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   Chapter One

   La Quinta Tulsa

   
    W

   

   hat in the world is that?” Sue asked as she entered Ellen and Tanya’s hotel room. Her full figure filled the entryway, where she pointed at the floor.

   Ellen thought Sue looked surprisingly perky and refreshed, given what she’d been through the day before. 

   “Tanya’s butterflies,” Ellen said.

   “Not butterflies.” Tanya pushed her blonde hair behind her ears before she picked up the three-foot-by three-foot dome-shaped net that sat on the carpet near the door. About two dozen tiny green cocoons clung to the underside of it. “Chrysalises. I didn’t want to leave them behind, just in case they hatched.”

   “You brought them on the train?” Sue’s brown hair brushed her shoulders as she bobbed her head in disbelief. “Dave couldn’t let them out?”

   “He’s flying to D.C. tomorrow,” Tanya said. “I couldn’t have them trapped if they hatched while we were gone.” Then she added. “And I really didn’t want to miss it.”

   “I think it’s pretty cool.” Ellen hadn’t thought so at first, especially after all the looks she’d had to endure from the other passengers on the train from San Antonio; but, she found herself bonding with the little chrysalises over the past few days, as if they were newborn puppies or kittens. And it had been…surprising.

   “Well, then you better not pay too much attention to the windshield on your rental car,” Sue said as she sat on the end of one of the double beds. “Tulsa has been swarmed with butterflies lately, and many of them have met an untimely death.”

   “Oh, stop.” Tanya moved the net to the other side of the room, near the sliding glass doors to the balcony, which overlooked their spectacular view of the parking lot.

   “Don’t be crass, Sue,” Ellen whispered.

   It seemed to Ellen that Tanya looked thinner than usual and more fragile. It had been just over a year since Tanya’s mother passed last September, and Tanya hadn’t been able to shake off her depression. Ellen had begun taking antidepressants after her own mother had died last November, and she felt they were helping; but Tanya wanted to avoid medication and was trying things like hatching butterflies and taking vitamins and drinking herbal tea.

   In fact, Ellen had been worried Tanya would bail on her at the last minute and not attend Sue’s daughter’s wedding.

    “What made you decide to hatch butterflies anyway, Tanya?” Sue asked.

   “I was looking for something new to try, something fun.”

   “I could have saved you some trouble and taken you to that new Mexican food restaurant near our neighborhood. I hear they serve delicious margaritas,” Sue said with a giggle.

   Ellen frowned. She doubted Sue could understand the depth of Tanya’s despair. Sue didn’t belong to the Motherless Club. Sue didn’t understand the loneliness that tugged at the heart of a motherless adult child.

   “I’m surprised you’re here early.” Ellen slipped on her shoes and searched around the room for her purse. “Aren’t you exhausted after the wedding?”

   “Yes, but I’m also starving, and my hunger won out.” Then she pointed at Ellen’s black capris and emerald-green top. “We could be twins today. We must be on the same wavelength.”

   “I guess so.” Ellen laughed. Tanya was wearing a baby blue top with blue jeans. 

   “The wedding was beautiful, by the way.” Tanya sat in the small chair near the desk to buckle on her sandals. “We didn’t get a chance to talk to you much last night, but we enjoyed it.”

   “Yes. It was nicely done,” Ellen said. “Is Tom flying back today?”

   Sue shifted on the bed. “Yeah. He offered to fly with my mom so she wouldn’t have to travel alone. I’m sure they’ve landed by now. And Lexi and Stephen are probably landing in Vancouver within the hour. Lexi called from the airport this morning to thank me for all I did.”

   “That was nice.” Ellen found her purse and pulled the strap across her shoulder. “Especially considering how hard it was on you—having the wedding here in the groom’s hometown instead of back home in San Antonio.” 

   “Well, like I said before, her college friends are here,” Sue said. “And my mother is our only family back in San Antonio. Tom’s mother and brother live in Stillwater. It just made sense to have it here.” Then Sue added, “It means a lot to me that you girls made the trip to be there.”

   “We wouldn’t have missed it,” Ellen said.

   “Of course not.” Tanya stood up and checked her reflection in the mirror over the desk. 

   “It’s too bad Nolan couldn’t make it,” Sue said of Ellen’s oldest son, in medical school at OSU in Oklahoma City.

   “He wanted to, but he’s an intern now, and his hours are crazy.”

   “You must be so proud of him,” Sue said.

   “And you must be so happy for Lexi,” Ellen said.

   “Yes, I am. But right now, I’m anxious for lunch. Are y’all ready to go?”

   “Ready,” Tanya said. “And after we hit the casino, Ellen has something interesting in mind for us.”

   Sue climbed to her feet. “Oh? What?”

   “It’s a surprise,” Ellen said. “And don’t worry. There will be plenty of margaritas to be had where we’re going.”

   
   Chapter Two

   Haunted Pub Crawl

   
    A

   

   fter a day of dining and playing the slots at the casino across the street from the La Quinta, Ellen got behind the wheel of the rental car and drove her friends to the Brady Arts District. It was a little past six in the evening, and the sun wouldn’t be setting for another couple of hours. Ellen was surprised, however, by how many people were walking the streets and by how few parking places were available. She hadn’t expected the arts district of Tulsa to be such a happening place, especially on a Sunday.

   When Ellen pulled into the last parking space in front of a sign that read The Tavern, Sue said, “So far so good.”

   “Come on, Ellen,” Tanya said from the passenger’s seat. “Tell us what you have in mind. The suspense is killing me.”

   “We’re going on a haunted pub crawl,” Ellen said with a smile.

   Tanya arched a brow. “They have ghosts in Tulsa?”

   “Ghosts are everywhere,” Sue said.

   Tanya shrugged. “I know, but Tulsa doesn’t seem like the kind of town that would have interesting ghosts. New Orleans, yes. But Tulsa?”

   Sue leaned over the front seat from where she sat in the back. “And what exactly do you mean by crawl? Are we going to have to do a lot of walking? You know my feet bother me.”

   “What is wrong with you people?” Ellen said. “I thought you’d be delighted. Isn’t this your kind of thing?”

   “Walking has never been my kind of thing,” Sue said. 

   “I don’t think we’ll be going very far.” Ellen turned off the car and unbuckled her seatbelt.

   Tanya unbuckled as well and opened her door. “Come on, Sue. This should be fun.”

   They each took a stool at the polished wooden bar inside the art deco establishment with its large mirrors, dramatic drapes, geometric wood furniture, and glass tabletops as they waited for their tour guide and the other attendees to arrive. 

   The bartender didn’t look much younger than they were, though she was quite attractive in her low-cut, cleavage-showing bodice. Her blonde frizzy hair framed a face with beautiful, dark-lined eyes and lashes. The woman wiped her forehead with the back of her wrist before handing over their margaritas and said, “It’s too damn hot in here. Will one of you ladies complain to my manager? He won’t do anything about it if I tell him.”

   “It is pretty warm,” Sue agreed.

   “They don’t pay me enough to work in these conditions,” the bartender complained. “I’m about to strip down to my birthday suit.”

   “Maybe if you did, you’d get a raise,” Ellen offered with a laugh.

   “Yeah, but it wouldn’t be the kind I’m looking for,” the bartender said.

   It took Ellen a minute to get why her friends were guffawing. Then she laughed, too, and asked, “Where is he? Your manager?”

   “That’s him standing back there talking to a patron. Wait ‘til he comes back over here behind the bar.” The bartender added another shot of tequila to each of their glasses with a wink. “A secret thank you, from me to you.”

   “Mmm,” Sue purred. “Delicious.”

   “Thanks,” Tanya said before taking a sip.

   Ellen wasn’t so sure she could handle two shots of tequila, but she took a drink anyway. And as soon as the manager returned to the bar, they all three mentioned how hot it was. 

   “It might even be cooler outside,” Sue added.

   The manager shot a look at the bartender before promising to adjust the air conditioner.

   Sue was on her second margarita when a woman, maybe five or ten years younger than they with long curly brown hair, stood up from one of the tables. She wore a cute purple dress and matching purple eye shadow. She twisted the bracelet on her thin wrist and said in a loud voice, “If you’re here for the haunted pub crawl, please follow me into the back room.”

   “I need to stop by the ladies’ room first,” Tanya whispered to Ellen and Sue as they got up from their stools.

   “Me, too,” Ellen said.

   When they discovered that it was a single room with only one toilet, Tanya took Ellen’s half-empty margarita glass and insisted that Ellen go first.

   Ellen locked the door behind her and was startled by the sudden unrolling of paper towels from the machine beside the mirror over the sink. Then the light overhead blinked on and off several times. For only a moment, Ellen couldn’t breathe, and she felt dizzy. Once she took a deep breath, she regained her composure.

   Poking her head through the door, she asked Tanya, “Are you messing with me?”

   “What? Why?” Tanya stood in the hallway holding each of their glasses—one in each hand. There were no light switches on the walls nearby. 

   “Never mind. I’ll be right out.”

   After a few minutes, the light stopped blinking, and the machine stopped spitting out paper toweling.

   It must be an electrical short, Ellen thought as she washed her hands and left the room to give Tanya her turn.

   When Tanya came out, Ellen asked about the lights and the towels, but Tanya wrinkled her brow and said, “It sounds like you’re the one messing with me. Nothing like that happened while I was in there.”

   Ellen shrugged it off until they caught up to the group in the private back room where the others were already seated at four small tables, and she overheard their tour guide saying, “As a matter of fact, even the ladies’ room in this bar is known to be haunted.”

   Ellen narrowed her eyes suspiciously at Sue, who only gave her a blank look as she and Tanya sat at the table on either side of her.

   Their tour guide, whom Ellen later learned was named Carrie French, was standing in the center of the room as she told some of the history of The Tavern. “This building was once a spectacular hotel, built in 1906, and it was one of the few structures in this area still standing after the race riot of 1921. It eventually became one of the most popular brothels in Tulsa and, later, a flophouse.”

   “What’s a flophouse?” Ellen asked.

   Carrie French turned to Ellen and said, “During the oil boom in the early 1900’s, a lot of fine hotels were erected, but later, during the Depression, many of them were turned into cheap lodging with lots of small rooms, each containing a bed, sink, and toilet used by transients, prostitutes, and drug addicts. The woman who ran this flophouse in the 1930’s is believed to be haunting the place. She’s been seen on the vacant floor above by many people over the years, and she also haunts the kitchen and the ladies’ room down here in the tavern.”

   One of the twelve other people gathered in the small private room asked, “Is she a friendly spirit?”

   “I wouldn’t call her friendly,” Carrie replied. “She seems to enjoy playing mean tricks on the employees here, especially the dishwashers and cooks, which the bar can’t hold onto long enough. They say she resented her landlord and took out her anger on the other tenants. To give you an example of one of her pranks, a few years ago, I went into the ladies’ room and was accosted with blinking lights and an out-of-control paper towel dispenser.”

   Ellen gasped. Had she been set up, or had she just had an encounter with a ghost?

   Tanya covered her mouth and looked at Ellen with shock before saying, “That just happened to Ellen!”

   Carrie raised her brows. “Really?”

   Ellen nodded.

   “Congratulations, Ellen,” Carrie said. “You now belong to a very exclusive group of three. Only one other person is known to have experienced that, and she quit her job a year ago because it spooked her so bad. But I knew her, and I believe it only happens to those with the gift.”

   Ellen’s face burned as everyone looked at her.

   “I knew it,” Sue said. “I knew you had the gift, too. I could sense it.”

   Ellen tried not to roll her eyes at Sue and instead smiled back at the others in the room. This was going to be an interesting night.

   
   Chapter Three

   The Hanging Tree

   
    C

   

   arrie led the dozen attendees of the haunted pub crawl down Main Street to stand in front of Cain’s Ballroom, where she said famous people like Bob Wills and Garth Brooks had often performed. Even tonight loud music poured through the front entrance, and cars lined the sidewalk and filled the adjacent lot. Each of the dozen people on the tour glanced inside the crowded doors before heading to three other chic bars that now stood where old brothels once existed. At each location, everyone on the tour had a drink while Carrie told stories of outlaws, prostitutes, and oil barons and the spirits left behind.

   From Main, they walked down Brady Street to see the Brady Theater, where Ellen had an overwhelming feeling that she was suffocating. She thought it might be the tequila affecting her, so she ignored it. But a little later that night, on their way back to The Tavern, they passed the theater again, and, as before, she felt like she couldn’t breathe. 

   “Are you okay?” Tanya asked her.

   Ellen nodded. They were at the tail-end of the group walking very slowly for Sue’s sake, but if Carrie had been within earshot, Ellen might have asked her if there was anything else she could tell them about the theater. As they approached The Tavern, Carrie gathered everyone around her on the sidewalk beneath the now dark sky and said, “The Brady Arts District is just one of the many haunted areas in Tulsa. If you have an opportunity to visit the Gilcrease Museum or any of the other historic districts, please do. And on your way home tonight, you might drive just a few blocks down Archer to 3 North Lawton Avenue and have a look at The Hanging Tree.”

   “I’ve heard of that,” someone in their group said. “But I don’t recall the story.”

   Carrie cleared her throat. “From 1870 to 1889, twenty people are known to have been hanged from a now 222-year-old Burr Oak. The old tree has outlived its natural lifespan, and some say the spirits of the Creek Indians and cattle rustlers whose bodies were hanged from it keep it alive because they can’t find peace. Many people over the years have gone out to gaze at the tree at night and have sworn to have heard the twisting sound of an old rope on the lowest limb, which hangs twelve feet from the ground.”

   
   After the tour, Ellen climbed behind the wheel of the rental car and said, “Why don’t we drive by that tree? I’m kind of curious about it.”

   “You want to?” Tanya asked Sue.

   Sue was getting settled in the back seat behind Ellen. “Sure, why not? This has been a fun adventure, hasn’t it? Even if I won’t be able to walk tomorrow, I really enjoyed tonight. Thank you, Ellen.”

   “Yeah, thanks, Ellen,” Tanya chimed in. “I loved learning all the history.”

   “Me, too.” As Ellen pulled away from The Tavern, she didn’t mention how surprised she’d been by the incident in the ladies’ room or by the suffocating feeling she’d experienced each time she walked by the Brady Theater. A year ago, Ellen never would have believed that one day she’d be interested in ghosts and the paranormal, but it had become the most fascinating subject to her, probably due to the immense joy and satisfaction she’d felt after bringing closure to the Gold House.

   Although most of the activity they’d experienced in the Greek revival hadn’t been caused by an actual ghost, Ellen had felt a profound sense of peace and closure when she and her friends helped solve the mystery of the lost gold. Marcia Gold could finally rest. It had been an amazing feeling.

   She wanted more of that feeling, almost as badly as an addict wants his next hit.

   Tanya turned to Ellen. “What do you think about what Carrie said? About you having the gift?”

   Ellen laughed. “I don’t know. I’ve only recently begun to…sense things. And I still wonder if it’s all in my head.”

   “It’s because you’re just now opening yourself up,” Sue said. “The more you practice, the stronger your gift will become. Take it from me.”

   “What about you, Tanya?” Ellen asked as she turned onto Archer Street. “Do you sense things?”

   “Well, I wasn’t going to say anything,” Tanya began. “But both times we passed that old theater, I felt something heavy in my chest.”

   “Me, too!” Sue said.

   Ellen couldn’t believe it. “Are y’all serious? I couldn’t breathe. Why didn’t either of you say anything?”

   “Why didn’t you?” Sue challenged. 

   “That is so bizarre,” Tanya said.

   “Now I’m going to have to Google that theater,” Sue said, as they pulled up before the enormous old Burr Oak standing majestically in the light of the half moon. It stood behind a tall fence at what looked like an industrial warehouse. The tree wasn’t accessible from the road.

   Ellen shuddered at the sight of it. The thought of the hanging victims made her feel nauseous. “Why do people do such cruel things to one another? Can you imagine dying like that, hanging from a tree?” 

   “Maybe they deserved it,” Sue said. “Maybe it was the best way to maintain order.”

   “I don’t believe in capital punishment,” Tanya said. “Everyone deserves a chance at redemption and forgiveness.”

   “I agree,” Ellen said. “With maybe very few exceptions.”

   “If you believe in exceptions, then you are for capital punishment,” Sue said to Ellen. 

   “Ellen always takes the middle ground,” Tanya pointed out.

   “Things aren’t usually black or white.” Ellen turned off the engine and opened her car door. “I want to go look at the tree up close.”

   Although they were in the first few days of autumn, the evening was still hot and muggy as Ellen and her friends walked across the gravel toward the fence.

   “Let’s see if we can get a little closer,” Ellen said, following the length of fence.

   “Haven’t we done enough walking?” Sue called from behind.

   “Come on, Sue,” Ellen said, beckoning to her friends. “There’s an alley access back here.

   “Great, an alley,” Tanya said. “At night, in a strange area we know nothing about.”

   “I think we passed a Braum’s Ice Cream Parlor on the way over,” Sue said. “Anyone up for an evening snack?”

   Ellen slipped past another fence and managed to get a little closer.

   “Look at it,” Ellen whispered, mesmerized by the tree.

   “It’s giving me the creeps,” Tanya said. “I vote for the ice cream.”

   “Fine,” Ellen said, “but I want to run an idea by you both first.”

   “Why can’t you run this idea by us at Braum’s?” Sue wanted to know.

   Ellen reached out a hand and touched the thick trunk of the old tree. “Because I don’t want to be overheard.”

   Tanya and Sue exchanged glances before turning their perplexed looks on Ellen.

   “What’s going on, Ellen?” Tanya asked.

   Ellen tried to think how to word the overwhelming and profound feelings churning inside of her. Tears formed in her eyes as she searched for the right words. She took a deep breath. 

   “Ellen?” Sue asked. “Your face looks pale. Are you alright?”

   “It’s just that…” Ellen searched for the words, “what we did with the Gold House was so incredible, you know?”

   Her two friends nodded, still waiting for Ellen’s explanation.

   Ellen continued, “And lately I’ve been feeling, I don’t know, blah again.”

   “You mean depressed?” Tanya asked. “I thought you were taking medication for that.”

   “I am, but it’s not exactly depression,” Ellen said. “It’s like I feel a calling, and I’ve been ignoring it. And ignoring it has been making me feel kind of sick inside.”

   Tanya covered her cheeks with both hands. “I’ve actually been feeling the same way, Ellen! This really is bizarre! I’ve been sad and lonely since my mother died, but there’s something else, too. It’s not quite depression, but a sort of let down that began after we finished the Gold House.” Tears flooded Tanya’s eyes. “To tell you the truth, I’m dreading going back to San Antonio.”

   “Well, aren’t you girls a mess,” Sue said, making them laugh.

   “Very funny,” Tanya said.

   “Y’all are definitely going to laugh at what I say next,” Ellen warned. Her two friends fixed their eyes on her again. “I want to study the paranormal.”

   “Oh, my gawd!” Sue practically shouted. “I can’t believe it!”

   “But I’m not going to assume that every little unexplainable thing is a ghost,” she said. “I’m still a skeptic at heart.”

   “Are you serious? You really want to study this?” Tanya asked.

   Ellen nodded. “I think that’s what’s calling me. After bringing peace to Marcia Gold and her family, I guess I realize there’s more work to do.”

   “Like what?” Tanya asked, batting an insect away.

   “I think I want to find other haunted houses and help their ghosts find peace,” Ellen said.

   As Ellen waited for her friends to reply, she heard something in the tree above them. After a beat, she thought it sounded exactly like the strain of a rope pulling against the lowest branch.

   “Oh, my gawd!” Sue whispered.

   “Let’s get out of here!” Tanya cried.

   The three friends scrambled down the alley and around the corner to their rental car. 

   Once inside, Ellen glanced back at the tree as she turned the ignition. “So y’all heard that too?”

   “Like a rope twisting?” Tanya asked.

   “Yep,” Sue said. 

   And even Sue, who always had more to say, said nothing else as they peeled away, wondering if what they’d heard had been real.

   
   Chapter Four

   The Ouija Board

   
    W

   

   hile they ate their ice cream in a booth at Braum’s, Ellen told Sue and Tanya her secret. For the past three months, she’d been scouring the real estate market in the historic King William District in San Antonio, hoping to find another haunted house to flip.

   “But the market has been dead lately,” Ellen said. “No pun intended.”

   “We won’t make very good ghost busters if every time we hear a noise we run,” Sue said.

   “Not busters,” Ellen said. “Healers. And we can’t expect to become experts right away. We’ll get better at it. Are y’all interested?”

   “Count me in,” Tanya said.

   “Why don’t we buy a house here?” Sue said before taking a bite of her mint chocolate chip.

   Tanya licked at her Rocky Road. “That’s crazy.”

   “No, it’s not,” Sue said. “Tulsa is in the process of revitalizing itself. The market is saturated with historic homes at rock bottom prices, and young urban couples are eating them up.” She took a bite and added, “And that pun was intended.”

   “How do you know all this?” Ellen asked, her interest piqued.

   “People were talking about it at my table at the wedding,” Sue explained. “Tom was thinking about buying a small bed and breakfast here where we could stay whenever we come up to visit Lexi and Stephen. Their apartment is tiny.”

   Tanya frowned. “I don’t want to pay a fortune in hotel bills. It wouldn’t be economically feasible.”

   “Well, that depends on the price of the property versus what we could sell it for after we fix it up,” Sue pointed out. “And if Tom and I find a place, the three of us could stay there while we do our renovations.”

   “I’m only interested if we can find a property known to be haunted,” Ellen said. “For me, that’s the whole point.”

   “Carrie French said there are plenty of haunted places in Tulsa,” Sue said. “We could look around tomorrow and see if anything suits our fancy.”

   “Look, I would love to flip another haunted house, but Tulsa is so far away from home,” Tanya said. “It took us three months to finish the Gold House.”

   “You just said you were dreading going back to San Antonio,” Sue pointed out to Tanya.

   “I know, but…”

   “We don’t have to be up here during the entire renovation,” Ellen said, wiping some of the strawberry ice cream from her chin. “And you liked the train, didn’t you?”

   “I have an idea!” Sue said a little too loudly.

   Tanya and Ellen both shhhed her as they looked around at the others in the ice cream parlor staring back at them.

   “Sorry.” Sue lowered her voice. “Let’s go buy an Ouija Board and ask it what we should do.”

   “What are we, twelve?” Ellen wrinkled her nose.

   “Sounds like fun,” Tanya said. “But I don’t think it will change my mind.”

   “Well, it should,” Sue said. “My mom and I used to ask it questions all the time when I was younger.”

   “What?” Ellen laughed. “Your mom played the Ouija Board with you?”

   “Being an only child wasn’t easy,” Sue replied. “Don’t judge.”

   “What a good mom,” Tanya said.

   “Not really,” Sue said. “She used to make me do it with her, to ask it if she was going to meet a man and fall in love again.”

   “Oh, gosh,” Ellen moaned.

   “And?” Tanya asked.

   “Sometimes it gave her a name, and she would obsess over it for months, though most of the time it went to No,” Sue said. “But let me tell you why I believe in it.”

   Ellen cocked her head to one side. While it was true that she’d had a major change of heart regarding spirits and the paranormal, the Ouija Board was pushing it, in her opinion.

   Sue took off her readers and laid them on the table. “I was fourteen years old. I had begun to suspect that my mom was the one moving the plastic thingamajig around on the board. So, one day after school, I took it to my room to ask it questions alone.”

   “Weren’t you scared?” Tanya asked.

   “No, I really wasn’t. Not at first, anyway. But then, after I asked it my question, it was a long time before I warmed up to it again.”

   “Why?” Ellen asked. “What was your question?”

   “I asked it, ‘Who are you?’ and it answered, ‘Odin.’ So, I got out the World Book Encyclopedia and looked it up. You can imagine how frightened I was when I discovered that Odin was a Norse god.” Sue laughed.

   “That’s strange,” Tanya said with a chuckle. “But it could have been a coincidence.”

   “I know I didn’t move that thingamajig,” Sue said. “You don’t have to believe me, but the whole reason I played it by myself was to make sure my mother hadn’t been moving it. It moved on its own. I swear it.”

   “So did you ever play it again?” Tanya asked.

   “Yes, I did. In college. It’s how I met Tom. But that’s a story for another time.” Sue put her readers on and picked up her iPhone. “Just give me one second. Okay. Here we go. There’s a Walmart four miles away that has one. I think we should go buy it and take it back to your hotel room.”

   
   Less than an hour later, Ellen and her friends sat around the Ouija Board in Ellen and Tanya’s hotel room. Sue sat on the edge of her seat in the one armchair. Ellen sat beside her in the smaller desk chair. And Tanya faced them both from where she sat on the end of her bed with her legs crisscrossed, yoga style. The Ouija Board laid across Tanya’s lap, and all three ladies had their hands held lightly over the plastic indicator—or planchette—with just their fingertips touching it.

   Tanya glanced at each of them with a giddy smile on her face. “What should we ask it first?”

   “I know,” Sue said. And then more loudly, she said, “Is someone there?”

   At first nothing happened, but after a few seconds, the indicator began to move.

   Ellen studied the faces of each of her friends. She had a feeling Sue was moving the planchette as it landed on Yes.

   But Sue looked up with shock and glee and then asked, “What is your name?”

   Ellen watched on skeptically as the planchette slowly spelled V-I-V-I-A-N.

   Tanya’s face paled. “If you’re doing that, Sue…”

   “I promise you I’m not. I don’t even know a Vivian.”

   “That was Tanya’s mother’s cousin,” Ellen told Sue. “Remember? Tanya’s psychic said she saw Vivian beside Tanya at the Gold House.”

   “You’re not moving it, are you, Ellen?” Tanya asked her.

   “Cross my heart,” Ellen said, still suspicious of Sue. She was also worried about how Tanya would take it if Sue was indeed playing a trick. She gave Sue a warning glance, but Sue furrowed her brows innocently.

   Then Tanya surprised her by saying, “Are you my mother’s cousin?”

   The planchette moved to Yes.

   Tears flooded Tanya’s eyes as she asked, “Is my mother at peace?”

   The planchette moved in a circle and returned to Yes.

   Ellen hoped Sue knew what she was doing, if she was indeed the one controlling the game.

   Tanya’s fingers trembled beside Ellen’s, and tears fell down her cheeks.

   “Are you okay, Tanya?” Ellen asked.

   Tanya nodded. “I don’t know what to ask next. Someone else say something.”

   “What do you want to tell us?” Sue said to the Ouija Board. “Do you have a message for us, or for Tanya?”

   Ellen bit her lower lip as the planchette began to move again. Very slowly, it spelled out H-E-L-P-T-U-L-S-A.

   With narrowed eyes, Ellen studied Sue’s face. “Swear to God that you didn’t do that.”

   “Ellen, I swear,” Sue said. “Why don’t you believe me?”

   Then Tanya said to Ouija Board, “Can you give us a sign that you’re really here, Vivian?”

   The three friends sat in silence for what seemed like many minutes, stealing glances at one another, none of them sure how to proceed. Ellen was just about to suggest that they give up when she heard a noise near the balcony.

   “What was that?” Sue whispered.

   The noise came again. It was like the fluttering of wings.

   “It’s the chrysalises!” Tanya jumped from the bed.

   They all three made their way over to the dome net sitting on the floor by the sliding glass doors to the balcony. The net was shaking from the wings of at least a dozen newly hatched butterflies.

   “Oh my gosh,” Tanya said, just above a whisper. “They never hatch all at once, and it takes a while before they can fly.”

   Ellen slid the balcony doors open as Tanya lifted the net and Sue waved her hands to direct the butterflies outside.

   “They’ve never hatched all at once like this!” Tanya said again between tears. 

   Ellen couldn’t tell if Tanya was smiling or frowning as her friend wiped her face with the hem of her blouse.

   “This is incredible,” Sue muttered with a look of shock on her face.

   “Do you think this is Vivian’s sign?” Ellen asked. A year ago, Ellen would have insisted it was a coincidence, but now, she wasn’t so sure.

   “It must be,” Tanya said.

   Tanya stood between Ellen and Sue on the balcony as they watched the butterflies flutter in circles in the night sky and fly away. Ellen put an arm around Tanya’s waist to comfort her and felt Sue’s already there. At that moment, Ellen was convinced that something extraordinary had just happened to them. Even if Sue had been controlling the planchette, there was no way she could have orchestrated this.

   
   Chapter Five

   An Abandoned Building

   
    O

   

   n Monday morning, Ellen and Tanya met Sue downstairs for breakfast. Sue didn’t look like her usual cheerful self. She had dark rings beneath her eyes, and her brown hair wasn’t curled on the ends.

   “Did you sleep okay?” Tanya asked Sue as they joined her with their full plates at a table by the window.

   “No, I didn’t,” Sue admitted. “I guess I was more spooked by Vivian than I realized.”

   “You should have stayed with us, so you wouldn’t have been alone.” Ellen took a sip of her coffee.

   Sue laughed. “If I couldn’t sleep two floors above you, I doubt I would have slept any better in the same room with you and the ghost.”

   “I don’t think she stayed.” Tanya steeped an herbal tea bag in a mug of hot water, dunking the bag repeatedly before adding honey. “I think she flew away with the butterflies.”

   “Well, I guess my snoring wouldn’t have kept you up after all, since I couldn’t sleep,” Sue said before taking a bite of her pancakes.

   “Tanya and I can share a bed, if you change your mind,” Ellen said.

   “I think you’re just looking for an excuse to sleep with her,” Sue said to Ellen with a chuckle. “I see the way you two look at one another.”

   Ellen and Tanya busted out laughing.

   “She’s on to us,” Tanya said.

   Ellen swallowed down a few bites of scrambled egg before saying, “Well, I didn’t sleep much either. I stayed up late on my phone searching Tulsa’s property listings.”

   “I did the same thing,” Sue said. “Did something in particular catch your eye?”

   Ellen shrugged. “The houses I liked were pricier than I’d hoped. If we want
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