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Chapter One: The Restorative Yoga Disaster
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Lena Hartwell was forty-eight years old, lying on a yoga mat, and trying very hard to relax.

It was not working.

The Crystal Hollow Community Center had converted its back room into a temporary yoga studio. The windows were covered with sheer curtains. The lights were dim. Soft instrumental music played from a small speaker. The room smelled like lavender and something vaguely citrusy.

Lena was surrounded by other women of a certain age. Some were gracefully stretching. Some were breathing deeply. One woman in the front row was doing something that looked like a pretzel with legs.

Lena was just trying to breathe.

"Focus on your breath," the instructor said. Her name was Priya. She was young, serene, and had the kind of calm voice that made Lena want to throw a pillow at her. "Inhale peace. Exhale tension."

Lena inhaled. She exhaled. She felt exactly the same.

"Now, we will move into a gentle twist. Let your body release what it no longer needs."

Lena twisted. Something in her back cracked. She tried to release what she no longer needed, but all she could think about was the pile of laundry at home and the fact that the Mandrake had eaten her favorite gardening gloves.

"Now, let's try a restorative pose. Child's pose. Bring your knees to your chest, fold forward, and rest your forehead on the mat."

Lena did as instructed. She folded forward. She rested her forehead on the mat.

And then the room got cold.

It wasn't a normal cold. It was the kind of cold that seeped into your bones. The kind of cold that made your breath fog.

Lena looked up.

The room was still. The other women were still in their poses. But the air was shimmering. And in the corner of the room, a figure was forming.

It was a woman. She was wearing an old-fashioned dress, the kind from the 1940s. Her hair was pinned up. Her face was pale. Her eyes were dark and full of sorrow.

She was a ghost. But not like Miriam. Miriam was translucent and peaceful. This ghost was solid. Angry. Heavy with pain.

Lena's heart stopped.

"Everyone stay calm," she said.

No one heard her. The music was still playing. The instructor was still guiding the class.

The ghost turned toward Lena. Its mouth opened. A sound came out, a low, keening wail that made Lena's blood run cold.

"Yurei," Lena whispered.

She had read about them. Yurei were vengeful spirits from Japanese folklore. They were trapped by strong emotions, usually grief, betrayal, or unfinished business. They could not rest until their pain was resolved.

And this one was in Crystal Hollow.

"Okay," Lena said quietly. "Okay. I can handle this."

She stood up slowly. The ghost's eyes followed her.

"I don't know who you are," Lena said. "But I want to help you."

The ghost wailed again. The windows rattled. The lights flickered.

The other women finally noticed. They screamed. They scrambled off their mats. Priya tried to restore order, but it was too late.

The ghost raised its hand. A wave of cold air swept through the room. The candles went out. The music stopped.

And then the ghost vanished.

The room was silent.

Lena stood in the middle of the chaos, her heart pounding.

"What was that?" someone shouted.

"I don't know," Lena said. "But I'm going to find out."

Lena went straight to the library.

The Crystal Hollow Public Library was a small brick building on Main Street. It was run by a woman named Agnes, who was seventy-two and knew everything about the town's history.

"The 1940s?" Agnes said, adjusting her glasses. "That was a busy time. The war, of course. A lot of young men went overseas. A lot of families lost loved ones."

Lena nodded. "I'm looking for a woman. A young woman. 1940s. She died, or had something terrible happen to her. Something that would make her spirit restless."

Agnes thought for a moment. "There was one story. It was before my time, but my mother used to talk about it. A young woman named Rose. Rose Tanaka. She was the daughter of a local farmer. Her family was Japanese-American."

"What happened to her?"

Agnes's voice dropped. "During the war, her family was sent to an internment camp. Rose stayed behind because she was married to a white man. But her husband... he didn't stay. He left her. And then she..."

"Then she what?"

Agnes looked
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