And though Monica had never lived in the mansion, it had always felt more like home than anywhere else. Twice she had moved away from Wishbone. But no matter how many times she left, Monica was always welcomed back by that little tap dance down her spine. That was the nice thing about ghosts, they didn't leave, and they were always there to welcome you home.

And she was finally going to get her chance to really talk to Winnie—to secure their connection. In a matter of days, Monica would breach the veil.
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CHAPTER TWO
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His father's spacious office had been redone. Graham could not remember the last time he had visited but the changes seemed recent, especially the glass desk and peach walls. Even the old carpet had been removed and replaced with blonde hardwood.

"You need a haircut. And shave that ridiculous beard."

Graham ran a hand through his hair. It was just over his collar in the back. He had not meant to grow it out, he had just neglected to cut it, but he liked the beard. "Is that part of the deal?"

"Yes, my son looking like a functioning member of society, and not some slacker working in a video store, is part of the deal. And burn those clothes while you're at it."

Graham looked across the wide desk. His mother's picture was next to a picture of his sisters. All fair, just like Graham. All smiling and tan enough to look like a suntan oil ad. There was no picture of Graham. He wondered if his father even had one. Perhaps a graduation photo tucked into his wallet. Graham doubted it. He was twenty-seven and had been living on his own for a decade and a half. He had long ago given up on pleasing the man, Graham had forgotten why he ever wanted to. But he knew Louis Rosedale was still invested in molding his only son. And that was leverage.

"Haircut and a shave. Fine," Graham said. He leaned back, resting one foot on his knee. He tapped his fingers in a lazy rhythm. "That will be an extra ten."

His father leaned forward and tented his fingers. He wore a gold signet ring on his pinkie, thinking it made him look like old world aristocracy, but Graham just thought of the mafia. His father would hate that. Graham was tempted to tell him.

"Use the company card and get something presentable. Here is a hint: your pants should not have a loop for a hammer. I'll tell Maria to expect you."

"I don't need a personal shopper." Graham looked down, what he was wearing was practical and nondescript—like all of his work clothes—but he was not a stranger to tailoring, as his father well knew. Graham had probably worn bespoke diapers. And he had modeled to pay his way through college, that was another thing he could mention to his father if he were in the mood for a fight. But for once he wasn't. "I know how to look the part."

His father gave him a Look. Graham braced, but after a moment his father sat back. "Fine. I'll have a check for you by Friday, and I'll fax the museum and let them know to expect you."

"I want a contract. Everything you've promised in detail." In another family, that demand might have been an insult, but if anything, his father looked proud of being asked to put his promises in writing. Graham stood up. "Ink it, and I'll book my flight."

"Take the jet."

"Really?" There were many things Graham did not miss about his family's lifestyle. The jet was not one of them.

"Business is business, Graham. There are all kinds of perks to doing things my way." His father stood and came around the desk. They were of the same height but where Graham was broad shouldered, his father was willowy. And any flaws the years had given him were hidden by his perfectly tailored suit of ultra-fine wool. "I'll have my secretary rent a place for you out there. I hear it's more than just cabins and trailer parks now."

"But still no cell phone service.”

His father chuckled, and said, "I doubt they've even seen a mobile phone."

"I'll make do." Graham reached out his hand and was surprised when his father clapped him on the shoulder.

"Call me when you get back and we'll go golfing."

"Sounds good," Graham lied.

"Go round and see your mother. She should be done with her Daughters of the Founding Fathers or whatever she had this morning. You won't be able to see your sisters, they are already in Newport for the summer."

Graham looked at his watch, if he hurried, he could avoid being invited to dinner. "I will."

"And Graham? Whatever is going on out there, do not start any of your trouble."

"Wouldn't dream of it."
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CHAPTER THREE
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Monica locked up the gift shop. It was still light out, but the shadows were long, and it was chilly. She walked across the paved drive to the front entrance of the mansion.

Built as a summer retreat by a fur and lumber heiress that had married a railroad tycoon, the mansion was a ridiculous, chateau-style house perched on a mountainside. Their daughter Winnie preferred the mountains and trees to city life and after the family's patriarch died, mother and daughter made it their permanent home. After Winnie's death no Rosedale again called the house home, but it was not until Winnie's great nephew inherited that it became a museum.

Monica passed the volunteer closing up the information desk. She smiled up at Monica. It was always strange for Monica to talk to anyone actually shorter than she and Camila Floren did not even aspire to five foot.

"Finishing up, Mrs. Floren?" Monica had graduated high school half a decade prior, but she could not imagine calling her old English teacher by her first name.

"I'm all finished. Can you take my money bag in for me?"

"You going to bingo tonight?"

"Not tonight. My Manuel is in town with his family."

Manuel was the youngest of Camila Floren's five children. He had been two years ahead of Monica at school. He had moved to California for college, gotten married and had children. Monica tried to add up the years in her head and make that make sense. It seemed like he should have still been the kid with the goofy smile and an extra soda for anyone that wanted it. In so many ways, Monica still felt like the knobby-kneed weirdo she had been then.

"Well, have fun," Monica said. "Don't let those grandkids run you too ragged."

Camila laughed. "I'll be lucky if my house is still standing on Monday. You should find something fun to do, honey."

"Already on it. I'll have the house to myself. I'm gonna sit in the good chair and watch whatever I want."

"And here I am, so happy to have some company." Camila wrapped a silk scarf over her thick black hair and touched up her lipstick in a little compact.

"I could go out. But by the end of the day I'm really tired of talking."

"I know the feeling. Try getting thirty sixteen-year olds to talk about Hawthorne." She reached in her prim handbag and pulled out a throat lozenge. "Here. These help. They're the ones from those commercials. They have lemon and herbs."

Monica accepted the cough drop and popped it in her mouth. It was nice—not like yodeling on a mountaintop—but nice.

Camila pushed the door open with a grunt. "Tell your granddad hello."

Monica locked the door behind Camila, though no one was likely to come by so late in the day.

On the wall just outside the director's office was a photograph of Winnie Rosedale, taken the winter before her death. She was wearing a fox stole and a hat with a little veil. Monica touched the plaque below the frame, letting her fingers brush Winnie's name.

There was no Gilded Age extravagance in the director's office. It was an addition done during the remodel in the seventies, when they added public restrooms in the basement and turned the detached garage into a gift shop, and most of the furniture was from that time. Unfortunately, the intervening twenty years had not been kind to all of the particle board and synthetic fabrics.

"Hey, Linda. We're all closed up," Monica said, placing the money bags on the desk. "Do you need anything else before I head out?"

Her boss looked up from her word processor. "Oh, yes. I need to talk to you. Have a seat."

Monica obeyed, sitting in the chair with the least-ratty green, faux-leather. She wanted to go home. Her feet were swollen, she was hungry, and she was fairly sure her deodorant had given up the ghost. She had already clocked out and Linda did not usually make her stay for unpaid meetings. Maybe she was getting fired.

"Did everything go okay this afternoon?" Monica asked.

"Sure, sure. I switched out some of the jewelry in the display cases, so make sure you are pointing out the right things on the tours. What about you?"

So... not fired. Okay. "We had a little boy try to sneak into the smoking room to relieve himself, but his mother caught him in time, so the mess was just in his pants."

"That's a relief." Linda let out a staccato laugh. "No pun intended."

Linda Vance was hard to read. She always vaguely looked as if she had just eaten a lemon, and her breathy voice made her seem on the verge of tears most of the time. But she was not meeting Monica’s eyes, and she was tapping her long fingernails on the lumpy bowl she kept on her desk. She had made the bowl in a pottery class she had taken hoping to meet her Patrick Swayze. The class had turned out to be all women, but she still loved the ugly bowl.

"Is something wrong?" Monica asked.

"No. It's good news," Linda said. She shuffled a stack of papers. "Mr. Rosedale is coming to help oversee the summer events."

"Oh." Monica almost swallowed her cough drop. That did not sound like good news. The Rosedales did not visit, and they certainly did not oversee anything.

The summer events were in honor of the hundredth anniversary of the largest event ever held at the mansion: the engagement party for Winnie Rosedale. There would be a fancy-dress party, special exhibits, and most importantly, a series of seances in honor of Winnie's obsession with Spiritualists. And Monica's obsession with Winnie.

She did not want that overseen and managed.

"Helping with the preparations,” Monica said. “Does that mean he's staying all summer?"

"Yes. But I don't expect he'll be underfoot the whole time." Linda waved her hand, and then scowled at the papers on her desk. "And I'm sure he won't bother you out there."

Monica was the gift shop manager and head tour guide at the museum. It was not a glamorous job, but it suited Monica. She tried to imagine Mr. Rosedale—who from the pictures she had seen looked like he should be playing the president in a movie—arranging novelty mugs or giving museum tours. No, that was not what Mr. Rosedale would be doing. She pictured him with his arms crossed, watching her, judging her.

Budget cuts and layoffs, that was what everyone talked about, but it would be hard to downsize the museum. They already ran on eighty percent volunteer manpower and Monica was paid about the same as a fast-food worker.

"There's nothing else to do here in the summer,” Monica said. “What's he going to do? Take the train up and down the mountain? Where is he even staying?"

The mansion was a museum, not a residence, and the old Caretaker's Lodge at the bottom of the hill was so moldy and rundown they had had to board it up so no visitors could wander in and get hurt.

"He's rented one of those new condos." Linda sighed and it rustled her frizzy, yellow bangs. "Whatever you are thinking, believe me, I have already thought it. I don't know what this means. But we are going to show Mr. Rosedale all of the wonderful things that we are doing for his family's legacy. And how could he not be impressed by that?"

Monica did not know what would impress Mr. Rosedale, but this was Winnie's world, and no one was going to come in and disturb it, no matter what their last name.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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"Darci?" Monica called out over the sound of the door chime.

The Mercantile was on the old main street in one of the restored buildings, with an Irish pub on one side and a hair salon on the other. The store was empty, which was not uncommon on a Sunday morning. It was a catch-all place that sold vintage jeans and records, as well as some tchotchkes for tourists. Monica's best friend Darci Powell was the assistant manager and most mornings could be found behind the counter reading a book or making hemp friendship bracelets to sell to teenagers.

Monica walked to the counter, taking two glass bottles from her purse, and called out again, "Darci, do you want Peach Tea or Mango Madness?"

She put the bottles on the counter and then began exploring the new display of old clothes. On the rack with the mechanic style work-shirts she found two yellow and white raglan shirts with the museum's logo written across the chest. They looked like they were from a community baseball team in the seventies. Monica would have grabbed one, but they were both too big and she had enough sleep shirts.

She moved on to the pants rack. She liked vintage men's jeans. Often, she would have to cut off a few inches at the bottom to make them fit. She did not bother hemming the ends even though she knew how, she liked the look of the hanging strings.

Nothing caught her eye, so she moved on to the women's section. She was holding a pair of button-fly bell-bottoms against her, when she looked out the large front window and lost her breath.

Crossing the street towards her, jogging lightly to avoid an oncoming car, was a man in a white t-shirt that emphasized broad shoulders and a trim waist, and was just a little too tight on his biceps. The man was too attractive to belong in Wishbone. Small towns might spit out the occasional stunner, but they quickly left for bigger towns with job prospects and nightclubs.

"Whoa."

Monica did not turn at the sound of Darci's lovely drawl, nor ponder too long on how her friend had managed to sneak up on her. "Do you know him?"

The man paused in front of the window, looking at the display of tin signs and postcards. He ran his hand through his dark blond hair, pushing it back into a perfect swoop, and the light caught on his heavy gold watch.

"No, 'fraid not. Must be a tourist," Darci said. She grabbed the bottle of tea and popped it open. "Thanks for this."

"Uh-huh."

The man turned, and for a moment, Monica thought he was looking at her. She hoped he did not come into the store. He was the kind of beautiful that could be safely drooled at on the big screen or from a distance but would be lethal up close. Monica cringed at even the thought of speaking to him, or what nonsense would come out of her mouth if she tried. She need not have worried, after a few seconds he continued his path down the sidewalk.

"A bit preppy for my tastes," Darci said. "He looks like a jacked James Dean."

Monica watched him until he got into a black convertible her granddad would have described as zippy. "Or a villain in an eighties movie."

Darci leaned back against the counter and crossed her ankles, showing off her favorite pointed cowboy boots and the way her jeans hugged her wide hips. She tapped her square jaw and frowned. "Like a Russian trying to take over a skyscraper?"

"Not that kind of movie. He looks like he is going to sneer at me for what side of the tracks I live on and then kiss me over a birthday cake." Monica ran a hand through her short hair, letting it form chaotic spikes around her head. She was suddenly too hot. "I don't go for that: looks-like-he-owns-a-summer-home-and-wants-to-talk-about-wine type."

"Well, you know me, I have a checklist: beat up trucks, twangy accents, bad credit a plus—but not required."

"Down-home dirt-bags," Monica said.

"That's right." Darci flicked a finger at the jeans Monica was still holding. "You going to try those on?"

"You heard from the Lumberjack?" Monica asked, as she slipped behind the dividing screen that served as a dressing room.

He was not actually a lumberjack, but since he wore flannels and work boots every day and had an unreasonable amount of facial hair, the name stuck.

"He wants to go out this Saturday," Darci said. "There's a punk band from New York playing at the roller rink. You could come if you want."

"And watch the two of you mack? No thanks."

"You'd rather rent a video and watch it by yourself in your granddad's basement? Good use of your youth and pretty face."

"Harsh," Monica said. "You and your pretty face can mind their own business. Actually, I have plans, big plans. It's our first seance this weekend."

"Oh, that's right. Do you want me to come?"

"And bail on your guy? I couldn't ask you to do that."

"He could come too. I think he might be receptive."

Monica tried to imagine any man Darci liked being sensitive to spirits and laughed. "Thanks anyway. I don't want too many people I know at this one; I might feel goofy or something. Ugh. It might be totally cringe." She came out from behind the screen and moved to the narrow mirror by the counter. The jeans fit, a miracle on the first try, but they had lady bugs and sunflowers embroidered on the back pockets. "Well?"

"Turn again."

Monica obeyed. "I think I like them, maybe. What do you think? Cute? Tragic? Make me look twelve?"

"Well, it's not your fault you are shorter than most twelve-year olds, not much a pair of jeans can do about that. And I'm not saying you won't get carded wearing them."

"I do anyway."

"Do you still have that woven bag and that quilted crop top? You could show off your tattoo."

Monica nodded, already seeing it all together. She was still unsure where she would wear them, but the jeans were only two dollars. That was the kind of thrifty that led to hoarding in her family, but at least her accumulations were limited by her student loan debt and a tiny closet.

She changed back and put the jeans on the counter. "I still need to find something to wear for tomorrow. I've been through my closet and I have nothing, nada, zilch that I can wear to that meeting."

"Oh, that's right, the old man is visiting."

Monica had called Darci as soon as she had gotten home, to rant about Mr. Rosedale coming to stick his nose in all of her plans. She had been dreaming of the summer of seances since she came across an old book about Winnie Rosedale's interest in the occult.

It was actually a tragic story; Winnie's fiancé Leland Temple had disappeared sometime after the last song at the engagement party and before the family got up the next day. Winnie had become obsessed with spirits and converted part of the second floor of the mansion into a room for communing with the dead. She went through a small fortune hiring mediums and Spiritualists to contact Leland, and one night during one of the sessions she had died right there at the table. The story had spread and grown, and the mansion gained a reputation for being haunted. Most of their visitors came for that reason, and every tour Monica gave included a biography of all of the resident ghosts.

"Looking to catch yourself a rich husband on his deathbed?" Darci asked. "I hear they are all the rage."

"Louis Rosedale is in his sixties or something, not exactly infirm. And will you please take this seriously, I'm freaking out."

"I see that."

"You don't understand. Granddad met him once. He said it was like meeting a Kennedy." Monica’s grandfather was proud of his work at the mansion, and his reverence for the family was one of his only soft spots. "He will disown me if I embarrass myself. And I would hate to miss out on inheriting his commemorative spoons. And Mr. Rosedale has the power to shut down everything I've been working on. Hell, he has the power to fire me."

"Your boss doesn't have a problem with how you dress, I don't think you need a whole corporate shill look now."

Monica rolled her eyes. "Bummer, I was going to buy up your entire corporate shill section. Come on, Darci! You have to help me out, I refuse to drive an hour to the mall for this."

"The mall." Darci shivered. "Don't you dare."

"Well then, help me."

Darci fiddled with her long braid, retied the scrunchie, and then made a little noise, "Hold on." She ran
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