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  We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at crossroad@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.


  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.
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  This is for the Clarks, who introduced me to the Bell Witch and went with me into her infamous cave.
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  Legend says that from 1817–1821, the Bell family of Robertson County, Tennessee, was harassed by the invisible spirit of a spiteful woman. The spirit threw things around the rooms, knocked on the walls, dragged chains across the floor, and even scratched and slapped the members of the Bell family. At times, the spirit spoke to the family and to others who gathered at the Bell cabin. When asked who she was, she answered, “I am a spirit. I was once very happy but have been disturbed!” The Bell family’s haunting came to be known far and wide. To this day, there are people who believe the Bell Witch (the name the spirit was given) not only existed but remains in the area, hiding in the “Bell Witch Cave” beside the Red River. Though she hasn’t disturbed anyone in about 200 years, she remains famous. Visitors to the town of Adams, Tennessee can tour the property on which the Bell family lived and even take a hike inside the dark and winding Bell Witch Cave.


  What if the Bell Witch decided to terrorize a new group of people? And what if those people were trapped during a snowstorm and could not get away?


  Chapter 1


  The riverside cave was damp, deep, and cold. It was silent except for the whistling wind at the mouth of the cave, where snowflakes spun frantic circles and bashed into each other before slamming into the ground. No furry creatures hibernated in this cave. No bats clung to the cave walls, waiting out the winter. A few spiders nestled in the cracks in the stone, but they, too, were unsure why they chose this place. They stared out into the darkness with their unblinking eyes, and then turned away without a sound.


  All was still inside the cave.


  All was hushed.


  It was so very dark.


  And then something invisible moved. It hissed and snarled. It began to drift up from the deepest tunnel, moving steadily through the twisting stone corridors and tight passageways. Over frigid puddles. Around sharp corners and beneath low hanging cave ceilings. Past the cracks in which the spiders shuddered and shivered, even though they could not see what it was that frightened them. The something was colder than the cave, causing frost to form on the craggy walls as it went by. It smelled rancid, like something dead and rotting.


  At last it reached the mouth of the cave and it stared out at the snow with invisible eyes. It grinned a terrible, invisible grin. Then it howled evil laughter into the blizzard. The sound was heard up and down the river, loud enough to shake the trees and cause the winter deer to race away.


  Chapter 2


  Thirteen-year-old Melody Martin jumped out of her father’s van, trotted across the shoveled yet slick driveway, and jumped into the shin-deep snow of the yard.


  “Isn’t it pretty? Isn’t it awesome?” she said as her dad pulled a suitcase, backpack, and two tote bags from the rear of the van. “Oh, I’ve missed snow so much!”


  Dad turned and smiled. His dark eyes twinkled behind his glasses. “It’s very pretty, but I don’t miss all that shoveling. I don’t miss the cold. And the roads all slick and difficult to drive. And schools being closed.”


  “Schools being closed is the best part of snow!” said Melody. She tucked her curly, shoulder-length black hair under her red knit cap, scooped up some frosty-cold snow, and packed it into a snowball. “Hey, Dad, heads up!” She hurled the snowball at her father. He ducked and the snowball went splat on the side of the van.


  “What happened to your pitching arm, Mel?” he said. “One day away from home and it’s already gone?”


  Melody grabbed up another handful of snow, squashed it into a snowball, and threw it. This one caught Dad squarely on the shoulder. “There!” she said with a grin. “I haven’t lost my touch! But snow isn’t as easy to throw as a softball, you know.”


  “You’re right, and you’re still the champ,” Dad chuckled. “Now, come on, let’s get your stuff inside. You might not be cold but I’m shivering like crazy.”


  Melody hopped out of the snow and trudged back over to the van. “I don’t feel cold at all,” she said. “I love winter! That’s one thing I wish we had in Florida. Not a long Tennessee winter but maybe a couple days of it.”


  Melody, her younger sister, Amy, and her parents had moved from Robertson County, Tennessee to Fort Pierce, Florida two years earlier, when Mrs. Martin landed a new computer tech job. And when December rolled around, Melody thought about warm scarves, cozy coats, hot cocoa, and most of all, snow. There was something magical and mysterious about lacy flakes swirling down from a gray sky. There was something exciting about a howling snowstorm, banging on the windows and throwing thick flakes down to Earth. And, of course, snow days off from school were always great fun, because Melody and Amy had loved spending hours outside, creating snow forts and snow-people, having snowball fights and stamping mazes into the snow with their boots. Now, Melody was back in Tennessee for a visit.


  Melody and Dad carried her suitcase, backpack, and tote bags up onto to the wide front porch of the Snavelys’ large, yellow, 100-year-old farmhouse. The porch swing sat still in the cold, its chains encased in ice. The wind chimes that dangled from the porch ceiling were spattered with snow. A large, empty ceramic flowerpot sat near the door, waiting for springtime and a planting of pink and red petunias.


  It was early afternoon, December 27th. Melody’s best friend, Jamie Snavely, had invited Melody to come back to Robertson County and stay with her family for six days over the winter break. Melody and her father had taken a flight from Florida to the Nashville airport, rented a car, and then drove forty-two miles to the small town of Adams. Then they continued a short distance into the countryside where the Snavely family owned a pumpkin and potato farm.


  Melody and Jamie had been friends since first grade. They had lived a half mile from each other, and every chance they had they walked back and forth to each other’s houses to play games, watch television, or just goof around. While Melody had dark brown skin, deep brown eyes, and black hair, Jamie had pale, freckled skin, gray eyes, and red hair that she usually kept in a long braid. Sometimes the girls liked to pretend they were twins to see what people would say. When it was time for the Martins to move, Melody was miserable. She and Jamie had just started sixth grade at the middle school and were looking forward to new classes, new teachers, and new adventures together.


  “But Mom!” Melody had said when her mother explained that she had accepted a new job far away. “That is so totally not fair! We’ve lived here all my life! I’m going to be leaving all my friends! I’ll be leaving Jamie!”


  Amy, who had just turned eight, had just stood with her arms crossed and stared at the living room floor. Amy tended to be quiet. Melody was not.


  “Seriously, Mom!” Melody had said. “This is awful!”


  Mom asked her daughters to sit down. As Dad stood quietly beside the window, Mom had explained, “You know I’ve been looking for a better job for more than a year. The best offer I’ve gotten is in Florida. Plus, your dad knows he’ll have no trouble finding a job there as a mechanic. I know you girls aren’t happy. But this is a once-in-a-lifetime chance for something new. I think you’ll grow to like Florida.”


  “But Mom!”


  “Melody, you know I love Tennessee,” said Mom. “Our family has lived here several generations back. It’s hard to move with all the history we have here. But sometimes change is important. Sometimes change is good. Please try to understand.”


  As upset as Melody was, she did understand. Mom had been taking online courses to become certified in various computer-programming skills. A tech company in Fort Pierce had offered Mom a position, one that would benefit the whole family. Though Melody knew moving would be difficult, she also knew that her mother deserved this success.


  As the months in Florida went by, Melody had discovered that there was a lot to like about living where it was almost always warm, and especially living near the beach
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