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For Cornelia Banks McDermott,

who taught her children many vital lessons,

chief among them—

never leave the house without a book





Odd things happen to all of us on our way through life without our noticing for a time that they have happened.

J.M. Barrie, Peter and Wendy

[image: ]
I like large parties. They’re so intimate. At small parties, there isn’t any privacy.

F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Great Gatsby
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I lived in that house for twenty years. Never saw a ghost.

Curzon Taylor







The Blue Girl

The blue girl was dead. Her name was Isabella, but everyone she remembered called her Snug. That was years ago. What remained of her body lay in a coffin in Woodlawn, a train ride away in the Bronx. She was something else lingering here. A ghost, she supposed, that was it. Other words she’d considered: apparition, phantom, vision. Revenant, spirit, spook. She had a lot of time to think on East Eightieth Street.

Snug spent most of her days in the basement, in the coal room of No. 7, its walls stained by decades of deliveries, mounds and mounds of fuel long since burned. The history of the house clung to the plaster in dirty shadows. The furnace was an octopus with a great wide belly and tentacle pipes thrust and intersecting through the five floors above. It had a creaky hinged door Snug liked to open when she was alive, careful not to singe herself on the sturdy metal handle. With tedious practice, she had learned to open it again, wrap her hand—the energy of her hand rather, if not the actual flesh—around the bar and tug. There was the fire, still raging, like Snug had in the early days of her afterlife. Oh, such anger. Rage, rage, but the furnace had a purpose. Rage with intention: heat the home, keep the occupants alive. Snug’s rage had served no one, least of all herself, so it was rarer these days, if not altogether gone.

Lately the house had fallen silent, grown cold. For most of the years after her death, No. 7 thrummed with a sturdy pulse. Her aunt and uncle, her mother, and her younger brother were seldom still, the servants galloping up and down the narrow staircase. Snug had felt the beat of life and it roused her on days even when she didn’t want to stir.

Now, with their absence, she sensed a warning of another waning—this time, perhaps, of her surprising second existence.







BEFORE THE PARTY
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February 11, 1956

WHITE LIGHTS SPARKLED AGAINST the restaurant’s broad windows. Across the harbor, the neighborhoods of Superior, Wisconsin, glowed. If she looked through her reflection to what lay beyond the glass, Carolyn Banks saw long ships in the dark water, ore boats going out to the Great Lakes. Behind the restaurant loomed the hills of Duluth. The Flame had the best view of both cities. Look up and there were the ice-gleaming streets. Look across, there was the frigid lake. Between them was Malcolm, preparing his marriage proposal.

It wasn’t unexpected. Malcolm fondly reminisced about their yearlong courtship as opening argument. He was good at laying things out, but Carolyn found herself listening vaguely, weighing the moment when the house photographer would stroll by to capture her ambivalent mood. The languid notes of the piano in the next room, the candle flickering in the opaque red centerpiece jar, neither made her feel less divided.

Usually when the Flame’s cameraman captured a moment, her older sisters, the twins, Helen and Maud, would laugh and say, “Another toothpaste advertisement!” Carolyn did have a fantastic smile and she dated handsome men. But the twins vetoed boy after boy with extraordinary teeth. “Look at the two of you,” they’d sneered, tossing aside the glossy photo in its thick paper folder. “You’d have monstrous babies.”

Her sisters hadn’t thought anyone was good enough—until Malcolm. Helen and Maud liked him. He was loyal and smart, they were right to point out. That fella’s okay, they chimed. Sure, he had glorious teeth, but it worked. Malcolm looked like Laurence Olivier, and everyone said Carolyn favored Joan Fontaine.

“You make a matching set,” they’d said.

“An imposter pair,” Carolyn countered. “And if we’re playing Rebecca, there has to be a dead wife.”

They laughed. They always laughed. It was a wonderful way to dismiss her. “But he’s one of us,” they insisted.

There it was: Her sisters approved of Malcolm Tower because he fit the family. He had graduated Exeter and then Yale, just like their father and their older brother, Andrew. Malcolm worked at the bank, which their father captained. His job at First National made it cozy. Yet for all their fawning over him, Carolyn waffled. Perhaps that was unwise, but she couldn’t shake her hesitation.

If only her mother were here to tell Carolyn what to do. Her mother, her closest confidante, her sweetest advisor, her best friend, six months dead and forever silent on every matter that confused Carolyn. She would never benefit from her direction or hear her voice again.

And here came the cameraman.

“Smile, lovebirds!” He was older, jovial, a little drunk. An occupational hazard. How else to bear the boredom? This guy had shot every young person in the port cities at least once, twice, maybe more depending on their dating life. Carolyn had half a dozen Flame photos in her scrapbook. This time he lurched before setting the shot and caught himself on the edge of the table, rattling the ice in their cocktails.

“Whoa there,” Malcolm cautioned and slid closer to her, squeaking across the red leather booth, hips touching. He slung one arm around her shoulders and squeezed too tightly. She resisted the fleeting impulse to shake it off, because… why? Malcolm was the real deal, he was. No dead wives in his past, no shadowy children lurking in some forlorn country house. She wasn’t going to do better, and she could have done much, much worse.

Pop! The birth of one more portrait, this one titled Banks in Limbo.

After the war, when the boys came back—except for Andrew, who’d died on Normandy Beach—the twins had gathered handfuls of proposals. Some of those guys would have married any breathing body. Her sisters, far better than merely breathing, had both hitched young. Carolyn was only thirteen on V-E Day, but now at twenty-four, she knew what those fellas wanted: a darling miss; the house with the sugar-scented kitchen; the well-tended children. Safety. Her mother had offered the same a generation earlier (not that it saved her from grief or cancer). Carolyn found her sisters’ beaux from those years too intense, so dedicated to doing well in school, landing a spouse, getting ahead in a career. And here was Malcolm, too young to have been called up for Europe or Japan, and lucky to have missed Korea, but still gung-ho to settle down. He was college-educated, able-bodied, and gainfully employed, dating an intelligent, attractive woman who supposedly loved him. He wouldn’t expect anything but affirmation.

Where did her diffidence come from? Her father would call it dithering. Malcolm was offering her everything her sisters had. Here was security and happiness on a clean and sturdy plate. Take it, her mother might have said, and Andrew, sweet dead Andy, what would he have given for that sort of life?

The strand of electric lights blocking the full view of the lake didn’t feel romantic; they were tired remnants from holidays past. Leftovers. Malcolm had come back to Superior after New Haven and had met Carolyn while she was helping her mother bear the indignities of her last months. The twins, busy with their own small children, had helped, but Carolyn was the most attentive nurse. It was a string of hazy days, of baths and bedpans, pills for her swelling, pills for her pain. Dates with Malcolm were an escape from her mother’s illness. With her mother gone, Carolyn felt elbowed into marrying a boy who treated her well. She couldn’t stay on the market forever, her sisters warned. This time, with this boy, she should say yes.

The bulb flashed again. Malcolm beamed his matinee-idol smile; he could turn the charm off and on at will. She imagined what the photographer saw, their grinning, not-entirely-sober faces. Pretty people in a pretty place by pretty plates. Her mind flashed to her work at Sutter’s, the store where she clerked, here on the Minnesota side of the bridge. Carolyn appreciated the store’s ordered beauty, the delicate bone china in tasteful patterns, the gleaming silverware, or silver plate if you were on a budget. Place settings, wineglasses, water goblets, demitasse cups. It was frivolous and functional and really meant nothing, but everything, at once. Carolyn had worked at the shop in Duluth all through high school and then again after she’d dropped out of the university in Madison. She dealt with nervous brides all the time, all day long. She didn’t relish being one.

And after the vows, she’d probably have to give up her job: Betty, her last single friend from high school, had just gotten married and promptly canned from the phone company because the boss didn’t think married women needed the work. “You’ve got a husband now,” he told her as he handed her the pink slip. “Relax. Let him bring home the bacon. You have a baby.”

Would Mr. Sutter fire her if she went from Carolyn Banks to Carolyn Tower? Worse, Malcolm would expect her to quit. He’d want a wife just like his mother. Just like her sisters. How her aunts, back East—well, great-aunts—had counseled Maud and Helen when they were teenagers and Carolyn, still a child, her mouth full of angel cake, had squirmed at their advice for women of means.

“If you play with pigs,” Great-Aunt Isabella had pronounced in the ornate parlor of her Manhattan home, “you are going to get dirty.”

She’d steadied her gaze at the girls, first the twins, then at little Carolyn, who wasn’t so young as to escape her line of fire. Great-Aunt Mariah sat next to her sister, a mountain of iron-gray hair piled on her head in outdated Victorian fashion, hands folded in her lap. The twins, wearing penny loafers and rolled socks, their legs crossed at the ankles, sat silently, while Carolyn stared at her Mary Janes. Her mother had listened from the threshold of the room. Later Carolyn would admit to her mother she liked getting dirty and her mother had laughed. Years later, Carolyn loved work, the glass display cases, spotless every morning, the gleaming knives on green velvet, the plates and platters, Wedgwood and Spode, delicate and smooth, she loved it all.

Candlelight cast tiny stars on the side of her glass. The trio of whiskey and water and the late hour, amplified by Malcolm’s baritone, made her head wobble. Carolyn was not a wobbly sort.

“So,” Malcolm said, “in summation, gentlewoman of the jury: do you think you—”

Pop! Carolyn thought the man with the camera was back, but the lights went out all around the room. All that remained were dancing wicks on tabletops. Superior burned even brighter across the water.

The maître d’ soothed the crowd—“Stay calm, everyone! No need to get ruffled!”—but no one was panicking. Except for Carolyn, who could anticipate Malcolm’s next sentence without hearing it. Laughter rolled from the kitchen, across the long bar, and Malcolm’s easy chuckle made her feel simultaneously lighter and excruciatingly heavy with awareness of every moment. In the corner of the room, someone inhaled on a cigarette and its orange end flared. Malcolm found her hands again on the tabletop and laid his fingers across hers, poised to finish his thought. She was primed: a deer waiting for the crack of broken twigs that meant danger in the shadows.

Then, in the quiet dark, she heard a voice by her ear, as clear as a radio. Her mother’s voice, hushed but strong, urging, “Go.” Carolyn’s fingers brushed at her hair, grazed her earrings. “Go,” her mother insisted.

Could no one else hear her? She glanced at Malcolm and felt his steady gaze, eyes alight like a cat at night, some trick of the wick and the flame.

A lumbering shadow jostled the table and a man grunted “Excuse me.” Carolyn watched as the photographer stuck out his hand for balance and dipped the cuff of his sleeve over the dancing flame. It caught, a bright blur at his wrist, brilliant in the black room, and before the fire could eat more man or material, she doused it with the remains of her highball, mostly melted ice, a quick flick and a splash. A bitter scent—scorched cloth, burned hair—wafted over the table. The man patted his arm and staggered away with a mumbled thank you, thank you. Then they were sitting in the dark again.

“That was—” Malcolm said, surprised admiration in his tone, “efficient.”

“Thank you,” she answered, still trying to tally the swift jumble of fire and water, stunned by the speed of it all.

“You could have kept him burning,” he snickered. “A light in the dark.” Carolyn winced, but Malcolm couldn’t see that. He plowed on. “So, I was interrupted.”

“Wait,” she blurted, sitting up straighter. Never meet a challenge with poor posture, her mother always said. “I have to go somewhere.”

Malcolm swiveled to take stock of the restaurant. “Can you find the ladies’ room without light?”

“No,” she said, “not that.”

“Then what do you mean?” His voice grew firm.

What did go mean? Carolyn had heard her mother in the dark, but that wasn’t possible. Where? she wanted to ask. Go where? And she felt a gentle brush on her cheek, a kindness. “New York,” she said, testing the words. She nodded. “Yes, New York.” Carolyn was surprisingly certain that was what her mother meant. But where did that certainty come from? She had no clue. And now that she’d said it, she felt adrift again.

“What?” His tone was confused and angry.

She wasn’t surprised by that. She was more concerned with feeling her way along the conversation from here, her hands patting a damp cave wall. Where was she going with this? “I need to go to New York.”

“That was sudden.” His expression shifted in the shadows, difficult to read, but she knew he wasn’t smiling.

“Yes, I suppose so,” she agreed. He wasn’t wrong.

“And you’ll come back when, exactly?”

“Soon,” she said. “Sooner rather—”

“Than later,” he finished. “I was going to ask you something important.” He tapped a cigarette from his familiar pack of Pall Malls.

“I know.” She flinched. “I mean, I’m pretty sure.”

Malcolm raised his lighter and it sparked with a metallic click. He took a drag, held it, then let the smoke drift from his slightly parted lips. She looked away and imagined his initials engraved on the lighter, MAT, behind his firm grip, a memory of other evenings. “But are you sure you know what I was going to say?” His voice was edged with amusement.

“I think so,” she said. She kept her spine straight. “Yes, I do know what you were going to say.”

Malcolm laughed. Then she joined him. They were the only table laughing.

“I need a little time,” she offered weakly. Carolyn wondered why she couldn’t simply say yes, why she couldn’t say yes and they’d get it over with and everyone would be happy and her life would move forward. That was a sort of Go, Go, wasn’t it? Perhaps she was imagining her mother’s resistance. Maybe it was her own convenient hallucination.

“I can wait,” he said. She sensed a flicker of something hard dart across his eyes. “But not forever.”

“Thank you,” she said, though she doubted that was the proper response. “Thank you, Malcolm.”

“I want to offer the right thing at the right time.” He glanced out to the icy lake. “And I want you to respond in the way I want for the right reasons.”

There was commotion across the building and electric lights burst on all over, to strangers’ cheers and a neighboring couple’s surprised “Oh!” There was the gleaming lighter and their glasses of melting ice. There was the wet tablecloth and the soggy wick on the white candle in the red jar, water pooling on the wax. Carolyn looked at Malcolm, his attention on the glittering windows. Her mother’s voice seemed a phantasm, a trick of the air. No. She wanted to believe what she’d heard and still, it left her so unsure of what was next, sitting on the shoreline, waiting for a recognizable horizon to come into view.
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February 13, 1956

PUDDING. TIRES. POTATO CHIPS. These were the stuff of legend at Young & Rubicam. Breakfast cereal. Popsicles. But it was pain reliever that made the agency run. Y&R sold an avalanche of Bufferin to relieve America’s throbbing headaches, and Pete Donoff aspired to compose copy that could sell even more, whatever the client wanted to pitch. He knew he could write as well as anyone on Madison Avenue, though he’d only moved up from glorified gopher after the New Year. He’d been given a chance and Pete was going to grab the moment, toss them his shiniest ideas, and relish the cavalcade to come: the corner office, his own secretary, a brilliant team of artists to launch fresh campaigns, land ever bigger accounts. Cars. He wanted to sell cars. And airlines. Those were only going to get ritzier.

But before all that, he had to do one simple thing: find a haunted house.

Of course, it wouldn’t be a problem, they told him. This is the city that never sleeps—somebody was bound to have come across a ghost or two in Manhattan, and surely, on this crowded island, everything shoulder to shoulder, there were dozens, if not hundreds, of spooked spots. Easy-peasy, The Duck had assured him—Bob Buck, his immediate boss, the link between Pete, minor leaguer, and the rest of the company’s creative management, a man nobody ever called anything but Mr. Buck to his face. In the break rooms, in the bars at happy hour, it was Buck or Lucky Buck or Lucky Duck or simply, The Duck. Everything the man touched turned other agencies green. Do this for The Duck—on paper, for Bristol-Myers, which was the account—and maybe some of that luck would come Pete’s way.

And really, he thought in moments of awe, he was doing it for Mr. Hitchcock, who ran the show, literally, the eponymous Alfred Hitchcock Presents. It was Mr. Hitchcock’s dream to have his cocktail party in a verified haunted house. The famous director had visited the agency after the first of the year, and though Pete wasn’t invited to the war room while the honored delegation got the grand tour—Hitchcock had come with an entourage—he had spied the famous silhouette. He’d also been given a firm directive: Don’t let the big fellow down.

No problem, Pete had convinced himself three weeks ago, I’ll find one in a jiffy. The glittering new aluminum ball had barely descended to welcome 1956 and Pete held a residue of joy from the holidays and his measly-but-still-a-raise promotion. He was always a glass-half-full-of-wine kind of guy, and his nonna and ma, his brothers and sister, zias and zios, cousins and nephews and nieces in Red Hook, they were all rooting for him. Sure, Ma would have preferred he brought a nice girl home for Christmas, not news of more work in Manhattan. He was single and liked it that way. Maybe someday that would change but today wasn’t someday. Someday, when he’d made something of himself. Someday, after he tackled this pressing request. Make the most of the ghosts, he’d told himself. He didn’t need to believe in spooks—he didn’t, he was a practical guy—but if the Important People wanted cocktails with Casper, he’d get him. What he needed to believe in was himself.

But there were the stipulations. Stipulations, the Roget’s Thesaurus on his desk told him, was a fancy word for catch.

The Duck told him there were just three.

“First, kid, the place has got to be eerie. Gothic. Think Edgar Allan Poe. Think cobwebs and creaking doors and rattling chains.”

“Jacob Marley,” Pete offered, scribbling Poe. He drew a blotchy spider. It looked like a tiny black sun.

The Duck guffawed. “That’s the spirit.” He snubbed out one of his ubiquitous Luckies in an already-crowded ashtray. “Think: a creepy Charles Addams drawing in The New Yorker.”

Pete jotted on a legal pad: Creepy, New Yorker, Charles Addams.

“It’s all about ambiance,” The Duck said.

Ambiance, Pete scrawled and underlined twice.

“Second, it has to be on the island. Not Brooklyn.” At that, The Duck raised an eyebrow, aware of Pete’s home turf. “Not the Bronx, not Queens, definitely not Jersey. This is a Hollywood party, right. They aren’t going to haul out to Hoboken for any shindig, not even for the Headless Horseman himself.”

Pete’s note: Nothing but Manhattan.

“And lastly, most importantly, it needs plumbing. Bathrooms worthy of the smart set. No loos, no ladies, got it? The women are going to be in heels.” He stood above Pete, looking for confirmation: Yes, Pete understood women wore heels. He wasn’t an idiot. “I knew you’d be the right guy for this task. Consider the toilets a key element to a successful evening.”

Decent plumbing, he wrote. Decent loos. Then he added an exclamation mark. Decent loos, The Duck insists!

He reread the trio of stipulations.

“Sure,” Pete said. “No problem, Mr. Buck.”

“And the party’s in March. March seventh. Hitchcock’s already set the date.”

“Two months,” Pete said. “Consider it done, sir.”

With a little of Duck—or dumb—luck, of course, he’d find the perfect place.

Easy-peasy, right? Except now there was less than a month to go and Nothing but Manhattan was starting to look simply, frighteningly, like Nothing and the famous silhouette was shadowing him, cast in strange corners, in automats and laundromats, in his apartment kitchen, down Midtown avenues and Greenwich Village side streets, trailing him like an ominous bird.




Snug didn’t need heat. She didn’t need shelter. She could go where she chose and live—no, not live, exist—where she wanted. For all these years, she wanted to be here, near her mother and her brother and her aunt, even her uncle, who had long been like her but nothing like her, too. His spirit seemed further reduced. He never ventured; she supposed he had nowhere else to go. Oh, the hospital, he could go there, or the medical college, but he kept to his bedroom, the library, the parlor, his faint gray presence resting in an armchair. He never spoke, gave no more than a nod of good morning or wave of good night. He had learned to pick up books. Snug, however, went all over: the gallery, the rooftop, every bedroom, every balcony, and, weather permitting, the walled back garden. She roamed while he stayed put. Some days she went farther: to the lawns of Central Park, the Metropolitan Museum, mere blocks away, to one river’s edge and then the other. Oh, what would become of her in cold, cold water? She restricted herself from touching that. And every day she returned to the lowest place, and turned the latch, and dirtied her hands, and watched the furnace fire glow.

Her diaphanous blue hands turned black, her cheeks soot-streaked; that was the catch to time in the coal room, where she first taught herself to move things. She ran her fingers along the filthy walls and specks of dirt stuck one day, after weeks, or months, or years. Time was a soup. In those early years, and sometimes later, she wept, imagining all the things she would never do: marry, birth a child, labor for husband and house. She had always been something of a homebody. Her aunt Isabella and uncle Thomas encouraged that in a girl. Girls served boys, not themselves. Everything Aunt Isabella did was for the Doctor. “The Doctor needs his rest.” “The Doctor needs his tea.” “The Doctor won’t be here this evening. He’s lecturing.” Perhaps her aunt chaffed at the boundaries of her intellectual life. Maybe she wanted more. Snug couldn’t tell. Aunt Isabella was as involved as a woman of her status could be, charities for the indigent, even the board for the Babies Hospital, despite her own inability to have children. Oh, that, too, Snug shared with her aunt. Neither would ever be a mother.

And her own mother? From Mariah, Snug learned what it meant to have a husband, raise children, tend a home. It meant the man could leave at any moment, the children could die, the home could turn as sour and fatal as a crudely jarred preserve. Mariah was humiliated by what Snug’s father had done. A public shame, trumpeted by no less than The New York Times. It was a town crier heralding her heartbreak. “Taylor Wedding a Surprise,” her mother whispered the headline, how many times over how many years? “Certainly it was a surprise,” she spat, holding in a curse that could have been forgiven given the circumstances. What man deserved curses more? What sort of man leaves his wife and children for a colleague’s widow, then claims to be a widower himself at a clandestine Canadian marriage? “It wasn’t lawful,” her mother had said. “Though he contended we were already divorced. It wasn’t right by the state. And certainly not right in the eyes of God, Snug, surely not there.”

Her father had coined her nickname, for the little girl who liked to cuddle more than anyone else, who took every opportunity to curl herself in his lap. “Snug as a bug,” he’d said. It stuck and she adored it. Otherwise, she was simply another Isabella. There was a troop of them—a pair of her great-grandmothers, her grandmother, her aunt, her younger cousin off in the Middle West—as if it were a law to have one or more in every generation.

Just another Isabella she would have been, but he had made her Snug.

She was still able to curl up wherever she desired. No longer her father’s lap, but the dim place where only the servants ventured. She was snug there, in that necessary and grimy room at the bottom of No. 7.

No matter the grime, she learned. It fell from her hands and she was clean again. Matter slipped from her not-quite-skin, her outer layer something electrical (was this celestial light, her shell, she wondered), and voilà, her palms were spotless. Spirits, she discovered, don’t stay dirty. If only the living worked like that. Her father could have gleamed again. No one would have seen him as a philanderer, as a faithless husband and neglectful father, as the ruined broker, as the man who—no, she didn’t like to dwell on the gun, that other Taylor surprise.

Something was different lately. Since her mother and Aunt Isabella died, the house had hushed. Snug could only watch her mother’s pale figure from a distance; even after death a wall existed between them, while Aunt Isabella happily reunited with the Doctor.

The maids and the nurse were gone, those old Irish women; the driver, a Swede—once a liveryman, so long had he been employed at No. 7—dismissed as well. She knew what was going to happen to the tall and narrow house. Eavesdropping was any ghost’s keenest talent. It would be sold, possibly turned into apartments for other families, perhaps razed. She had listened to the strange visitors. She would leave then, she supposed, banished. They would tear the old furnace out, like uprooting the base of a massive tree, and replace it with something modern, something new and efficient, something fit for an era where Snug didn’t belong.
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February 17, 1956

CAROLYN’S FATHER SUMMONED HER to the First National Bank. Even expected, his beckoning felt ominous, and the frigid wind off Lake Superior had turned everything to glassy iron: the streets, the trees, her hands, her feet. She used to love seeing her father at his office, the wood-paneled room with the tall windows looking over wide Tower Avenue. Once upon a time there were regular visits with her mother. Arm in arm they walked through the solemn lobby with the cashiers’ desks, then up a story to the president’s aerie. Since her mother’s illness and death, these had been infrequent solo flights, heels clacking across the white marble floor. Agnes, her father’s longtime secretary, was still there, slower, grayer, but always with a ready smile, always with a candy dish on her desk. Carolyn hadn’t been by the bank in weeks—perhaps to avoid Malcolm at the teller’s window, even before their outing last Saturday—but she wouldn’t admit it. She told herself she was busy, so very busy, at the shop.

Though he’d been in surprisingly fine humor through Christmas and the New Year, her father was a stern man and losing his wife hadn’t made him lighter. For this conversation, she hoped he might invite her to the cabin in Solon Springs. The twins refused to spend time in the wild, while Carolyn was always game. Andy had been their father’s boon companion and Carolyn had felt a responsibility to fill in, where Maud and Helen did not, and there was a benefit. Her father was gentler in the woods. The bank seemed less welcoming than a wintery stand of birch.

When Agnes ushered her in, her father was at his gleaming desk reading a leather-bound portfolio. They embraced before he led her to a pair of armchairs by the windows overlooking the blustery street. Carolyn had slipped off her long wool coat, but there was still snow in her hair and she rubbed her cold pink hands. Agnes gave a little good luck wave as she shut the door on her way out.

“Thank you for coming, Carolyn,” her father said. “I know leaving the shop isn’t easy.”

“Tammy can help if there’s a sudden rush, which there won’t be. It’s wicked out there.” She straightened her spine and lifted her chin. She, too, could be all business. “You seem nervous, Daddy,” she said, to mask her own anxiety.

“No, not nervous.” He shook his head and cleared his throat. “I do have a question.”

Perhaps he had heard her mother’s voice as well? She stifled an urge to laugh, imagining her question. Have you heard from Mother?

“Why do you want to go to New York?”

Carolyn came back to the real world. This was the work of her spying sisters. Helen and Maud should stay out of her business, but that would be like the lake giving up its tide.

“I want to visit Aunt Bella,” she said, an excuse that felt immediately reasonable, though she’d decided it at that moment. Her mother had loved her sister-in-law. This, too, felt like her mother’s prodding.

“You think Bella needs company?” he scoffed. “She’s perfectly fine left to her own devices. Always has been.” He shook his head, Carolyn knew, at Bella’s bohemian bent.

What would her father say if she told him Mother had spoken to her at the restaurant? He would think she’d lost her mind. At the least, call her ridiculous.

“It’s just a feeling I have.” She shrugged. “Maybe she can give me direction. Mother always admired Aunt Bella. And you admit yourself she’s been very successful… both in love and work.”

They studied each other, then he gave a rare chuckle. “You’re wily, Carolyn. You know how to get your way. There’s a brain behind that beautiful face.”

“Hmph,” she said. His compliments too often sounded like insults.

“It’s a shame you can’t come work here.” He always changed the subject when he was uncomfortable.

“Really?” Carolyn leaned forward and tapped the brass brads of the armrest. “That’s your highest praise.” She settled back. “But you’re not serious. You wouldn’t have a woman here.”

“I have Agnes—”

“You know that’s not what I mean.” She didn’t want to fight him. That wasn’t her intent. “Besides, I like my job at Sutter’s.”

“You run that place for him. It should be Sutter and Banks.” He tidied his lapels. “Banks and Sutter.” He, too, was trying to avoid a quarrel. She could give him credit when it was due, but then why doesn’t he offer something real?

Go. Oh, what had gotten into her?

“You could help me,” she said, fingers lingering on a side table’s clean glass ashtray emblazoned with the bank’s name. Her father hated it, called it a gimmick, but the younger fellows were charmed by the novelty. He had listened to them. “Give me a loan and I’ll buy Sutter’s.” She picked up the ashtray. “I’ll put Banks and Sutter on one of these. Customers will love it.”

Too far. He put his hand up like a traffic cop, then lowered it. “This isn’t about work,” he said. “It’s about you. And Malcolm.”

She returned the ashtray to the table and laced her fingers in her lap. “Of course.” She swallowed and forced herself to stay put.

“He’s a fine man. From a fine family.”

“He is.” She looked up at the familiar white ceiling, as if she’d find an answer hovering there, then steadied her gaze on her father. “What do you think Mother would have thought?”

A flitter of pain crossed his gray eyes. “That’s an impossible question. And it doesn’t matter. I want to know what you think, Carolyn.” She bit the inside of her mouth. If she were honest with him, he’d call her crazy. There was more than merely a question of marriage, but she couldn’t name it, so she named her crisis Malcolm.

Her father shifted. He was a presence, broad and tall, with a full head of gleaming white hair, accustomed to attention and impatient when he didn’t get prompt answers. “I know what he’s proposed,” he said, stepping into her silence.

“That’s nearly the right word,” Carolyn said. “But he didn’t. Not yet. Not technically.”

Her father looked confused. “He asked me at the holidays.”

“He asked you? I stopped him when he tried to ask me. I knew where the conversation was going.” She wanted to squelch this conversation, too, and felt her frustration flare. “The twins have already told you about Saturday night.”

He leaned toward her and took her still-pink hands. “No, it was Malcolm, but he can’t have told me everything.” Of course it was Malcolm. And her father was right. Malcolm couldn’t tell him everything. She glanced down at his hands—the age spots, the sinews—not those of a deskbound clerk, but a fisherman, a hunter, all the things he did in the woods he had taught her to do. Carolyn was a fair shot with a rifle and could pole up rapids with gusto. Her father was a surprising man among his peers.

She wanted to trust him, and his instincts, on so many things. Just not this.

“Go to the city if you need to,” he said gently. “Chat with Bella. Consider your life.”

“But then I’ll just have to come back. And I can’t come work at the bank. You don’t really want me intruding.” She steadied her gaze. “Neither would Malcolm.”

“No, that’s true.” Her father glanced at his pocket watch. “But think of it. Your husband working here. Solidity. Security. A life that’s familiar to you.”

What had she expected him to say? That she could buy Sutter’s store when the old boy retired, that he’d have the bank give her a loan and make it hers?

No, that’s not what he suggested. He suggested marrying a man because he offered her a life she’d recognize.

He peered out the leaded windows. “You can continue on with the shop until you start a family, while Malcolm progresses here.” The sky was like wet gray felt, but at least the snow had stopped. “You know, Andy would have followed me, if it hadn’t been for the Germans.” He turned back to her and gave a sad smile. “It would all be familiar and safe for you. There’s nothing wrong with either condition.”

He strolled back around the imposing desk. It was a signal that it was time for him to return to business. She collected her purse from the small table by the door, then kissed him on his clean-shaven cheek. She didn’t know how he did it, every thread in place, dapper from the minute he finished dressing in the morning until he retired at nine every evening. Not a hair out of place, never a crease in his suit. Her brother hadn’t inherited his unflappable glamor. Andy had always been on the goofy side, a lovable puppy. Her sisters were easily flustered. It was Carolyn who inherited his grace and gravity—though she wasn’t sure what good it did her. Oh, it had made her a better nurse. There was that.

He gave her hands a quick, gentle squeeze. “I know you miss your mother.”

“I know you do, too.” They held each other’s hands for a beat, then he released her.

“Say hello to Uncle James for me,” he jested.

She laughed, genuinely, remembering the family joke. “Of course.” James Lenox—father’s great-great-something or uncle, the crazy book collector. Long dead, but years ago he’d helped establish the New York Public Library. Her father’s ridiculous insistence on waving to Uncle James every time they passed the stone lions on Fifth Avenue and her mother’s playing along… her mother’s healthy stride in those years, her pretty complexion. Those trips east were always joyful. Maybe that’s why New York seemed an answer on Saturday night, and even more so this afternoon. “I’ll give him your regards.” She pecked her father again on the cheek.

Agnes appeared at his door as if by magic and took Carolyn away like a visiting dignitary. She placed a caramel in Carolyn’s palm.

“I miss your mother, dear,” Agnes whispered. “You so remind me of her.”

“Thank you,” Carolyn said. “We all miss her.”

There, with the clatter of business below them, with Malcolm at his desk, Carolyn began to confess. Agnes’s sympathetic eyes glistened. “Do you think Mother—”

“Yes?” Agnes touched Carolyn’s bare wrist. Her fingers were warm.

But Carolyn felt herself a coward. “Do you think it’s safe to drive?” She lowered her eyes. Driving never scared her.

Agnes gave a little good-natured snort. “Of course, dear. You are steadier than anyone I know.” She paused. “Your mother thought so, too.”

The words were sweet as candy, but just as fleeting.

Five minutes later it wasn’t only the fresh dusting of snow that made Carolyn sit stiffly in the driver’s seat of the dark sedan as she prepared to drive over the bridge, back to Duluth. The questions roiling around her head weighed heavily. Everyone was simply trying to secure her future and she was fighting it. Was she acting ungrateful? If only she could ask her mother. Aunt Bella would have to do; Aunt Bella, always her own woman.

The radio played Nelson Riddle’s orchestra over the gruff engine and Carolyn pulled the Ford onto the icy road. Its tires rolled tentatively over the slick asphalt of Tower Avenue and the sedan shimmied. She straightened it out, grasping the steering wheel like a captain at the helm, and considered her destination in the gauzy white distance.
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February 22, 1956

PETE STILL DIDN’T HAVE bupkis. He and The Duck had cabbed around the island, checking spots the locals (and the tour guides) called haunted. They liked the Merchant’s House in the East Village, once owned by a family named Tredwell, but when the current owners found out it was a party for Hitchcock, they’d nixed it. No actresses, no ad men. Not respectable, you know? They tried the wine caverns under the Brooklyn Bridge, but there were no decent loos and no running water, and it would cost five hundred dollars just to jerry-rig something for one night. That got the kibosh quick.

The Duck complained Hitchcock pooh-poohed every conventional spot—no hotels, please, of course they’re haunted—and pulled their leg harder every time he asked for an update: “But does it really have ghosts, gentlemen?” When Pete mentioned that ghosts didn’t exist, he riled The Duck’s feathers. “The customer is always right. Even when you think they’re nuts. It’s our job to give them what they want. If Hitchcock wants ghosts, he’s going to know we looked for ghosts.” But then he laughed and added an amendment: “And then we’re going to give him something he thinks he wants because that’s the business we’re really in. But I bet he knows that, too.”

So, with straight faces, they turned to the research department—fellows capable of in-depth reports on everything from canned peas to hosiery—and they turned, perhaps with less-than-straight faces, to self-proclaimed spectral experts, the American Psychical Research Institute. “Get them to tell us where the real ghosts are,” The Duck said. “Hitchcock will like that. Not that I think he believes in ghosts. I sure as hell don’t.” He clapped Pete’s back. “But I do believe in billable hours.”

What did Hitchcock believe? Pete wondered. He knew what he saw on TV, what Jim Allardice upstairs wrote in the quippy moments before the episodes began. Everyone thought that was Hitchcock, but it was Hitchcock distilled. “Allardice knows Hitchcock better than Hitchcock’s mother,” The Duck said. Pete didn’t ask if anyone at Y&R could fact-check with the elder Mrs. Hitchcock. It didn’t seem prudent. Then Pete read she was dead. She’d be no help at all.

On Wednesday they’d heard the bad news. The ghosts of New York were gone, the expert told them flatly. There had been spectral activity in Manhattan until about a decade ago, right after the second war, but they seem to have fled. “There’s no fertile ground left for them,” the APRI researcher relayed over the phone, then laughed. “There’s hardly ground left at all, except for Central Park. Maybe the ghosts still cavort there, but you can’t pitch a party in the Sheep Meadow at midnight, can you?”

The Duck was agitated, as if he expected something different. He told Pete to get APRI to visit the agency, explain it in person. Pronto.

“Did you think they’d tell us there were ghosts available?”

The Duck guffawed. “Of course not. But when I ask for a rundown of my options, I need more than a simple no. I want to hear all of it. He might have a list of spooky spots, places with stories. I’m not looking for the real deal. Remember—it’s ambiance we’re hunting. Consider all the angles, son.” He smiled. “Even if the other angles seem like bunk.”

He waved Pete away with the brush of his hand. “Get them here tomorrow. Tell them we’ll have Danishes,” he said. “And coffee. But keep it under budget. Then they can tell me what I need to hear.”

Seymour Barnes, the sole member of the APRI staff willing to speak in public, was tall and gaunt in his pale gray, faintly lavender suit. Pete had imagined what he’d look like and this was pretty darn close. Slender, a little cadaverous, but ageless in a wrinkle-free way. Likely under thirty, handsome in the right light, and the late winter sun streaming through the fourteenth-floor windows was incongruously joyous, more Christmas morning than February dreary. And when Seymour Barnes spoke, it wasn’t with Vincent Price menace. He smiled and Pete watched the guy’s aura go from a sedate dusk to a caffeinated dawn. Wait, why was he evaluating his aura? He had a silly cousin in Boston who read palms and horoscopes. That was enough to make Pete skeptical of it all. But Seymour Barnes seemed sane, with, what was it—authority? Trustworthiness? That couldn’t be it. The man believed in spirits.

“I thoroughly enjoyed gathering these numbers for you,” Seymour said. His voice was a song. “No one in your industry has asked the Institute for help in ages.” He paused in laying out a dozen graphs on the wide conference table. There were, as The Duck promised, sweet rolls and a pot of coffee. Seymour pushed those gently to the side to make way for his diagrams, awash in black and orange ink, like Halloween decorations on graph paper. The Duck had been waylaid by a quick phone call, but Seymour Barnes was getting right to business, Pete his sole audience. “We were a well-respected organization fifty years ago, long before I arrived,” he sniffed. “That may be overstating it. Some people have always thought we were quacks. You may be among them, Mr. D’Onofrio.”

Pete blinked. “It’s Donoff.”

Seymour stopped and looked at Pete with a steady hazel-eyed gaze. “D’Onofrio is so melodic. A shame to give it up.”

“My father wanted something simpler.”

“Your grandfather wasn’t pleased,” Seymour said.

“No, he wasn’t.” Pete felt a chill at the back of his neck. “Wait, how do you know that?”

Seymour grinned. “We talk to lots of people in my line of work.”

“My grandfather and father have both been dead for—”

The Duck barreled through the glass door, a stenographer following with her notebook and pen already poised. Pete thought her name was Anne, but he wasn’t sure and felt a tug of guilt.

“Sorry for the delay, Barnes. I’m eager to hear what you’ve got.” The Duck gave Pete a nudge.

“I’m afraid it’s not entirely the news you wanted,” Seymour said, continuing to pull folders out of his seemingly infinite briefcase. “It isn’t a picnic to find ghosts anymore.”

“Let’s see.” The Duck motioned for the stenographer to sit. Anne glanced at Pete and her face soured. He wasn’t sure if that grimace was meant for him, The Duck, or Seymour Barnes. Maybe it was simply the subject. Half his family rolled their eyes when he mentioned the quest for the right party spot. The other half spit to ward off evil and fingered their rosary beads. “Don’t mess with that, sonny,” his nonna had said. “Not even for mister big-shot director.”

“There is a remnant of a silver lining.” Seymour hustled about the table, flattening fold-creased charts and linking up corners. “Which do you want first—gleaming border or the clouds?”

The Duck frowned. “Hit me with the clouds. I’m a believer in take your medicine first.”

“I knew that, I knew that,” Seymour sang. “The bad news, from our observations and calculations, gathered through decades of legwork, contact with residents, interviews with volunteers, charting radio waves and temperature levels, and—you can’t skip this step—countless hours walking the streets of Manhattan, peering into every neighborhood: there is scant spectral activity left on the island.”

“Scant,” The Duck repeated with a smile.

“To be blunt,” Seymour spoke with an undertaker’s gravity, “none.”

“None?” The Duck tucked his chin. “Who’d a thunk? A town this size.”

“None.” Seymour bent toward him. “The Institute hasn’t recorded a legitimately proven contact with the Other Side since the war.”

“Since the… war?” The Duck looked confused.

“The second one,” Pete suggested.

The Duck glanced at Pete and shook his head, clearing it of a sudden fog. “Yeah, right, of course.” He rubbed his forehead. “Sorry. Not sure where my brain went just now.”

“That’s not uncommon, Mr. Buck,” Seymour said in a fatherly tone. “Talk of spirits makes a cloud in some minds. It’s a phenomenon we’ve studied. A residual effect, we imagine, akin to shock. Simple conversation can create a mental vapor.” He lowered his voice. “Actual sightings can spur memory loss, fatigue, a sudden bout of short-lived drunkenness, even madness.”

The Duck turned his back to Seymour, smirked at Pete, then went back to business. “What happened to all the phantoms?” He paused. “Not that I really believe in them. No brain fog here. Just not enough stimulation this morning.” He lit a Lucky Strike.

“That’s part of the problem, Mr. Buck,” Seymour lamented. “No one believes in ghosts in the middle of the twentieth century.”

The Duck bent to study the charts, cigarette smoke drifting over the table. Pete sat at the edge, taking notes despite Anne’s busily scratching pen, musing over the neat reports with the APRI logo on the top of each page. Graph paper and hash marks, all those little boxes, reminded him of windows of the Manhattan skyline. He absently drew a small square on his legal pad. Then another. He filled in the boxes with little faces, all smiling. Then one not: not quite a frown, but not entirely passive. The little face was listening, just like Pete in the room, in the skyscraper right then. Anyone outside the actual window would see them just so, four little faces in a skyscraper diorama.

“Ghosts are like Santa Claus? Peter Pan?” The Duck raised an eyebrow. “You have to believe in them for them to exist.”

“No,” Seymour said. “No, no, I didn’t mean that. They exist whether we believe or not. But the environment needs to be conducive to their thriving. Like any entity, they need the right conditions. Fish live in the sea, birds in the sky.”

“And ghosts live in—?” Pete prodded.

“Ghosts don’t live, Mr. D’Onof—Mr. Donoff. They inhabit. Sometimes they incorporate. But they can’t do that in a place with no history.”

“Every place has history.” The Duck snubbed out the butt. “This ashtray has a history.”

“Not quite true,” Seymour Barnes countered, treating The Duck like a schoolboy. Pete held his breath, but The Duck listened. “New York is a city that has been very busy reducing the past. We aim toward the future. Once we were an island of natives, then small farming villages, then a booming shipping center. Now—well, here we are in gleaming Midtown. We are glass and steel. Once we were wood. Wood is a particularly suitable conductor for the spirit world. Glass, not so much.”

“You’re saying this is a problem with architecture?”

“Modern buildings are not inviting.”

“So if I die tomorrow, I won’t be forced to haunt Madison Avenue? Skyscrapers don’t do it for ghosts?” The Duck laughed. “I thought every New Yorker dreamt of a gleaming penthouse.”

Seymour was serious. “Would you float around the halls of a forty-story building where every floor is a window? Every evening the janitor comes to spray the desks with disinfectant?”

“Cleanliness is a problem, too? Bauhaus and Lysol.” The Duck nudged Pete. “There are your culprits.”

“Not so much cleanliness as erasure,” Seymour said. “We erase yesterday in Manhattan. March into tomorrow! Your industry is on the vanguard of this philosophy. You can’t sell aspirin to the dead. No one from yesterday needs a new car. Tomorrow? Yes! We all have needs tomorrow. But yesterday is gone and nothing more can be sold there.”

“You’re not wrong,” The Duck said, his voice louder than before, reenergized with talk of sales. “We like to think of ourselves as a wave of the future.”

“And you are! You are! But that is not the best way to find haunted spots. The future is only haunted if we let the past remain.” He held a finger to his lips, then moved it up as if gauging the wind. “How old is this building?”

The Duck shrugged. “Not a clue.”

“Nineteen twenty-six,” Anne said. They all looked at her. She sat up proudly. “The girls in the pool are required to memorize the company’s history.”

“But it doesn’t feel like an old building,” Seymour prodded, “does it?”

“No,” Pete said. “It feels pretty new.”

“Because you update it all the time,” Seymour said.

“Nobody wants old,” The Duck proclaimed. “New is what we sell.”

Seymour snapped a finger. “Exactly!”

“Wait, wait,” The Duck argued. “Sure, Midtown is growing, but look at the rest of the island.”

“The rest of the island is filling with transistors. Television tubes. Movie projectors. Cars and cars and more cars. Appliances of every sort. Electricity roars through a hundred million wires. All of that is contrary to the natural habitat of an apparition.”

“Why?” Pete felt himself grow defensive. He might not believe in ghosts, but he couldn’t believe they wouldn’t find Hitchcock the perfect place. Nothing was impossible with the right information, right? If he failed at this task, he’d clean coffee cups for other copywriters for the rest of his life. The dream of a corner office wobbled.

“We’re not exactly sure. Too much noise? Too much information? The past is squeezed by the present in a terrible bear hug and has no room to breathe. You tell me. Where does the past fit into the Young and Rubicam vision of today, much less tomorrow?”

“Today we’re looking for the past,” Pete spoke up, “so Mr. Hitchcock gets what he wants.”

“Mr. Hitchcock’s own industry is part of the problem. Televisions are too much, too much for spirits.”

The Duck chuckled. “We could sell a lot of spirits on television, Mr. Barnes. They just don’t let us.”

“Clever wordplay, yes. But the Other World is not enticed by cleverness. We believe it may even be repelled by it.”

Pete held up a hand, like a diligent student. “So, say there’s nothing doing in Manhattan. Okay. We’re out of luck. But what’s the good news? That silver lining?”

“The good news is the other boroughs are still active. Havens, we call them. The Bronx, Queens, Brooklyn.” Seymour glanced at Pete. Did he have I’M FROM RED HOOK stenciled on his forehead? “Staten Island. Go farther. Connecticut, New Jersey, you’ll find a host of possibilities.”

“Yeah, not the sort of possibilities Hitchcock wants,” The Duck bucked. “He’s set on a spooky old place on the island of Manhattan.”

“Then I’d say he’s about ten years too late. Look at these charts.” Seymour waved at the neatly displayed sheets. “There are no ghosts left active in Manhattan.”

The Duck picked up a sheet, read it, set it down. “I thought this place was crawling with weird stuff. I’ve been to the Village, you know what I mean?”

“There’s no more activity in the Village than on the Upper East Side, Mr. Buck. There is no weird left here.”

There was a brief rap on the door and another of the girls poked her head in the room. “Mr. Buck?” she said. “Mr. Wilcox wants you on line two.” Anne and the girl exchanged a knowing nod. Pete didn’t recognize her. He really needed to pay attention.

“Thanks, Bev,” The Duck said. He turned to Seymour. “And thank you for your time, Mr. Barnes. I was hoping to hear Manhattan was rife with possibilities, but, hey, we’ll make do. Mr. Hitchcock might have to settle for less than the haunt he wanted.” He stepped out and closed the door behind him.

Pete sagged.

Anne looked at him. “Do you need me?”

He was startled out of his thoughts. No one had ever offered to stay for him before.

“No,” he said. “Thank you, Anne.”

If he could only find the place, he might be seen as a leader. Then he’d remember all their names.

“But thank you for asking.”

She smiled and left the room. The air changed, a shift in the ozone. Seymour gathered his pages and tucked them with a rustle into his faded briefcase. “I’m sorry I couldn’t be more helpful, Mr. Donoff. I would love to have a house that gave you all sorts of opportunities to celebrate with those who came before us.”

“Me, too,” said Pete. “But like Mr. Buck said, we’ll make do.” He paused. “Hey… how did you know about my name?”

“I’d tell you the white pages, but that would be a lie.” He gave him a sly smile. “Your grandparents lived in Brooklyn?”

“Yeah. I mean, they did. My grandpa died when I was a kid. My nonna lives with my mother now.”

“The outer boroughs are not quite so busy erasing the past. Your grandfather says it’s time to take the name back.”

“You talk to my grandfather?” Pete said with a nervous laugh.

“I wouldn’t call it talking, Pete,” Seymour said. “I’ve had communication.”

The Duck stepped back into the room with a waft of cool air and the tickety-tick chorus of an army of Underwoods.

“That’s what Hitchcock wants,” he said, freshly invigorated team spirit in his voice. “Some communication!”

Pete held his breath. What had The Duck heard? Whatever Seymour Barnes believed, it wouldn’t spell promotion.

“At the party,” The Duck added. “That’s all we want. Communication!” He turned to the sideboard to top off his coffee.

“You can breathe now,” Seymour whispered to Pete. “May you find some representative of the afterlife dancing at your party.” He gave a small bow. “I sincerely wish you the best of luck.” He shook hands with both men. “Let me know if you need anything.”

Need Seymour Barnes? A guy who thinks he’s talking with his nonno? Pshaw. Not likely.

“Thank you,” Pete said, and he showed him to the elevator, happy to see the strange man disappear. Seymour Barnes had set his nerves jangling.

He returned to The Duck’s office and found his boss annoyed by the briefing.

“That,” The Duck growled, “was a bust. No ghosts in the city? Not even for one night? I do not want to tell that to Mr. Hitchcock. You, Donoff?”

Pete had no intention of telling the famous director anything but good news.

“We’ll find a place in Manhattan, Mr. Buck.” He leveled his gaze at him. “You’ll see. There’s more to this city than meets the eye—or the graph.”

He strode back to his desk, feigning confidence, Seymour Barnes and doubt be damned.



“We need to do what we do best,” Pete said when he returned to The Duck on Thursday afternoon. “We need an advertisement.”

“An ad for a haunted house?” The Duck took the unlit cigar out of his mouth and set it in an oversize glass ashtray. His desktop was spotless and roughly the diameter of Delaware.

“Yes,” Pete said, moving closer, hands behind his back. “Plus, it’ll be swell publicity. We’ll put it in the Times. The real estate section. We’ll get Hitchcock himself to sign it.”

The Duck hesitated. “And Jim Allardice will write it? The same tone as the bits for the show?” He cocked his head, then smacked the desk with glee. “Yes! Jim will come up with the right quips.”

Allardice always did. Pete wanted to get into that ring, too—snag credit for coming up with the plan. He’d come prepared and slipped a sheet of typed copy on the Duck’s blotter.

The Duck looked over his glasses at Pete and picked it up.

He read it silently. Read it again. He raised his eyes. “Good work here, kid.” He nodded. “We’ll find our place yet.”

There it was: the mock-up for the ad—with his words—on Pete’s cramped desk Friday morning. It would run on Sunday in the Times’ real estate pages, but everyone would talk about it, realtor or not.

[image: A real estate advertisement seeking spooky Manhattan home for one eerie night.]
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NEED TO RENT REVENANTS
FOR ONE NIGHT

For an evening of spirited festivities in Manhattan.
Desired: a home with good old-fashioned gloom
in which to fete my television colluborators and
assorted ghouls. The living guests are ours, the
delightful dead ones may be yours. Prefer home in
frightful condition. Please call Murray Hill 9-5000,
ext. 423, weekdays.
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