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AUTHORS’ NOTE

––––––––
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THANK YOU FOR PICKING up Mysterious Teacher:  Songbird, the second book to the Mysterious Teacher Series, a separate series in the PULSE Vampires Universe. 

Although Mysterious Teacher is based on a true historical person and historical facts, this book is a work of Fiction and an Alternative History. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the authors’ imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

This book contains content and explores themes, including political and social views, that some readers may find offensive, triggering, or controversial. The thoughts, actions, and beliefs of the characters are their own and do not necessarily reflect the views or positions of the authors. 

This series is Paranormal Mystery Thriller appropriate for age 14 and up.

Summary

The perfect mystery thriller with twists and turns to keep you guessing...

USA Today Bestselling Authors Kailin Gow and Kira G. brings a heartfelt thriller set in the 1950s. Sonya Song, the Songbird, gets an offer she could not refuse to headline a show in 1950s Hollywood and a record deal. But something seems off, which it turns out to be. Using her abilities and sleuthing skills, Sonya Song enlists the help of old friends including April to help her solve the beginning of a major complex case of the century. 

**Mysterious Teacher is appropriate for age 14 and up!

Just the Historical Facts

––––––––
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ON MAY 8, 1945, WORLD War II in Europe came to an end but the war against Japan did not end until August 1945, and the political, social and economic repercussions of the Second World War were felt long after Germany and Japan surrendered.

In the meantime, a Civil War broke out in China between the communist and Nationalist parties. The monarchy under Emperor Puyi, was officially ended in China on August 17, 1945. 

The last Emperor Puyi cowardly fled China, abandoning his wife, Empress Wanrong or Elizabeth, as she was known to the West (a well-educated, poised renowned beauty who spoke English, composed music, and was ahead of her time in embracing science and technology) who was captured by Communist guerillas and imprisoned until her death in 1946. She had married Puyi at age 17, in 1922, becoming Empress of China, but died at age 39 in the communist guerillas prison. In prison, she was starved and put on display for ridicule like an animal at a zoo. Despite her state of delirium and malnutrition, she still had a way of nobility and elegance about her.

With the abolishment of the monarchy in China, Communism gained momentum. First introduced into China by the Bolshevik Communist group from Soviet Russia, the Comintern in 1920, to two Chinese intellectual elitists, who started their Chinese communist party, it was now the dominant party of China. In Russia, it is estimated that close to 60 million people died due to Communism. 

In the Russian Civil War (1917–1922): An estimated 7 to 12 million people died, primarily from famine and disease, but also from military action and political terror campaigns like the Red Terror, where a conservative estimate is around 100,000 executions, while some range much higher.

Then The Great Purge (1937–1938): During this period of intense political repression under Stalin, over 700,000 people were executed, and millions more were imprisoned or deported.

More died as a result of brutal deadly imprisonment called the Gulag system: Millions were sent to forced labor camps (Gulags), where high mortality rates due to brutal conditions, starvation, and disease led to an estimated 2.7 million to over 6 million deaths over several decades.

Then there were the forced population transfers and deportations: The forced relocation of various ethnic and social groups resulted in hundreds of thousands to over a million deaths. 

In China, The Great Leap Forward, a major campaign launched in 1958, under the Communist party ruling China, resulted in widespread famine and death in China with 15 to 55 million deaths, with the most commonly cited figure being around 36 million. It is estimated that over 100 million people (especially within the very countries themselves) died as a result of communism. 

The Soviet Union and East European nations, under communism, struggled with widespread wealth creation and experienced lower overall standards of living compared to Western market economies. 

In the U.S., the Communist Party of the United States of America, a far-left communist party in the United States emerged, representing a threat to free trade, free elections, and individual freedoms. However, in August 24, 1954 an act was approved to outlaw the Communist Party, to prohibit members of Communist [s. 3706] organizations from serving in certain representative capacities, and for other purposes.

Despite being the last Empress of China, Wanrong’s body was never found, and her burial place was unknown. 
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Chapter 1


[image: ]




Sonya

––––––––
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SONYA LOOKED UP AT the large stone arch pillars that stood guarding the entrance to one of Hollywood’s hottest film studios of the 1950s. WUS Studios, which stood for World United Studios, which was holding an open audition for a big musical film. 

Something about going to a big Hollywood studio intimidated Sonya.  Everything moved so fast.  People rushed from one place to another.  Golf carts whizzed by with glamorous starlets and handsome heartthrobs.

But while a bit intimidated, she was excited and filled with a promise that something major was about to change her life.

Having checked in at the gate where a young man told her where to leave of her vehicle and pointed her in the direction of The Muse auditions, Sonya made her way to soundstage 17.

The California sun was hot, and she regretted the full skirt, thick linen shirt and wool jacket, fashionable for 1955. Once inside the air-conditioned facilities, surely, she would appreciate her wardrobe choice, she thought.

But she opened the door with a big 17 on it and was smacked with a puff of even warmer air.  She had no choice.  She had to shrug off that wool jacket.  Using her palms, she tried to flatten out as best she could the crinkles on her linen shirt, passed a quick hand through her straight, black bob and headed down the hall.

To her surprise, a long line of women filled the dozen or so chairs and more stood, waiting for their turn to wow the producers with their talent.

She quietly brought her headshot and very brief resumé to the secretary seated at the far corner of the small room.

“Are they all here for The Muse auditions.”  

“That’s right, dear,” the secretary said between pops of her gum.  She glanced briefly at the resumé.  “You haven’t done much now have you.”

Sonya shrugged.  “I sang at a few lounges mostly, but I came to audition as a back-up singer.”

The secretary glanced at her, scrutinized her face.  “You Japanese?” she said, her voice harsh.  “With what just happened in Pearl Harbor, there isn’t much...”

Sonya bristled at the harshness of the woman’s words.  “For one thing, Pearl Harbor was hit well over ten years ago.  Secondly, that you would still wish to hold Japanese Americans accountable for what happened is simply unjust.”

The secretary stared at her, clearly unaccustomed to being spoken to in such a manner.

“And thirdly, I am not Japanese.  I am Chinese. But most of all, I’m American. I came over legally, received my documents, and just became a Bonafide proud American citizen this year.”

“Well, then, sorry about what I said earlier,” the secretary muttered. “My fiancé was killed during the War.” She looked sad all of a sudden as she gestured toward the end of the long line. “War is horrible,” she said. 

“I’m so sorry,” Sonya said to the secretary. “War is horrible,” Sonya said as she took her place behind the last girl.

Girls were called in every few minutes.  Every once in a while, a loud screech passed through the door as a girl tried to go beyond her singing ability.

As the line in front of her shortened and she was close to getting a seat, the line behind her grew.  Her feet hurt, sweat trickled down her back and her arm was itchy from cradling her wool jacket.

“Sorry, I’m so late.  Sorry I’m so late,” a young woman called out as she ran to the secretary and plopped down her headshot.  “It is really wild out there.  I don’t know how you people find your way around here.”

The secretary looked at the lone photo. “No resumé?”

The young woman clasped her hands together.  “Nope.  This is my very first try.  Isn’t it exciting?”

“Sure,” the secretary droned.  She looked up in the young Asian woman’s face, shot a quick glance at Sonya and said nothing.

“I go wait in line?”

“That’s right.”

As the young woman turned to head up the line, she looked at Sonya and came right up to her.  “Oh, my God.  I’m so glad you made it.”

Sonya frowned.  Do I know this girl? she wondered.

“I know I don’t have a lot of experience, but I really want this role.”

She came up close, clearly aiming to cut in the line.  “Ni lai zheli duodiu le?” The girl said in Mandarin.

Refusing to communicate in Mandarin, Sonya said, “I’ve been here for about an hour.  Why?” 

The young woman looked at the few women in front of them and back to the end of the long line. “And you would say what... about a five-minute wait?”

“About that.” She looked closely at the young woman, and leaned in to quietly say, “Do we know each other?”

“Hey!” a tall redheaded called from the back of the line.  “No cutting in.  The end of the line is back here.”

“Yeah,” another joined in.

“I’m Yolanda Yee,” the young woman whispered to Sonya before addressing the redhead with, “My sister was holding my place for me.”

“I...” Sonya began.

“Please, help me out,” Yolanda whispered.

Sonya didn’t like it but glanced back at the line.  “Yeah.  My little sister asked me to hold a place for her.”

“Still,” the redhead shot back.  “It ain’t my problem if she can’t get here on time.”

Yolanda ignored her and concentrated on Sonya.  “Is this your first audition?”

“You could say that.”

Two more women were called in.

“Oh, it’s so close I can taste it,” Yolanda said.

Then one more, and another and Sonya was finally next in line.  Yolanda might have cut in front of the women behind her, but she was not going to go in before Sonya.

The door opened, and the older woman with a clipboard, the same one who’d been coming to the door calling names for the past hour, poked her head in.  Sonya held her breath.

“Miss Sonya Song.”

“That would be me,” Sonya said, marching to the door.

“Yeah, little sister!” the redhead called from the back.  “You can cut in all you like.  We’re called in by name.”

Sonya ignored the drama and entered the large room.  Her shoulders back, her chin high, she walked with the elegance and grace of a woman who knew her worth.  There was no arrogance or inflated ego, just the quiet confidence in her ability.

Three people, two men and a woman, sat facing a lone piano and an empty space just waiting for Sonya.

The woman looked at the photo and resumé in front of her.  “Sonya, right.”

“That’s right.”

The young man seated beside her smiled, his eyes kind and his smile genuine.  His sandy blond hair curled around his ears and framed his face in a pleasant manner.  

“Nice to meet you,” Sonya said with a nod.

“And I’m Brian Benjamin,” he said, his voice as warm as his smile.  

Her eyes narrowed as she remembered hearing the name somewhere.  Then it came to her.  “You’re the composer for The Muse.”

His smile widened.  “Guilty, or at least partially.  I’ve composed much of the music and a few of the songs to be sung by the lead character.”

Sonya nodded.

“This main character is a beautiful songbird who sits outside the window of a grand castle, singing for the almighty powerful king and his lovely wife.”

Sonya nodded.  “I understand.”

“This songbird is not shrill.  It does not screech.  It does not cry.  It does not bellow.  This songbird is strong but feminine.  This songbird is intelligent but sweet.  We’re not looking for a childish voice nor that of someone who is... let’s say... too innocent.”

“I think I know what you’re looking for.”

“Good.  So, what song would you like to perform for us today?”

“Qin’ai de,” Sonya said.

Brian frowned.  “I don’t believe I know that one.”  He looked to the pianist.  “You?”

The older man at the piano shook his head.

“If I may,” Sonya said, “I would like to try it on my own.”

“Acapella?” Brian said.

“If that’s okay with you.”

“Certainly.”

The man and woman on either side of him nodded, intrigued.

Sonya stood still and looked down to the floor, down at her shoes.  She grounded herself, then dug in.  The first long and haunting note seeped from her lips, operatic in nature.  In mandarin, she sang of her great love, and of her heartbreaking loss.  She sang of the soaring highs in her life and of the horrifying lows.  She’d long ago lost those she loved.  She’d lost the land she’d called home.  But after the loss, after the heartache, she had once again found happiness... the happiness that comes with being free.

Her eyes filled with tears as she reached the bridge that had her delving deeper still into her emotions.  She closed her eyes, her mind going back to a time long ago... a lifetime ago.

When she opened her eyes to look at the trio in front of her, she found them gaping.  Annabelle reached for a tissue and dabbed her eyes.

With a barely audible whisper, Sonya sang the last heartfelt words.  Bowing, she then clasped her hands behind her back and awaited their comments.

“I have no idea what you just sang about,” the woman said.  “I didn’t understand a single word... but I felt it.  I felt it all.  Your way of emoting is incredible.”

Brian stood and quietly clapped.  “I have to agree.  Every note, every intonation, every whisper.  Shivers ran down my back as you hit that sweet high C, then tears filled my eyes when you growled through that aching bridge.”

“And I agree with my cohorts,” Jack said.  “Rarely have I been moved as you’ve moved me, and all that without understanding a word.  That is the genius of a true artist, a truly talented singer.”

“I am humbled by your praise.”  She turned to head to the door.

Annabelle stood and quickly came to her.  “Not through that door, dear,” she said.  She turned to another door and opened it.  “You can wait here.”

Confused, Sonya entered the room, surprised to find herself alone.  The room was nicely furnished; a soft red velvet sofa, two violet velvet armchairs, a piano and a table that was set up against the wall.  A coffee machine awaited a mug and the press of a button to brew fresh hot coffee while small sandwiches and a variety of pastries were set up on various platters.

Sonya looked at the offerings, but nothing tempted her.  As confident as she was in her ability, and encouraged by the high praise she’d received, she was still nervous about the ultimate outcome of this audition, after all, there were still many to follow her.  Perhaps one would be even more talented than she was.

Through the door, she heard the potential talents all vying for the few cherished parts in this new musical.  Finally, after almost an hour, the door opened and Brian stepped in, accompanied by Jack and Annabelle.

Sonya jumped to her feet.

“You didn’t even make yourself a cup of coffee,” he said.  “No tea?”

She shook her head.  “I’m already on edge as it is.”

He chuckled.  “Well, I have no idea why.  We told you how much we loved your audition.”

She shrugged.  “You never know.  There’s a lot of talent out there.”

He chuckled again.  “Not as much as you’d think.  Anyway, I’ll stop dawdling and tell you... you’ve got the part.”

Sonya smiled.  “Oh.  I’m so pleased.  But, which part.”

He laughed.  “Why, Ms. Song, the lead role, of course.

Shocked, she stared at him.  “What?” she whispered.
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