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      Some people were naturally sensitive to the presence of ghosts. They felt it when a spirit was nearby. They might look up uncertainly and perhaps shiver, disturbed by the feeling they were being watched.

      Gregory Markham was not one of those people.

      He never noticed spirits. Gregory was utterly unaware of the female spirit who visited him almost daily as he worked in Hay’s Cabinetmaker’s Shop in Colonial Williamsburg, Virginia. A skilled carpenter and an expert in 18th-century woodworking, he spent his days crafting wooden tables, chairs, harpsichords, and various other items.

      Visitors came from all over the world to tour Williamsburg’s historical buildings and to visit with guides like Gregory who dressed in 18th-century clothing and demonstrated typical 1700s activities. Guests would usually find him hunched over his current woodworking project, his dark brown hair hanging down and his face scrunched with concentration. While he toiled on his woodworking and spoke to tourists that visited his shop daily, Gregory hadn’t a clue that his shop was haunted.

      Rebekah Jennings died in 1762 at the tender age of twenty, but her spirit had remained earthbound. In more than two hundred and fifty years, she had never encountered a man as perfectly lovely as Gregory. Invisible, she would walk through the shop, observing visitors but mostly focusing on him. He typically worked at least five days a week on a rotating schedule, and she had visited him on many of his working days since he was hired six months ago. She’d stand nearby, admiring his big, skillful hands as they transformed blocks of wood into exquisite works of art. She’d gaze fondly at his dark brown eyes and impossibly long lashes. His sturdy, manly build in his dark trousers and flowing, white shirt with the first few buttons undone stirred feelings of desire she’d never known in life. Gregory wasn’t simply a handsome man who could work well with his hands. He had a gentle and friendly disposition, especially with the children who visited his shop. Not only had he crafted the ornately carved harpsichord on display in the shop, he was also an incredibly talented musician. He never looked more handsome than when he played the harpsichord. His eyes flashed and his hands danced across the keys with a passionate flourish.

      He knew many 18th-century tunes, but he also knew how to play lots of modern ones. Rebekah was familiar with current pop culture, including songs, television shows, and movies. She’d been around for hundreds of years, unable to do much more than observe the world around her, so she was always aware of current trends. When tourists came into his shop wearing T-shirts with band names on them, Gregory would frequently play a song from that musical group. An adorable red-headed teenager had come into the shop this morning, sporting a Led Zeppelin shirt. After complimenting the lad on his good taste in classic rock, Gregory played a few bars of “Stairway to Heaven.” The kid grinned slightly, which was a huge display of emotion coming from a teenager.

      Gregory often paused his work when little children came to visit his shop, taking care to give them special attention. For the little guys, he would play “If You’re Happy and You Know It” or “The Wheels on the Bus” on the harpsichord. Rebekah loved to watch his sweet brown eyes light up with joy at the sound of a child’s giggle.

      He seemed aware of the effect he had on the teenage girls who frequently stared at him, and he often smiled warmly at them, being sure to make eye contact. Of the many things Rebekah admired about him, his way of making everyone feel special was near the top of the list.

      Oh, how she loved him.

      Now, Rebekah’s phantom heart skipped a beat when Gregory looked up as several tourists entered the shop. He couldn’t see her, of course, but it was pleasant to imagine he was looking right at her. She tore her gaze from him to watch the family of four as they explored the place. Though she no longer had her sense of smell, Rebekah knew—remembered, actually—what the shop smelled like. The scent of sawdust and fresh cut wood permeated the air. Not all the current buildings in Colonial Williamsburg existed in the 1700s, but Hay's was one of the original buildings, restored to look much as it did when Rebekah was a girl. She had visited the shop with her father to pick up freshly carved furniture for Jennings Tavern, which had been owned by her family.

      Rebekah watched the tourist family—parents and two little boys—as they looked at the woodworks on display. Upon entering the cabinetmaker’s shop, tourists walked through a hallway where they were treated to a display of numerous finely crafted items, including a grandfather clock, a desk, several chairs, and even a coffin that leaned up against the wall. There were several windows on both sides of the hallway, providing natural light and eliminating the need for modern electric lights that might spoil the historical atmosphere. The hallway led to a large room, which was the main area of the shop where Gregory worked. His work bench was to the right of the doorway from the hall and facing the exit door of the building. From this spot, he could hear when the back door of the building opened and people came in, and he could see when they exited to the outside. The shop room was filled with wooden pieces in various shapes, cuts, and sizes resting on long wooden tables. The walls were decorated with hanging tools: everything from large saws to smaller tools used to create intricate designs.

      Though currently invisible, Rebekah had the ability to appear whenever she wished. She frequently walked down the streets of Colonial Williamsburg fully visible. When people saw the young woman with flowing light brown hair and gray eyes, they had no idea she was a dead woman. That was the advantage of having died near an area that was now populated with modern-day workers dressed in clothing from more than two centuries ago. No one batted an eye when they saw Rebekah, as she blended in almost perfectly in this historical district. She also frequently spoke to the tourists, and they were none the wiser. So long as no one tried to touch her, she could easily pass for a living, breathing woman. As a spirit, she retained her sense of sight and hearing but had lost her sense of touch and taste as well as smell.

      Of course, all her feelings and memories from her long existence remained. Memories of when she was alive and of everything she had seen and heard over the last two and half centuries. In all that time, Rebekah had had no choice but to keep within a ten-mile radius of where she had lived and died. It was impossible to travel any further. She had tried many times. Once she got past a certain point, she simply disappeared and then reappeared at her starting point. She was forced to remain in this limited area until she figured out a way to cross over to the other side. She’d seen it happen to dozens of spirits over the years, but it felt like her own time would never come.

      Perhaps that was as it should be. Rebekah knew she didn’t deserve to go to Heaven, so here she would stay.

      Even so, she had felt touches of God’s mercy during her lonely existence. Whenever she felt weary of simply existing, she could vanish for a while. It was a sort of sleep for ghosts, the ability to vanish for as long as they wished, for a night or even for years at a time. Being constantly conscious, day and night for decades, would drive anyone mad. Vanishing provided a much-needed reprieve.

      Rebekah’s gaze returned to Gregory, whose presence was more evidence of God’s kindness. Watching him brought her the greatest joy she’d experienced since her death. In life, she’d never known the love of a man, physically or otherwise. Her parents had been genuinely worried she would wind up a spinster. She’d had one offer of marriage, but she’d turned the man down. Rebekah was a romantic and believed deeply in love. She adored Shakespeare’s love sonnets and stories, and she had dreamed of meeting a handsome man who would sweep her off her feet.

      Too late for that now. Much, much too late. Even so, being near Gregory provided her with endless romantic daydreams. She spent hours imagining what it would be like to just speak with him. To have him see her. He smiled at everyone, so she knew he would smile at her if she caught his eye. But what would he think of her? Would he think her plain? Pretty? In life, she’d been told she was beautiful. Still, it was hard to know if it was true or if people were simply being kind. She’d died wearing a plain white cotton dress with a faint pink floral pattern, so that was her outfit for eternity. Had she known, perhaps she would have worn a fancier gown that day.

      Though she’d fantasized about a meeting with Gregory, she’d never let him see her. What would be the point? In her imagination, he gazed upon her tenderly and called her beautiful. In reality, he would probably give her a polite smile, believing she was a fellow Colonial Williamsburg co-worker. No. It was best to keep her relationship with Gregory safe and secure in her mind. There, everything was perfect between them. She wasn’t an ugly, dead thing. Rebekah was as alive as he was, and they were madly in love. Engaged to be married with their whole lives ahead of them.

      Rebekah couldn’t help daydreaming about what a gentle lover he would be. Knowing she was a maiden, he would be tender and go slowly.

      Immersed in her fantasies, Rebekah snapped back to reality when she heard the grandfather clock strike 5pm. Closing time for the historical buildings in Colonial Williamsburg. Though both the general public and tourists who had paid for passes that permitted them to enter the buildings were free to roam the streets of the historic district after hours, all the workers would now be heading home. She would have to wait until tomorrow to see Gregory again.

      When the tourists left Hay’s Cabinetmaker’s Shop, Rebekah knew she should leave, too. She was always respectful of Gregory’s privacy, trying not to watch him when he was alone. It was different when there were tourists around and when Ben was there. Ben was an older, retired gentleman who worked on a part-time basis in the shop. Still, she always struggled to leave Gregory at the end of the day. She usually lingered as she watched him put away his woodworking tools for the night. He often sang softly to himself as he wrapped up his work, which made Rebekah smile. He seemed passionate about music in all its forms, as was she.

      Her family had always told her she had a pretty singing voice. Singing had been a great passion of hers when she was alive. She sang constantly in life. She sang as she worked, sang for her family, and sang even just for herself. Singing had always been an emotional release for her.

      Rebekah hadn’t sung a note since her death.

      She didn’t deserve the joy and pleasure singing gave her.

      Feeling that familiar sense of loneliness creep in, she turned and drifted out of the cabinetmaker’s shop. Fortunately, she knew he was scheduled to work tomorrow, so she wouldn’t have to wait long to see him again.

      As always, she wondered where Gregory would go after work. For all she knew, he had a girlfriend. It was too painful to think about, so she rarely did. Rebekah wanted him to be happy. Even so, if he had a woman in his life, she really didn’t want to know. She knew it was silly of her to feel that way.

      Gregory was a good, honest, and kind gentleman.

      Even if she had been alive, she would never have been worthy of him.
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      Gregory smiled warmly at the shy teenage girl who was awkwardly doing that looking-but-trying-not-to-look thing at him. He got that a lot, and he realized that girls found him at least moderately attractive for some reason. That was why he always made sure to smile back at them. He remembered all too well how it felt to be that age. He recalled that time a troupe of twenty-something actors had visited his high school to perform Shakespeare’s “Twelfth Night.” Gregory’s teenaged heart had been captured by the actress playing Viola. Between her beauty and her acting talent, he was quite taken with her. During the question and answer in his classroom after the performance, he’d been far too shy to speak up. But the woman had caught his eye and smiled warmly. At fifteen years old, he knew it didn’t mean anything. Still, it made him feel like a million bucks. If he could make somebody else feel that way, he would. Any chance he got. Besides, he was quite fond of kids of all ages, even sulky teenagers.

      The teenage girl and her family wandered around the shop and then headed out. The back door opened again, and Gregory heard a new group of tourists enter. Now that it was springtime, the crowds were getting heavier and there was a steadier stream of guests to visit his shop. He turned his attention back to the card table he was crafting as the people came into the room after exploring the hallway displays.

      He enjoyed interacting with tourists, and he loved woodworking. Sometimes he could hardly believe he got paid to do both. Crafting beautiful things out of wood was a form of therapy. His life had been quite turbulent over the last year, and working here brought a sense of peace. Only music could top woodworking for its calming effect, which was why he loved the shop’s harpsichord. He had made a large portion of it with his own two hands, with the help of other craftsmen. It had taken months to build, and playing it brought him a sense of calm and happiness.

      Moving to Colonial Williamsburg had definitely been the right thing to do, no matter what his family thought. He’d been here for six months, and he felt slightly better with each passing day. The rest of his family was still in Florida. His parents, his brother, and his sister. And his ex-wife.

      He’d never expected to be divorced at the age of twenty-eight, but here he was. More than anything, he had wanted to be married and raise a happy family. He supposed if he was lucky that still might happen, but it wouldn’t be any time soon.

      Gregory had desperately needed to get away from the heartache and pain of his marriage ending. He’d always been a student of history, and working at Colonial Williamsburg felt like stepping back in time. The curators of the historical district made a conscientious effort to preserve the colonial feel, forbidding modern vehicles on the main street during the day. Instead, the clop-trop of horses and carriages could be heard outside. The atmosphere was quiet and calm, despite the presence of hundreds of tourists visiting each day. Music frequently filled the air with the sound of tin whistles being played beautifully by Williamsburg employees and being played badly, yet adorably, by little kids whose parents probably regretted their gift shop purchase. Soldiers marched down Duke of Gloucester Street playing fifes and drums, which was always a crowd-pleaser.

      The day had passed quickly, as it usually did on Fridays when the place was busy. It was well past 5pm, and Gregory knew he should leave. He was never in a hurry to go home at the end of the day. After all, there was nobody to go home to. He’d made a few acquaintances here, but they were mostly co-workers who had their own friends to hang out with on the weekends. Gregory liked his apartment well enough, but it was only temporary until he figured out where he wanted to live permanently. Though he hoped to buy a home someday, he worried it would feel especially lonely to putter around in a house all alone.

      His stomach growled, but he was too engrossed in finishing the ornate foot of the card table to stop now. Humming to himself, he used a small paring chisel to carve details on the claw and the ball of the foot of the table leg. The project was turning out well and he was eager to see the finished product. It was so satisfying to make something sturdy and beautiful with your own two hands.

      Feeling slightly dizzy, Gregory knew damned well it was past time to stop. Sometimes, when he was really in the zone, it was too difficult to tear himself away.

      Just a few more minutes, he told himself. He finished the toe of the table leg.

      Wow.

      He couldn’t help being impressed with his own work. Pleased with what he had accomplished for the day, he finally stood up to leave.

      And nearly fell to the floor.

      A severe wave of dizziness crashed over him.

      “Oh, shit,” he mumbled, grabbing onto the carpentry table to try to steady himself. Gregory’s hands, which had been so steady moments before, shook violently. Opening his eyes wide, he tried to focus, but the entire room was suddenly blurry.

      Oh God. I’m in trouble.

      Then everything went black.
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      “Gregory!” Rebekah shouted as she watched him collapse to the floor. Of course, he couldn’t hear her because she was still invisible.

      She understood at once what was happening to him. She had overheard him talking about having diabetes, and she knew he was going into diabetic shock. She’d seen him have minor episodes before, but nothing this bad. He was in serious danger, and the only person around to help was a woman who was unable to touch anything.

      She tried to focus and stem her rising panic. Gregory lay still, eyes closed, and Rebekah knew she had to rouse him somehow. She drifted into the hallway that led to the shop. Then she turned herself visible and shouted his name with all her might.

      “Gregory! Wake up! Gregory!”

      Peering into the shop area, Rebekah saw his eyes open wide. She watched as he glanced around the shop to see who had shouted his name. He blinked rapidly, likely trying to make sense of where he was and what was happening. Groaning, he managed to stagger to his feet. She disappeared again so she could be by his side without frightening him to death.

      Slowly, carefully, Gregory made his way over to a large wooden chest against the wall.

      “That’s it, darling. Slow and steady. You can do this,” Rebekah coached. Though he couldn’t hear her, it made her feel better to speak to him in a soothing voice. Perhaps on a sub-conscious level, he could feel her loving presence guiding him. “You’ve almost got it.”

      He needed sugar in his bloodstream immediately because he had waited too long to eat. Rebekah knew he kept sugar tablets on top of the wooden chest. She’d seen him reach for them before, usually when he seemed to be feeling only slightly dizzy. His appearance, pale and shaky, terrified her now. She knew the next few moments were critical. If he didn’t get sugar into his system right away, he could slip into a coma.

      He could die.

      Hands shaking violently, Gregory grasped the cardboard package of pills.

      “That’s it, that’s it now. You’re almost there,” Rebekah told him.

      He struggled with the package, unable to get the blister pack open.

      Please oh please.

      She watched him helplessly, horrified that there was nothing she could do but hope and pray he could open the package.

      Frustrated and clearly afraid, Gregory clawed at it, despite his dizziness. Finally, he managed to rip it open. But the package flew from his hands and fell underneath the dresser. And out of his reach.

      “No!” Rebekah screamed. Terror consumed her.

      As a spirit, she was able to slip through the wooden chest and see behind it. She found the package far underneath the chest. The only way to grab it would be to move the heavy piece of furniture away from the wall. Nearly incapacitated, Gregory couldn’t possibly move it. Ghosts had the ability to grasp small items or move furniture, but it required a tremendous amount of skill and concentration. Besides, usually angry ghosts had the strength to move objects. The more consumed with rage they were, the more power they had. And the more damage they could do. Rebekah was an utter emotional wreck—she couldn’t possibly gather enough strength to grab the package, let alone move the chest.

      Defeated, Gregory groaned and staggered backward. He let out a deep sigh and slowly sank to the floor. Like he was giving up.

      Frozen with fear, Rebekah’s eyes darted around the room. Should she run and get help?

      No. There wasn’t time. He could be dead by the time she returned. Gregory could barely keep his eyes open. He might slip into a coma at any moment.

      And never wake up.

      “Oh, sweet Gregory. I don’t know what to do!” she wailed out loud. “I don’t know what to—”

      The answer suddenly came to her. She might be able to save him, but he had to be able to stand up again. Shouting his name might not be enough.

      She had to scare him.

      Still invisible, she drifted in front of him. She reached down and touched his face, knowing the sensation would feel quite cold against his cheek. Gregory’s eyes opened the tiniest bit, and she seized her opportunity.

      She faded into view right in front of him.

      Gregory’s eyes shot open wide with horror. Seeing a ghost was enough to startle him back to consciousness, if only for a moment.

      He let out a strangled, terrified cry. Rebekah tried to ignore the stabbing pain in her heart as the man she loved looked at her with sheer terror. This was what she was going for, of course, but he would never think her beautiful now. He probably thought she was a hideous monster, a ghoul.

      Gregory’s eyes widened even more, and he tried to scoot backwards and away from her.

      “It’s all right. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m here to help you,” Rebekah said in a voice she hoped was both commanding and soothing. If she frightened him too much, he might pass out from fear, and all would be lost.

      “Ah … ah … ah,” Gregory croaked in fear, still backing away.

      There wasn’t another second to lose.

      “Gregory Markham, you listen to me!” she commanded.

      He blinked, clearly stunned and confused that she knew his name.

      “Gregory,” she continued firmly, meeting his eye and willing him to focus on her words. “I know you’re sick. I know you need those tablets that you can’t reach.”

      He stared, looking more confused than frightened.

      “The package of pills landed right in the middle underneath the wood chest near the wall, and I know you don’t have the strength right now to move something so heavy. But it’s all right. I can help you,” she said, her tone much gentler than before. She relished the glimmer of hope she saw in his eyes. Although he was afraid, he must have known she was his last hope. He might not understand what was going on, but he had little to lose by listening to her.

      “Ben left half a bottle of cola next to his carpentry table,” Rebekah said. Carefully, she walked rather than floated over to the wooden table.

      She gestured toward the floor where the plastic half-bottle of Coca-Cola still rested. Gregory’s eyes followed her gesture, and his eyes filled with hope when he saw the sugary drink. He glanced hesitantly up at Rebekah, and she realized he must be afraid to approach the bottle with a dead woman standing near it.

      Again, she walked slowly, carefully away from the table. Had Gregory not seen her appear out of nowhere, he never would have known she was dead. But he did know, and there was no going back. Still, she wasn’t sorry. Scaring him had worked, and that was what mattered.

      From a safe distance in the hallway, Rebekah said gently, “It’s all right. Don’t be afraid, but don’t dawdle. Get the drink, Gregory!”

      He began crawling on his hands and knees toward the soda bottle. Grasping it, he struggled with the cap. At last, he got the bottle open and managed to gulp down the drink.

      “Oh, thank God!” she called out. Her voice startled him. It might take a few minutes for his system to absorb the sugar, but hopefully he would be okay now.

      Shaky and pale, Gregory turned his head toward Rebekah, eying her with confusion. In his dizzy state, it must have been hard enough to think straight without being visited by a ghost.

      “Everything is going to be just fine. Just stay right there, and I’ll get you some help, all right?”

      He squinted at her, understandably looking quite perplexed, but he nodded.

      Not wishing to frighten him further, Rebekah walked briskly through the hallway and toward the door instead of floating there. She winced when she reached the door. She couldn’t open it. There was no way out for her but through it. Hoping he wasn’t watching her, she floated right through it.

      She tried to ignore the sharp gasp she heard from behind her as she left.

      Once outside, Rebekah rushed up the hill and headed straight toward Duke of Gloucester Street where there were bound to be tourists still around. Though all the Colonial Williamsburg official buildings were closed for the day, some of the shops were open, as were many of the taverns for dinner.

      Rebekah rushed up to the first group of tourists she found—a man and a woman walking with two small boys.

      “Please, I need help! There’s a man over there going into diabetic shock!” Rebekah said, eyes wide.

      The man glanced at his wife.

      “On it,” she said firmly. “It’s all right, ma’am. I’m an EMT. I can help.”

      The woman had short, dark black hair and kind but somewhat piercing blue eyes. Rebekah already felt better.

      “Oh, thank goodness. He was able to get to some sugar just now. I found some cola for him, but he’s still a little dizzy and he might need medical attention.”

      “Yes, I’m calling in from the Colonial Williamsburg historic district,” the man said into his cell phone. “I’ve got a man here with a possible diabetic emergency.” The man turned to Rebekah. “What building?”

      “Hay’s Cabinetmaker’s Shop. Just off Nicholson Street,” she replied.

      As the man repeated the information into the phone, the woman reached for Rebekah’s arm.

      Rebekah jumped away before the woman’s hand went right through her body.

      “Sorry! I’m just a little jumpy,” Rebekah said.

      “It’s okay,” the woman said. “Just lead me to the building and the paramedics will meet us there.”

      Rebekah nodded, and they headed back to the shop.

      “I’m Alicia, by the way.”

      “Thank you so much for your help, Alicia.”

      When they got to the back door of the shop, Rebekah gestured for Alicia to go first. Fortunately, Gregory hadn’t locked the door. Sometimes he left it unlocked when he got absorbed in his work. Alicia opened the door and entered, and Rebekah followed her.

      “In that back room there,” Rebekah said, gesturing toward the shop room.

      They found Gregory lying on the floor with his eyes closed.

      Oh God, he didn’t make it.

      He’s gone.

      Just as Rebekah was about to let out a cry of sheer grief, she saw his chest move with his breathing.

      “Sir?” Alicia called out to him.

      “His name is Gregory. Gregory Markham,” Rebekah told her.

      “Mr. Markham?” Alicia said as she knelt beside him.

      Gregory’s eyes fluttered open.

      “It’s all right,” Alicia said in a calm but firm voice. “You’ve had a bit of an emergency I hear, but you’re gonna be okay. My name’s Alicia, and I’m an EMT. You’re in good hands. I promise.”

      Gregory’s eyes seemed much more focused now, and the color had returned to his face.

      As much as it pained her, Rebekah knew she had to leave before he said anything to Alicia about her appearing from nowhere.

      She heard sirens in the distance. Gregory had help now, and he was going to be okay.

      With one last look at him, she turned invisible and quietly slipped out.
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      God, what an idiot I am.

      Gregory lay in bed the next morning thinking about how he had damn near killed himself. He’d been diagnosed with diabetes when he was fifteen years old, so he knew how to manage the disease. He couldn’t believe how stupid he’d been to take such a risk, just to finish a table leg. Thank God the EMT lady had shown up.

      The details of yesterday’s events were still rather hazy. He’d been working alone when he passed out, and it was too late in the evening for tourists to come into the shop. So how had that Alicia woman known he needed help? Perhaps Ben had stopped by after work and found him unconscious.

      Gregory had been so out of it, he’d been hallucinating. He’d thought he’d seen the ghost of some 18th-century woman.

      A chill went through him when he thought about it.

      He’d heard her voice, and she smelled like flowers. Fairly vivid details for a hallucination, but it was the only explanation. The apparition couldn’t possibly have been real.

      No. It was definitely a hallucination. The room had spun, and he’d barely seen straight. Naturally, his mind would play tricks on him.

      But what about the bottle of soda?

      Gregory hadn’t noticed Ben drinking it last time he’d worked with him. He’d had no idea there was a half-empty Coke bottle on the floor, hidden among discarded pieces of wood and covered in sawdust.

      I only found the bottle because the woman told me it was there.

      But that wasn’t possible … was it? Was she an angel sent to help him?

      He laughed out loud as he threw the covers off the bed. There was no way he saw an angel, or a ghost, or anything like that. He must have seen the bottle at some point and remembered where it was. Or perhaps he stumbled across it when he was crawling around the floor.

      No question about it. The ghostly woman had simply been a figment of his imagination brought on by his condition. All that mattered was he’d found the Coke bottle, and he was okay. Gregory couldn’t help thinking about what could have happened yesterday. If Ben hadn’t left his drink on the floor, Gregory might have been found dead this morning. He felt a sharp, physical ache in his chest when he imagined someone calling his parents to tell them their son had died.

      Gregory vowed to never, ever be so damned stupid again.
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        * * *

      

      Ben was already in the shop when Gregory arrived, his stout frame seated at his worktable. With his gray beard and friendly manner, he resembled Santa Claus hard at work in his toy shop. He frequently worked on Saturdays because tourist traffic was heavier, and Gregory needed the help.

      “Hey, are you okay?” Ben asked, looking up from his carpentry table when Gregory walked in. “I heard what happened.”

      Okay. So, Ben wasn’t the one who went and got help for me.

      “Oh yeah, I’m fine. Really. Good thing you’re such a slob,” Gregory said with a grin. “It was your leftover soda that saved my life.”

      “Yeah?” Ben said, eyes wide. “What about your pills?”

      “I dropped ‘em when I was trying to open the package,” Gregory said. “Which reminds me …”

      He walked over to the big wooden chest. Grasping it with both hands, he pulled the large piece of furniture away from the wall to retrieve his glucose tablets. He found them on the floor, smack dab in the middle of where the chest had been.

      Exactly where the ghostly woman had said they had landed.

      Gregory stared at the package for a moment.

      “You all right?” Ben asked. “You look a little pale.”

      Still staring at the pills, he responded, “Yeah, I’m fine.”

      I’m just losing my mind, that’s all.

      Gregory picked up the package of pills and ripped it apart where it was perforated. He put half of them on top of the chest, then pushed the chest back against the wall. He slipped the other sheet of pills into a drawer in his carpentry table. After what happened yesterday, he was tempted to place packets of sugar all over the damned shop, just to be safe.

      “Good thing that tourist lady happened to be a medic, huh?” Ben said, shaking his head.

      “Yeah. How did she know I was here?”

      “No idea. I’m just glad she got to ya in time.”

      Gregory turned over the events in his mind. It occurred to him that he didn’t recall locking the door at 5pm like he was supposed to. He’d gotten so wrapped up in his table project, he’d simply forgotten. The tourist woman had probably just wandered in off the street, not realizing the building was supposed to be closed for the night.

      Yes. That was the only explanation that made sense.

      Gregory busied himself with his work. Since it was a warm spring day, lots of tourists came through the shop. He alternated between getting engrossed in his work on the card table and speaking with visitors. One man was a carpenter by trade and was fascinated by Gregory’s craftsmanship. They had an absorbing conversation, and the morning flew by rather quickly.

      “Why don’t you go take your lunch break now?” Ben said at the stroke of noon. He’d been eying Gregory with concern all morning.

      “Okay. I won’t be too long.”

      “Take your time,” Ben said. He reminded Gregory of his father, the way he looked out for him.

      Gregory stepped outside and paused on the small wooden bridge covering the stream that ran under the building. He always enjoyed the peaceful atmosphere behind the shop. The cluster of trees provided shade on a sunny day, and the trickling sound of the water rushing over the stones was soothing. On slow days, he frequently stepped outside to breathe in the fresh air and recharge. The area also afforded him some privacy to prick his finger to check his sugar before he took some pre-lunch insulin. Not wanting to gross anybody out, he always made sure there were no tourists around before doing so.

      It took about fifteen minutes for the insulin to kick in, which gave him just enough time to stroll down the street and find a shady place to sit so he could eat. He went to one of his favorite spots underneath a tree across the street from Market Square. There was heavy foot traffic all around. He enjoyed people-watching; the spot was perfect.

      “Mr. Markham!” called a friendly female voice.

      Alicia walked toward him with her husband and two little boys.

      “Hey,” Gregory called with a friendly wave.

      The boys giggled and chased each other, making Gregory laugh.

      “How are you feeling?” she asked, keeping an eye on the boys.

      “Better. Much better. Thanks again for your help. I really appreciate it. Sorry to put a damper on your family vacation.”

      “Not at all. Had the outcome been different, now that would put a damper on things. But you’re lookin’ good. Healthy. That’s all that matters.”

      “Thanks to you.”

      Alicia shrugged. “Not really. I didn’t have to do much. Your friend was the one who found that soda pop for you.”

      Gregory’s blood suddenly ran cold.

      “Friend? What friend?”

      “That woman who came running up asking for help. She told me she got you some cola, but she still wanted somebody to check on you to make sure you were all right. She was so upset, I thought she might have been your wife or girlfriend. But then she disappeared.”

      “D—d—disappeared?”

      “Yeah. She left while I was taking care of you. Didn’t catch her name before she took off. Oh well. I’m just glad you’re okay.”

      “Thanks again,” Gregory managed to say.

      “Hey! No hitting!” Alicia admonished her kids. Laughing, she said, “Sorry, gotta go.”

      “Okay. Have fun today,” he said.

      Alicia and her husband offered friendly waves, then they were off to wrangle their kids.

      Feeling dazed, Gregory rested his back against the tree.

      The woman was real.

      He tried to wrap his mind around what Alicia had just told him. There really had been a woman there yesterday, and she had led him to what he needed to survive.

      Gregory reasoned that it was hardly unusual to see a woman dressed in 18th-century garb around here. Lots of people wore it. He was dressed that way right now. He clearly hadn’t imagined the woman’s existence, but he must have imagined her appearing out of thin air right in front of him.

      Not surprising, considering I was barely conscious.

      Yes. That must have been what happened. Some woman who worked for Colonial Williamsburg had come into the shop for some reason and found him in need of medical assistance.

      Still, Gregory couldn’t shake the vision of her appearing to him.

      Not only that, but he’d seen her walk through the door on her way out.

      And there was one more thing.

      She knew his name. Gregory clearly remembered her calling him by his full name.

      Gregory Markham, you listen to me!

      Not only did she know his name, but she knew he had diabetes. She knew exactly where his pills had fallen, and she knew Ben had left a soda bottle on the floor.

      A fresh wave of dizziness overcame him; a mixture of fear and the fact that he still hadn’t eaten anything. He’d lost his appetite, but he forced himself to eat his sandwich anyway.

      Though it was scary to face the prospect that he might have been visited by a ghost yesterday, his fear began to subside the more he thought about her.

      Whoever or whatever she was, had she not been there, he most likely would have slipped into a coma and died. Some poor, unsuspecting tourists would have found him dead this morning. Gregory found himself thinking of his parents again, getting the phone call that every parent dreads.

      We’re so sorry to inform you that—

      Gregory shook his head as if to ward off those terrible thoughts. Instead of dwelling on what could have happened, he thought about the woman with the long brown hair. She had been so concerned about him. He knew he’d never forget the fear he saw in her soft, caring gray eyes, nor the kindness and sweet relief on her face after he swallowed the sugary drink.

      There was no question about it. The woman had saved his life. And he never got to thank her.

      For some reason, this woman was still roaming around Williamsburg after her death.

      Gregory began to wonder if perhaps there was some way to find her.
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      Rebekah had decided she would no longer visit Gregory. After briefly going to the cabinetmaker’s shop to make sure he was all right, she left quickly. Ben was with him, and Gregory looked healthy. Healthy and perfect. Unable to bear the idea of hearing what Gregory might say about her, she had fled.

      I could swear I saw this creepy dead lady. She walked right through the door. It was horrible. Monstrous.

      Rebekah knew she would never be able to erase Gregory’s terrorized expression from her mind. Her heart ached as she recalled the way he had backed away from her, trying to escape her nightmarish presence. The way he’d been afraid to go near the carpentry table where she stood, even though he knew he could die if he didn’t get to the bottle right away.

      In her fantasies, she had always dreamed of Gregory gazing upon her admiringly. Now he knew she was a ghost. A disgusting, dead thing. Something to fear.

      Repulsed. He was repulsed by her.

      Consumed with sorrow and self-pity, she had spent all night weeping. Her brief time with Gregory was over. She could never go back to see him now. Not without remembering him recoiling in terror. Her existence would be lonelier than ever before.

      And yet, it had all been worth it to save his precious life. Of course it had. Rebekah would do anything to protect him. Perhaps it was destiny for her to be near him when he needed her, and now she was destined to bear the pain of his loss.

      After what she had done in life, it was the punishment she deserved.
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        * * *

      

      Gregory wondered if the woman was in the shop with him. She had appeared out of nowhere yesterday. For all he knew, she was here even though he couldn’t see her. Were there others, he wondered? Maybe ghosts were all over the place.

      He shuddered at the creepy thought.

      Still, the woman hadn’t seemed creepy. She had saved his life, after all. Strangely, if Gregory hadn’t seen her appear out of thin air, he probably would have taken her for a living person. He recalled the way she walked, the way she spoke. It had all seemed normal. If he’d seen her walking down Duke of Gloucester Street, he would have assumed she worked for Colonial Williamsburg. The only difference was the way she wore her hair. All the costumed women around here usually wore their hair under bonnets or hats, as was the custom for the 18th century. The ghostly woman’s hair flowed down her back instead. Maybe she died in her sleep and she wasn’t wearing a bonnet.

      Gregory shuddered again, thinking about the woman’s death. Dead. This lady was dead, yet she still roamed the streets of Colonial Williamsburg. Naturally, people told ghost stories around here all the time, but he had never believed them.

      Until now.

      As it was just past 5pm, Ben started packing up his stuff to leave for the night. Gregory watched as he picked up his almost-empty paper cup of lemonade, paused slightly, then set it down again.

      “Maybe I’ll just leave this here,” Ben muttered.

      Gregory chuckled.

      “It’s okay, Ben. Throw it out. I’ve got pills in my table drawer now.”

      Ben laughed and picked up his trash. “Okay, then.”

      “Have a good night.”

      Ben shot him a worried look. “I’m not crazy about leaving you alone.”

      Maybe I’m not alone.

      “I’ll be fine. I’m right behind ya. I promise. Just need five more minutes.”

      Ben nodded, his brow still furrowed with concern, but he headed out.

      After Ben closed the door, Gregory glanced around.

      Was the ghost woman here now?

      Yesterday, she’d seen what was happening to him and probably felt she had no choice but to step in and help him by showing herself. If she was here now, maybe she was deliberately staying hidden.

      Slowly, Gregory stood up from his carpentry table. He looked around, acutely aware of the silence. A sliver of fear went through him. He’d never really been afraid of ghosts before, but that was mainly because he hadn’t believed in them. That had all changed.

      “Hello?” he called out. His voice was met with silence. Gregory held still for a moment, listening carefully. Nothing.

      “Are you … Is anybody here?”

      Still nothing.

      “Because, you know, if you are here, I’d like to see you. It’s okay. You don’t have to hide anymore.”

      More silence. Gregory scanned the room, wondering if he was being watched. He’d heard of some people who worked in Colonial Williamsburg feeling like they were being watched, but he’d never experienced that sensation himself.

      And yet, he had been watched, because the woman saw him nearly go into diabetic shock.

      “It’s okay to show yourself,” Gregory called out again. He waited. Nothing.

      “Just so you know, I feel like an idiot standing here talking to myself.”

      Gregory waited in the stillness for another minute. Then he shook his head and laughed, feeling stupider by the moment. This clearly wasn’t working.

      He walked out of the back of the shop, locking the door behind him. He headed out onto Nicholson Street, debating whether or not he should catch the tour bus back to the Visitor Center where he’d parked. Though it was a nice evening, not too hot and not too cold, he decided he didn’t feel like walking all that way. He headed down Colonial Street and then to Duke of Gloucester Street.

      The crowd had thinned since the historical buildings closed for the night, but lots of people still milled around. Gregory caught sight of two women dressed in 18th-century clothing walking down the street, likely headed to the bus as well.

      Then again, perhaps they were dead.

      Gregory should have laughed off the absurd thought, but he couldn’t. It wasn’t absurd, because he knew how real that ghost woman had seemed. How alive she had looked. He didn’t recognize the two women, but then he certainly didn’t know everybody who worked around here.

      The ladies laughed together, and one of them gently punched the other in the shoulder. Okay, so they were alive. Gregory chuckled to himself. He had to get a grip on reality already.

      And yet in reality, he had been visited by a ghost. And he wanted to find her. Despite his mental fogginess at the time, Gregory remembered quite clearly what she had looked like in her flower-patterned dress. If he ever saw her again, he would know her right away.

      Apart from scanning every woman in the crowd not dressed like a tourist, how would he ever find her again? Did she just haunt the cabinetmaker’s shop, or could she wander elsewhere? She knew his name and even about his medical issues, so that clearly hadn’t been her first visit with him. How strange. And even a little embarrassing to know she had watched him without his knowledge. He recalled one time he’d changed out of his work clothes and into jeans and a T-shirt when he went to a concert with a friend who was visiting him from Florida.

      Had she been watching him then?

      The idea didn’t bother him as much as it should have. She might be dead, but she was rather attractive.

      Good Lord, he really was losing his mind over this. He wasn’t ready to give up on finding the ghostly woman, but he wasn’t sure how else to go about it. How do you track down a ghost?

      The answer stared him squarely in the face. His eyes opened wide as he saw a sign for that evening’s ghost tours.

      Ghost tours! Why hadn’t he thought of that before? Hopefully, they weren’t already sold out for the evening.

      The ghost tours weren’t part of the normal Colonial Williamsburg admission ticket, but they provided something fun for tourists to do after the historical buildings were shut down for the night. Perhaps the tour guide would mention the ghostly woman and he could at least learn more about her.

      He turned on his heel and headed to the ghost tour ticket office, located near Bruton Parish Church. He glanced curiously at the graveyard outside the church, suddenly seeing it in a new light, wondering how many of the people buried there still walked the streets of Williamsburg.

      After getting a ticket for the 8pm tour, he decided he’d grab dinner at one of the local taverns first, since there wasn’t much sense in going home and then coming back for the tour.

      Gregory ate dinner at the Christiana Campbell’s tavern. He sat at the small bar located downstairs rather than dining alone at a table. It seemed less lonely that way, and he could at least chat with the bartender. He toyed with the idea of asking the bartender if he’d heard any good ghost stories about the area, but ultimately, he decided to wait for the tour.

      The tour began promptly in front of the Capitol. Gregory stuck the bright-yellow sticker on his shirt as proof that he had paid for admission and turned his attention to the guide.

      “Good evening, folks,” greeted the man with a salt-and-pepper beard who reminded Gregory of a skinnier version of Ben. Unlike the daytime Williamsburg tour guides, he wore jeans and a T-shirt instead of colonial dress. “My name is Harry, and I’ll be your guide on this ghostly walking tour of Williamsburg. Please be sure to stay with our group, the ones with the yellow stickers, because we do have several other tours going tonight. Also, pay close attention and be very aware of your surroundings.”

      Harry grinned mischievously and then added, “You never know what unusual things you might experience tonight. It’s not unheard of for people on the tour to catch a glimpse of a spirit or even be touched by one! We’ve heard tales of unseen hands grabbing people’s ankles or tapping them on the shoulder, so be on the lookout.”

      Just a few days ago, Gregory would have thought all that ghost talk was utter nonsense, but now he knew better. Guests had paid for a spooky ghost tour, and clearly this guy was trying to deliver. Though he was sure Harry was likely to embellish some of the tales on this tour, Gregory knew at least some of it was real.

      As Harry led the group to the first stop, Gregory pondered what he’d said about ghosts touching things. The woman he’d seen didn’t seem to have the ability to touch anything. She didn’t even attempt to reach the pills or pick up the bottle. Maybe some spirits were stronger than others.

      “So here we have the Capitol building,” Harry said, gesturing at the large brick building with circular windows. “First built in 1705, the building was destroyed by fire several times over the years, but now it’s been restored.”

      Gregory already knew the history behind most of the buildings in Williamsburg, but he listened closely anyway in case Harry provided any clues about the woman.

      “There have been many reports of supernatural happenings in the Capitol. Doors slamming on empty floors, lights flickering, and even doors suddenly becoming locked … from the inside. People have speculated that perhaps even the building itself has a memory, as there was an instance of the fire alarm going off in the middle of the night. Security officers rushed to the scene, only to find the Capitol perfectly intact. There was no rational explanation for the fire alarm going off.”

      Electrical glitch, Gregory thought, resisting the urge to roll his eyes. He found himself already feeling skeptical, finding it hard to believe stories about unseen hands locking doors. Then he flashed on the memory of the woman pointing out the bottle that Gregory hadn’t seen and walking through a solid wooden door.

      Gregory shivered a little as they strolled to the next stop, which was the public jail—the gaol as it was labeled with the old spelling of the word.

      “The public gaol has had many inhabitants over the years, such as pirates who were accomplices of the infamous Blackbeard, as well as spies, murderers, and military prisoners. There have been lots of strange happenings at the gaol, like coins seemingly falling to the ground out of nowhere, the sounds of ghostly footsteps and, unlike at the Capitol building, doors being mysteriously unlocked from the inside.”

      Gregory seriously doubted that his mystery woman had anything to do with the public gaol, and he was eager for Harry to move on to the next stop. After the group had wandered in and out of the old jail cells, they began walking again. They crossed over a grassy area to get back onto Duke of Gloucester Street.

      The group’s next stop was the King’s Arms Tavern, which was one of the refurbished buildings that now functioned as a working restaurant for lunch and dinner. Harry talked about a woman who haunted the tavern, but it was a more modern-day woman. Her name was Erna, and she’d worked in the tavern and lived above it in an apartment in the 1950s. She’d died suddenly and, according to Harry, her spirit never left. The stories of her teasing and taunting the current waitstaff were interesting, and Gregory couldn’t help but find those tales rather believable. After all, the mystery woman had clearly visited him in the cabinetmaker’s shop just as Erna was said to still frequent the tavern.

      Harry went on to tell the guests that the Alexander Purdie House, which now formed a part of the existing King’s Arms Tavern, used to function as a funeral home. Gregory already knew that.

      What he didn’t know was that several Civil War-era ghosts were said to haunt the King’s Arms Tavern. He’d assumed there might be the spirits of Revolutionary soldiers around, but it was easy to forget that Williamsburg saw military action in the 1860s as well.

      “The spirit of the funeral home’s owner is also said to haunt the building,” Harry said. “Guests claim to have felt the icy touch of Delia’s cold hands on their bodies.”

      Gregory felt his eyes go wide, suddenly remembering a cold touch to his face when he had nearly passed out from diabetic shock.

      Had the mystery woman touched him?

      It would make sense. After all, she had been trying to wake him. Could Delia be the woman he was searching for?

      Gregory quickly reasoned it wasn’t possible. The funeral home business was founded in the 1800s, and the ghostly woman who had visited him was dressed in typical 1700s clothing.

      “There have been fairly frequent sightings of a young woman haunting the Shield’s Tavern as well,” Harry said.

      Gregory drew in a small breath, his hopes rising again.

      “Known as the Lady in Green because of her fancy green gown, she has been said to frighten guests and workers by appearing out of thin air.”

      Dammit.

      Gregory’s woman wore a lighter, floral dress.

      The tour continued much in the same fashion, with Harry telling colorful and interesting ghost stories, but there was no mention of anyone matching the description of Gregory’s ghostly savior.

      “Our final stop on the tour is one of the most haunted houses in America,” Harry said with a grin.

      Gregory nodded as they stood in front of the Peyton Randolph House. He had heard rumblings about strange things happening in there. Gregory patiently listened as Harry explained the history of the place, and that Peyton Randolph was one of the founding fathers of this country, though few people today knew who he was. Known as the Father of the Revolution, Randolph requested the First Continental Congress. For all his talk about the desire for freedom, he’d had little to say about freedom for slaves. His family had owned many, and his wife was a particularly nasty slave master.

      Harry explained that several of the slaves were said to haunt the place, which was fascinating if unhelpful in answering Gregory’s questions. But Gregory knew Peyton Randolph lived from 1721-1775, and the woman’s clothing appeared to be from that era. Could she have been one of Randolph’s relatives?

      “One slave woman is said to haunt the Randolph property, taking a particular interest in Williamsburg guests,” Harry said, scanning the small crowd of visitors. “She has a particular dislike for white women, and she’s been known to go out of her way to frighten them. Maybe because of her anger toward the cruel Mrs. Randolph.”

      Gregory wondered if that was true. It was rather sad when you really thought about it. He couldn’t blame the slave woman for being angry after the way she’d been treated in life. But how depressing it was to think she was still hanging around the t, the source of her suffering in life, instead of resting in peace.

      That also made Gregory wonder about the mystery woman and what was keeping her restless spirit here.

      Much to his disappointment, Harry went on to talk about hauntings that had occurred on the property in the 19th century, when the house was owned by the Peachey family. He spoke of two children who were said to haunt the place, as well as Peachey himself, who was buried somewhere on the premises.

      “And that concludes our tour for this evening,” Harry said with a smile. “I hope you enjoyed yourselves, and I hope you’ll remember to always be on the lookout,” he said, waggling his eyebrows, “because you never know when a ghost might be around!”

      You got that right.

      Gregory’s shoulders slumped. The tour was over, and he still knew absolutely nothing about the mystery woman. He watched as several of the tourists thanked Harry and gave him a small tip for his services. He fished out his wallet, grabbed a five-dollar bill, and walked over.

      When the rest of the tourists had left, he handed the money to Harry.

      “Thanks, buddy,” he said. “Appreciate it.”

      “You’re welcome,” Gregory said. “Hey, can I ask you something?”

      “Sure.”

      “Have you ever actually seen a ghost around here yourself?”

      “Oh, there’s always a whole lot of strange things happening around here. All the time.”

      Gregory knew a non-answer when he heard one.

      “Listen,” Gregory said, lowering his voice. “Just so you know, I’m not just a regular tourist. I work here,” he said, gesturing at his work uniform. “Over at Hay’s Cabinetmaker’s Shop.” He laughed softly. “So, you don’t have to humor me. I just really want to know.”

      Harry grinned. “Ah, I hear ya. Well, the answer is no. I haven’t actually seen anything with my own eyes, and it annoys me to no end. I’d love to have a spiritual encounter, but I haven’t yet. That being said, it really does happen all the time around here. Sure, some people make stuff up. Saying something grabbed them or touched them during the tour, but a lot of the experiences are real. I can tell. I know by the way I’ve seen some people really freak out, you know what I mean?”

      Gregory nodded, listening intently.

      “So, to answer your question, I’ve heard a lot of stories over the years, and I’m a believer. I truly am, even though I haven’t seen it for myself.”

      Harry scrutinized him carefully.

      “You saw somethin’, didn’t ya?”

      “Yes,” Gregory said. “At first, I thought I was imagining things. Hallucinating. I mean, I was pretty sick at the time but … it was real. I’m sure of that now.”

      “Wow,” Harry said, eyes wide with interest. “Tell me everything.”

      “It was a woman. Young woman. She had long brown hair and light gray eyes,” Gregory said with enthusiasm, grateful to finally have someone to confide in. “She wore a light-colored dress with flowers on it.”

      “Ahhh, the Weeping Woman,” Harry exclaimed.

      “You’ve heard of her? You know who I’m talking about?”

      “Yeah, I’m pretty sure I do. As I say, I’ve never seen her, but I’ve heard stories about her. People have seen her before, heard her weeping.”

      Gregory pictured the mystery woman, and the thought of her weeping was awful.

      “Do you know who she is? Why she’s still here? What happened to her?” Gregory asked, as many more questions formed in his mind.

      Harry chuckled, seeming pleased with Gregory’s interest. “I don’t know much about her. They say she might have been a tavern-keeper’s daughter. People think she drowned in the James River.”

      “Oh,” Gregory said somberly. “What else do you know about her?”

      “Not much. I just know there are stories about her haunting the streets of Williamsburg and people have heard her weeping.” Harry shrugged. “That, and people say they catch the scent of flowers when she’s near.”

      Gregory’s eyes grew wide.

      “You smelled flowers when you saw her, didn’t you?”

      “Yeah.”

      Harry grinned. “Cool. Wish I knew more about her, but that’s all I got.”

      “That helps, though. Thanks a lot.”

      “Sure thing. You let me know if you see her again, ya hear?” Harry said earnestly.

      “You got it. And don’t give up. You’re bound to see something sooner or later,” Gregory assured him.

      Harry clapped him on the back. “Thanks, man.”

      The Weeping Woman. People think she drowned.

      Gregory pored over this new information as he headed back to his car.

      The woman had drowned. Probably more than two hundred years ago.

      But why is she still here?
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      Gregory was looking for me.

      Rebekah could hardly believe it. She’d resigned herself to the fact that she would never again be able to watch him adoringly as he worked. And yet, he was searching for her.

      She’d been walking aimlessly, invisible, earlier this evening and was surprised to see Gregory in the area after hours. He never stayed late after work unless he was working on a project in the shop. She followed him to see what he was up to.

      Buying a ticket for a ghost tour, that’s what he was up to. He’d never shown any interest in ghosts before, and she was afraid to hope that she might be the reason he wanted to go on the tour.

      Rebekah had followed him into the tavern where he went for dinner, but soon forced herself to leave. Her behavior was stalkerish, even for her, and Gregory deserved better. He was safely around other people in case he’d waited too long to eat again, and that was all that mattered.

      However, she simply could not resist joining him on the ghost tour. She’d heard the tour many times before. After all, they ran nightly. The tales were interesting, some based on truth, others exaggerated or just plain wrong. She hated hearing about herself, and she despised being known as the Weeping Woman. But it was her own damned fault. A few times when she’d been walking around town, fully visible, her mind had wandered to the dark memories of her past. Lost in her pain, sometimes she hardly realized she was crying. Once she came to her senses and realized others were watching, she disappeared so she could wallow in her own misery.

      Hence the legend of the Weeping Woman. She supposed it was inevitable that Gregory would hear the story.

      She watched Gregory closely during the tour. Although it had only been one day since she’d stopped visiting him at the shop, she already missed him terribly. Her existence was so lonely, and he had been the one bright spot in it. The thought of losing the happiness his mere presence brought was excruciating. What else was left for her to look forward to without him?

      Gregory listened intently to every word Harry said, and Rebekah noticed how he perked up at any mention of a ghostly woman. Yes. He was clearly trying to get more information about her. Much to her relief, the subject of the Weeping Woman never came up during this particular tour.

      Her relief had been short-lived, however. After Gregory took Harry aside after the tour, Harry had told him about the Weeping Woman. At least he only knew she had drowned. He had no way of knowing the rest of the story.

      Gregory looked around for a moment, as if hoping to catch a glimpse of her. It was incredibly tempting to let him know she was right beside him. Sadly, she watched him walk away.

      Rebekah wasn’t at all sure what to do. Gregory obviously wanted to find her, but why? Curiosity, most likely. She understood. After all, it wasn’t every day you saw a ghost. Just a few days ago, she would have given anything for a chance to speak with him. Gregory was a gentleman, and he would never have tried to touch her

      If he ever saw her again—if she allowed him to see her—he would know he was speaking to a dead woman.

      Sure, Gregory thought he wanted to see her again, but he might change his mind once it actually happened. Rebekah had seen that scenario play out many times on ghost tours. People thought they wanted a ghostly encounter, but as soon as they got one, they freaked out. When Jackey, one of Peyton Randolph’s former slaves, grabbed somebody’s ankle, the person usually went nuts.

      Rebekah couldn’t help chuckling when she recalled the time she saw Jackey do that to a nasty woman who had uttered a racial slur. Hopefully, the wretched lady had gotten scared enough to never say such a horrible thing again.

      She watched Gregory until he disappeared into the distance. She still had no idea what to do.

      Should she try to approach him, or should she simply let him go?
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