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      Phoenix crept down the gray stone staircase, using the flashlight on her mobile phone to light the way. The cavernous underground room spread out before her. Without the beam from her phone, she would have been in total darkness, yet, she still would have known her way around. She'd wandered beneath the theater so many times, her feet knew the number of steps descending into the circular chamber.

      Each time she came here, she marveled at the mosaic pattern of light and dark blue stones on the floor, large gray columns, and overhanging archway. But what drew her here time and again wasn’t the solitude and isolation of the room; it was the music she heard within it—breathtaking and beautiful music sung by a ghost haunting this chamber.

      She’d found the large room while following the sound of a baritone from her backstage changing room one day. The voice had led her down the hallway to a storage closet where she’d discovered a hidden door, behind which a set of stairs plunged into blackness.

      Now, standing once again in the large chamber and surrounded in chilled air and the smell of old stone, she began singing Come What May from the musical Moulin Rouge. She didn’t have the voice projection or classical training required for opera, but that suited her perfectly since she preferred the exchange of dialogue and song in musicals.

      The acoustics of the room took her version of the melody and reverberated the sound off the walls, echoing the tune into something both eerie and beautiful. She’d learned she could sing almost any Broadway tune in order to summon the spirit lingering down here, if the ghostly voice hadn’t already initiated the singing prior to her arrival. 

      Before she reached the second verse, she heard his voice, warm and mesmerizing as liquid gold. Awe filled her as his voice enveloped her. Their voices entwined seamlessly, and she imagined a soft guitar playing in the background.

      She didn’t know the phantom’s name. They had no interaction beyond singing. She didn’t even know what he looked like or how old he’d been when he died. Not knowing his name, she had given him one—Gaston.

      Phoenix had known the gift of seeing or hearing ghosts would manifest at some point in her life since her father and sister had the gift, and she was pleasantly surprised to be visited by a singing ghost, if a little distraught after discovering that he only ever sang.

      When their duet concluded, she stayed quiet for a moment, letting Gaston pick the next song. He began to serenade her with Some Enchanted Evening. Even though the South Pacific song was a male solo, she joined him.

      This time, something felt different. His voice grew louder and edgier, overpowering hers. She stopped singing and listened. Something in the urgency of his tone and the caution in his voice conveyed danger. Unlike the many other occasions she’d come down here and enjoyed fun or peaceful duets, this time she sensed he was warning her about something. 

      What hazards could possibly lay ahead of her? She sang musicals at a theater in New York City. Fear of an injury benching her always lingered in the back of her mind, but she didn’t do anything hazardous outside of the workplace. Her only other fear was laryngitis. Perhaps he was cautioning her to stay away from him, but that made no sense; he was a singing ghost. What was more harmless than him?

      “I don’t know what you’re trying to tell me,” she said with frustration into the empty room when Gaston finished the song. “If you can sing, you can speak. Tell me who you are. Tell me why you're here.”

      She’d asked him a dozen times before for more information, but since he’d never given her an answer in the past, she didn’t expect one this time. Disappointed in the ghost’s continued lack of response, she turned and climbed the stairs back to the closet near the backstage offices of the theater. 
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        * * *

      

      Lance packed several bags of luggage in the loft bedroom where he’d spent the last week on vacation. He relocated several times a year for his work in the entertainment business, but this time he was excited to return to New York for a more permanent position.

      Behind him, the creak of footsteps coming up the stairs to his room caught his attention. His door slowly swung open.

      “Hello, Nana.” Even without looking, he knew she approached by the slow footsteps.

      “You’re off again,” she said wistfully.

      Although he’d already told her he had a new job in the US, he explained again, “It’s a theater in New York. They need a new stage director.”

      She leaned against the doorframe, her lined face carrying a soft smile. “You were happier when you were the one on stage.” She crossed her arms. “And the more time you spend in America, the more you start to sound like a North American.”

      He turned to look at her. “I’m happy. I enjoyed the stage, but I found I have stronger talents elsewhere. Who was it that said ‘follow your talents not your dreams?’ Besides, I’m rewarded every time one of the young talents I mentor succeeds.”

      “I wish you didn’t have to go for such long stretches. I’m an old woman, you know. My days are numbered.”

      He walked over and kissed her cheeks, first one side and then the other. “Everyone’s days are numbered, Nana. And you’ve been using that line for the better part of two decades.” Still, he would miss her and wasn’t sure when his next holiday would bring him back to her. He squeezed her arm. 

      Her warm smile faltered, her spine going rigid.

      He pulled back. “What’s wrong?”

      “You do need to go.” Her gaze turned distant. “She needs you.”

      Lance swallowed hard. He didn’t like that look in his grandmother’s eyes, but he knew it all too well. As long as he’d known her, she’d had an uncanny ability to predict the future. A rough outline and nothing precise, but often right regardless. Everyone in the family knew to heed her warnings. She’d once explained that spirits spoke to her, telling her of luck and danger. While Lance found this an insufficient explanation, he knew enough to pay attention when she had one of her premonitions.

      “Who needs me, Nana?” he asked gently.

      The one whose song you never finished. She’s always needed you. But this time there’s danger.”

      “What danger?” The hairs on his arms rose.

      “You’ll know. Keep on your toes.” She blinked away the distant gaze before patting his cheek as though she hadn't just told him something terrible was on the horizon.

      Lance thought about his grandmother’s many predictions—when Tommy fell off his roof and broke his arm; when Aunt Georgia wore high heels to Mave’s wedding and twisted her ankle.

      But they weren’t always accurate. When he’d left for a performance position in New York years ago, Nana had told him the spirits ordained he would find his match, the woman he would spend his life sharing dreams and happiness with. That hadn’t happened. Or maybe it could have, but fate had stolen the opportunity. 

      Nothing could be done about those events now, though he’d never stopped fantasizing about what might have been under different circumstances.

      He zipped up his bags and turned back to his grandmother. “Video chat once a week. Okay?”

      “You’re going to do great. Go break a leg.” She winked at him.
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        * * *

      

      “Pull yourself together, Harry.” Bowman sat beside the fidgeting old man on a bench in Central Park.

      With trembling hands, Harry dabbed a handkerchief to his moist brow despite the cool fall breeze. “This wasn’t supposed to happen.”

      “Accidents happen,” Bowman tried to reassure him.

      If the man didn’t calm down, he would give himself a stroke or heart attack right here on the lawn. Bowman wasn’t about to lock lips and perform CPR on anyone, even if Harry was willing to sell the theater to him.

      But Harry didn’t own the old building yet; his brother did.

      “It wasn’t an accident,” Harry countered, his voice thick with misery. His gaze darted around as if he was afraid the two of them were being watched. “I killed a man. I meant to poison Cillian—something I at least thought would be an act of mercy given his state of health—but the wrong man ate the medication.”

      “A tragic accident,” Bowman insisted in as gentle a tone as he could, but honestly, how much longer would he have to listen to Harry’s self-flagellation and blathering?

      “You could turn yourself in,” Bowman suggested, as if Harry had simply failed to parallel park correctly instead of poisoned the wrong person.

      No one suspected wrongful death in the man Harry was referring to, but if Harry turned himself in, the scandal might disrupt Cillian’s life enough he would be willing to sell the theater. Bowman doubted he would get so lucky.

      Harry shook his head violently as he stared, hunched over, at the ground. “I’d die in jail. I’m done. I can’t conspire like this anymore.”

      Bowman scowled at the implication that some fault lay with him. He’d never told Harry to kill his own brother; he’d merely discussed how the money Harry would make from the sale of Cillian’s building would take care of his debts and unburden his children. If Harry chose to take action, Bowman couldn’t be held responsible, even if he’d planted the seed and reaped the benefit.

      Sure, Bowman manipulated people’s thoughts, but their actions were still subject to free will. The responsibility and consequences lay solely with the physical perpetrator.

      He shifted his gaze across the park to Sheep Meadow where people threw balls or lounged on towels, soaking up the early autumn rays. His lips thinned in disdain. He was a man of ambition and achievement, not a sheep lazily grazing on wasted leisure time.

      Bowman needed the deed in Harry’s possession since his stodgy older brother refused to sell the
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