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They’ve been stuck In the Loretta Grey Memorial Library – formally the Loretta Grey Memorial Library – for the past seven to eight decades…and now they want to be free. When Sally O’Brian visits the library, the two ghosts overhear her conversation and realize that she might be their salvation. 

Sally O’Brian, ex-school teacher, untimely widow, and near-death survivor can speak to the dead.  But this ability has come with a cost.

Sally O’Brian has to find a way to get the dead to pass on to their eternal resting place. But to do that, she has to solve two murders, both of which happened eighty years earlier. Okay, that would be difficult, but how hard could it actually be?



“First,” drawled Matt, her dead husband, “you might have to get them to be nice to each other.”
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Chapter one



1. In the Loretta Grey Memorial Library

When Sally O’Brian taught third and fourth grade in Roosevelt Elementary School, she had spent a lot of time in the Loretta Grey Memorial Library, or as most people in Crystal Cove called it, the Public Library. It was an impressive building, located on Fern Street, three stories tall, though to be sure, Sally had only ever been on the ground floor and the second floor. It was, in fact, a library worthy of a much larger city than tiny Crystal Cove. Sally had never questioned Crystal Cove’s good fortune. Every town should be so lucky to have a library as wondrous as the one in Crystal Cove. 

This Saturday, Sally had come to the library to meet with one of the staff, Mrs. Esperanza Wilson, whose sister, Gabby Hargrove, had been murdered years earlier.  Sally had helped Gabby pass on. Helping tormented spirits pass on was a role in life that Sally had never expected to fill. But, as Sally’s late husband Matt used to say, “All of us sometimes are asked to do things we never expected to do.”

“Your sister is happy now, Esperanza,” said Sally.

Espie was silent for a moment. “You really can speak with departed spirits?”

Sally nodded. “I understand if you don’t believe me. Few do, and I don’t blame them. Before I almost died, I didn’t believe in the spirit world either. I was a very practical person.”

“You say that you are supposed to help spirits move on?”

“I don’t really know if I’m supposed to do this. It’s just that I can do it, so I do. Until a spirit can pass on, it’s not really happy. But I can assure you, Espie, Gabby is in a better place. She is finally at peace.”

Espie’s shoulders slumped. “I hope so,” she said. “And I’m glad they finally found out who killed my sister. Thank you Mrs. O’Brian.”

Sally felt satisfied that she had finally closed the book on Gabby Hargrove. She started towards the door, then stopped. “I think I better check out a book,” she said to Matt.

“Sometimes, Sally, I am embarrassed to say I know you,” said Matt.

Sally gave him a sharp, disapproving look. “Why would you say that?” At one time, Sally would have felt self-conscious speaking to what others thought was empty space. Now, Sally didn’t care. The ghost of her husband was very real to her, even if he sometimes was embarrassed to know her.

“You’re such a coward! You’re only going to check out a book because you’re afraid your daughter will see through your ploy. Show a little backbone! Go home empty handed! I dare you!”

Sally was tight-lipped. “It’s easy to be brave when you can go hide in a hatbox,” she countered. “I’m going to find a good book.”

Despite Matt’s continued taunts, Sally wandered up and down the aisles of fiction books, searching for a title that caught her attention. She was about to reach for an intriguing title when she heard a woman speak behind her.

“Are you the lady who helps the dead?” 

Sally spun around, looking for the person speaking to her. Her first thought was that someone, overhearing her discussion with Espie, even though she hadn’t seen anyone nearby, was now pranking her.

But there was no one nearby. The closest person was on the other side of the library.

Then she heard another voice, this time a man speaking. “I don’t know why you bother. She won’t help us. No one can help us.”

Sally bit her lip. If it was a prank, it was a remarkably successful one. The worst she could do would be to go along with it. She smiled to herself. She had certainly done worse things than fall for a prank. 

“Yes,” she said. “I am that lady. Do you need help?”

“We both need help,” responded the woman in a quiet, tired voice.

Sally looked around for the prankster, but again could see no one. Then a woman slowly materialized in front of her.

It was not Sally who registered surprise. It was the apparition. “You really can see me?”

Sally nodded, then noticed a man materializing a few steps behind the woman. “Yes, I can see both of you. Are you the only ones here?”

“The only ones what?” snapped the man.

“Ghosts,” said Sally. “Spirits.” 

She studied their clothes. The clothing styles were from the ‘40’s. The woman was wearing a narrow-brimmed halo hat with a net veil, a shirtwaist sky blue dress with long sleeves, silk stockings, and black pumps. She wore bright red lipstick, little other make-up (which Sally thought would have been superfluous), and red nail polish. She was a young woman, perhaps in her late teens, but looking more sophisticated than modern girls her age. She had neck length honey colored hair, light blue eyes, and a small nose. 

Sally couldn’t see the man clearly until he moved closer to stand beside the woman. He was wearing a fitted cream-colored wool suit. His trousers lacked any cuffs, and he wore an off-white shirt with a grey tie. He was wearing argyle socks and brown wingtips. He was perhaps a few years older than the girl, though his sullen expression made him look older. He had dark hair, brown eyes, and a thin mustache.

“Do you remember World War II?” asked Sally.

The woman looked confused but the man answered, “The second world war? Yeah. Did we win?”

“Yes, we definitely did,” said Sally. “We defeated Germany and Japan.”

The woman gave the man an angry look. “You never told me that we were in the war.”

He rolled his eyes and ignored her. “Can you get us out of here?”

“Out of the library?” asked Sally. “I don’t know. Do you mean out of this plane of existence?”

“No, don’t be dilly,” snapped the man impatiently. “Outta this cave! Get us out of this damned building!”

Sally wasn’t disturbed by the ghost’s belligerence. There wasn’t much a ghost could do to someone who wasn’t afraid of it, and Sally was less affected by the rapid reaction of one’s nervous system to the touch of an ectoplasmic spirit. “There may be little I can do,” she said. “Most of the time, ghosts are restricted to the place where they died.”

“I sure as hell didn’t die here!” growled the man.

“Nor did I,” said the woman more quietly.

“And I gather you didn’t die together,” said Sally.

The man shook his head. “She died three years before me. I don’t know how I died. She was murdered.”

Sally nodded, regarding both ghosts with a sad look. “I suspect both of you were murdered. And neither of you knows who murdered you, right?”

“That’s right!” said the young woman. “How did you know?”

Sally didn’t immediately answer her question. “You are stuck here because you have unanswered questions about your death,” she explained.

The girl was about to respond when Matt floated through the bookshelves to join Sally. 

“Who is that?” asked the young woman.

“That’s Matt, my husband,” said Sally.

The young man sneered at Sally. “How can you help us get out of here if you can’t even help your own dead husband?”

Sally ignored the implied criticism. “If I’m going to help you, I probably should know who you are.”

The man huffed, but then responded. “I’m Stephen Hayes,” he said. “You can call me Steve. And sugar here is Loretta Grey.”

“I prefer to be called Lottie,” said the young woman.

Sally blinked in surprise. “This library is named after you!”

Lottie nodded. “Yes, I guess it is. Though I’m not at all sure why.”

“A mistake if you ask me,” said Steve.

“Did anyone ask you?” commented Matt. Sally suppressed a smile. Matt didn’t hide his feelings very well, and he had a habit of making snap judgments about other people. As near as Sally could tell, he was usually correct in his assessments.

“Can you help us?” asked Lottie.

“I’ll do what I can,” replied Sally.

“That would be swell,” said Lottie, looking almost excited for the first time.

“Don’t get your hopes up,” said Sally. “To help you, I have to find out how you died. It seems as though you died eighty years ago.”

Steve looked dejected. “See, what did I tell you? We’re never getting out of here.”

“Try to keep a positive attitude,” suggested Sally. “Let me see what I can do. But meanwhile, I have to find a book.”

The two ghosts immediately disappeared.

Matt shook his head. “I don’t think you’re going to be able to help them, Sally.”

Sally gave Matt a wry look. “I’m not really sure I want to help Steve,” she said. “What a sourpuss! But I think Lottie really wants my help. Meanwhile, I need to get a book so that my daughter won’t think I’m not telling her the truth about where I’m going!”

Matt had the good sense to keep his opinion to himself.



2. In the Loretta Grey Memorial Library

For as long as he could remember, Thomas Cupp wanted to be an architect. His very first drawings were not stick figures of people, but pictures of buildings. The houses he could see when he walked to school. The storefronts he saw. The church he attended. By the time he was ten years old, he had become quite proficient at using ArchiCAD to design his own buildings.

Becoming an architect was a dream he was finally hoping to bring to fruition. He had landed a job as an intern with Prescott Construction, and while it wasn’t exactly the architectural design job he wanted, it did get him away from his father, Phillip Cupp. Even being an intern was acceptable if it meant some degree of independence from his father.

When he had first seen the Loretta Grey Memorial Library (formerly the Grey Family Mansion), he had been surprised to find such an exquisite treasure in such an out-of-the-way place as Crystal Cove. The building was built in the Italianate style, with open loggia on the ground floor and with piano nobile windows on the first floor. Corbels supported overhanging eaves, topped with an ornate balustrade that concealed the building’s flat roof. There were decorative cupolas on each of the four corners of the building.

The Italianate style was marred by a later addition to the building, an extension off the back of the building. This structure was a glass room built in the tradition of San Francisco’s Conservatory of Flowers, and while Thomas resented the merging of the two architectural styles, he still found the building stunning.

The inside of the building continued to impress him. The large open main room was unexpected, particularly how it opened up into the glass conservatory extension of the building. Since the building was used as a library, he had been afraid that many of the interior rooms would have been merged, but that was not the case. As much as possible, the original floorplan of the house had been maintained.

He wandered among the bookshelves in the main room. As he turned a corner, he noticed a woman in her mid-fifties, with short blond hair. She was a bit overweight, but nonetheless exuded untapped energy. Now, however, she was talking to herself. Thomas felt embarrassed, as though he was intruding on someone having a senior moment. No, she was too young to have a senior moment. Maybe she was just crazy.

Thomas quickly retreated to a distant corner of the room. There, sorting a stack of returned books, was one of the most attractive women he had ever seen. He froze, not even aware that he was staring at her. He only realized how rude he must appear when she looked up and frowned in his direction.

She noticed him!

This was a chance he couldn’t pass up. He smiled broadly, then proceeded over to where she was sitting.

“Hi,” he said. “You work here, right?”

The young woman smiled, pointing at the name plate on her desk. Thomas glanced at it, wondering how he could get Mandy Anderson to agree to go out with him. “Ah, yes, Mandy Anderson, I guess you do.”

“Is there something I can help you with?” smiled Mandy.

Thomas nodded quickly, caught off guard by her smile. She had long, golden hair, intense blue eyes, and the cutest nose he had ever seen. “Yes. And since we’re on a first name basis, I’m Thomas Cupp. I was wondering if you could help me find a book I’m looking for.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” said Mandy pleasantly, piercing him with those intense blue eyes. “Who is the author or the title of the book?”

Thomas hesitated, wondering how he could draw this encounter out. Did her eyes sparkle that much for everyone…or just for him? “That’s the problem. I can’t remember the title or who wrote it. I just know that it’s about someone who designs buildings.”

“Is it fiction or non-fiction?”

“I guess it would be fiction,” he said. “Yes, of course. Fiction.”

Mandy pushed the stack of books to one side and slid her keyboard in front of her. “Okay, is this a young adult book or an adult book?”

“Well, I first read it when I was in high school, but I’m pretty sure it’s an adult book.”

Mandy nodded, biting thoughtfully on her lower lip. “If you’ve read the book before, can you tell me something about the plot?”

“Yes, sure, I’m certain that I can. It’s about this architect, you see, and he or someone he knows dies and he has to take over the business.”

“Is it a mystery?”

Thomas shook his head. “I don’t think so. Everyone knows how the guy dies. The bad architect caused his death.”

“So there’s two architects? One good and one bad? But it’s not a mystery story.”

“Yes. I mean no, it’s not,” said Thomas. “Let’s see. The good architect meets this girl and they fall for each other, but she betrays him.” 

Mandy frowned. “ Is the book you’re thinking of--"

Before she could finish her question, Esperanza Wilson hurried over to the desk. “What are you doing here?” she demanded, glaring angrily at Thomas.

“I, uh, I think I’m looking for a book?”

“Espie, what’s the problem?” asked Mandy, obviously alarmed by her co-worker’s unacceptable behavior. 

Thomas could think of nothing he had done that would upset anyone in the library. Had that crazy woman complained about him?

“Don’t you know who this guy is?” asked Esperanza angrily. “He works with that company that is trying to shut us down!”

Mandy looked surprised, then turned her eyes to stare at Thomas. “You’re with Prescott Construction?”

“Well, sort of,” said Thomas. “I’m not really an employee. I’m just an intern there.”

Mandy’s sparkling eyes now flashed anger. “Well, I’m sorry, Mr. Cupp, but I don’t like what you and your company are trying to do to the Loretta Grey Memorial Library.”

“I’m not really trying to do anything,” said Thomas, surprised at Mandy’s reaction. “Except maybe to see if you would let me take you to dinner this week.”

Mandy laughed. “You were just trying to pick me up? So there was no book that you were trying to find? It was just a ploy to hit on me?”

“No, not entirely. There was a book, I just couldn’t remember the title. So what about dinner? There’s supposed to be this great little seafood restaurant, The Lobster Trap, that I was told I should really try.”

“No, I’m not going out to dinner with you!” Mandy folded her arms protectively. “And the book you’re looking for is probably The Fountainhead!” She stood up and headed for the main check-out desk, leaving Thomas mesmerized as she walked away.

“Oh, yeah, that’s it,” he muttered to himself. “The Fountainhead. I should have remembered that.”



3.  In the Big Yellow House

Sunday morning started off cool, promising to be a cloudy and lackluster day. In spite of the weather, Sally was in a good mood. When Matt commented on her joyful disposition, Sally waved it off. “I can’t wait for the full holiday season to come,” she said. 

Matt nodded. “You always seemed to enjoy this time of year.”

Sally smiled. When she had been a teacher, Sally had taken delight in decorating her classrooms for Halloween, Thanksgiving, Hanukkah, Christmas, Kwanza. Sally often used the holidays to discuss different cultures with her students. “Yes, I did. I guess I miss the children, Matt. Going to the library reminded me of that.”

Sally headed downstairs to join her family for breakfast. Matt disappeared, but Sally assumed he had floated through the floor directly into the kitchen. Jennifer and Kiera were already there, sitting at the table in the center of the room. Jack was at the stove, preparing eggs and bacon for the family.

“Jack’s cooking this morning?”

“He’s being sweet,” cooed Jennifer.

“I’m always sweet,” laughed Jack. “How would you like your eggs, Sally?”

“Whatever you’re making, Jack. Should I make some toast?”

Jack broke another egg and dropped it onto the frying pan. Then he brought the eggs he had already cooked and a plate of bacon over to the table. 

“Here you are, ladies,” he announced, placing the serving platters in front of Jennifer and Kiera.

“Thanks, Daddy,” said Kiera, scooping one of the eggs onto her plate.

Sally brought the toast over to the table. “Want me to butter it for you, Kiera?”

“I can do it myself, Gramma,” said the six-year old.

Only now did Matt emerge, feet first, from the kitchen ceiling.

“Hi, Grampa!” called out Kiera. Salem the dog also barked a greeting as Matt settled completely inside the room.

“Hi, Kiera. That toast looks pretty good. Wish I could have some,” joked Matt.

“I can share,” said Kiera, holding her toast up in the air.

“Kiera, keep your food on your plate,” said Jennifer, giving Sally a look of exasperation.

“It’s okay, Jen,” said Sally. “Matt won’t eat it all up.”

Jennifer’s scowl became even darker.

Kiera giggled, then started chomping at her toast.

Jack sat down, taking in the unspoken drama at the table. “I wonder what ghosts do eat,” he said.

“Jack!” snapped Jennifer. “Don’t encourage her!”

Jack looked defensive. “It’s sort of an academic…no, a medical question. How do ghosts survive? What energy do they use? Does it ever run out?”

Sally flashed a cautious look at her daughter. “The ghosts that were in the hospital said that after a time, the more a ghost interacts with the living, the more they use up whatever energy keeps them going. So they eventually do fade away, without passing on. Otherwise, the world would be full of ghosts.”

Jennifer ignored both her mother and her husband. “Mom, I have someone that might rent the cabin for an extended period of time. Is it ready to be occupied?”

Sally nodded. The cabin was one of three properties besides the Big Yellow House that she and her husband had gifted to Jennifer and Jack when they got married. The three properties—the Cliff House, the Lodge, and the Cabin—made up the Dolphin Point Bed and Breakfast, a part-time business that Jennifer had joyfully given back to Sally to manage. Jennifer’s role was now confined to handling bookings and reservations. “I am pretty sure it’s in good enough shape to rent out, Jen.”

“Good. I have a young man who says he will be here for a couple of months and he doesn’t want to pay hotel prices all that time.”

“When is he arriving?” asked Sally.

“Probably this afternoon,” said Jennifer. She picked up her phone and did a quick search. “Yes, here it is. Thomas Cupp. He’s with a company called Prescott Construction, who will be paying the bill. Have you heard of them?”

Sally shook her head. She glanced over at Matt, who also shook his head. “No, never heard of them. But I will make sure I’ll be back in time to help him settle in.”

Jennifer’s expression hardened. “What do you mean you’ll be back? Where are you going? Are you still fixing up the Green House?”

The Green House had been Sally and Matt’s home for many years, at least up until when he was killed in a horrific hit-and-run accident on the Coastal Highway coming up from San Francisco. The car Matt and Sally were in was forced off the road, their car plunging fifty feet into the Pacific Ocean. Matt had died instantly, but by some miracle, Sally survived with only a few minor bruises. She was in a coma when the first responders pulled her from the wreckage, a coma that lasted three weeks.

It was when she was in a coma that she and Matt found themselves outside a large gate with a small gatehouse. It was there that Sally learned she was not allowed to pass through the gate along with Matt but had to return to the plane of the living.

Matt had broken the rules. Rather than passing through the gate, he returned with Sally, being there by her bedside when she awoke from her coma.

She would never forget the moment she saw him by her bed, followed by the next terrible moment when she realized he was no longer living.

“Someone murdered me, Sally,” he had said. “I’m not leaving your side as long as I know you might be in danger.”

Since that day, Sally discovered that she alone could see and talk to ghosts. Were there others like her? She did not know, though it made sense to believe there were. Most of the ghosts she could communicate with, however, had one trait in common. They were unable to leave this plane of existence until they resolved in their own minds how and why they died.

Sally’s calling, it seemed, was to be the one person among the living who could help these lost souls find the answers they needed to pass on to their eternal resting place.

“No, not the Green House. I’m going to the library.”

Jennifer frowned. “The library? The public library? Again?”

Sally nodded.

“Why would you go there?” demanded Jennifer.

“I have to do some research.”

Jennifer looked over at Jack, as if to ask him for some assistance. Jack focused all his attention on slicing his egg into bite-sized pieces.

“You’re going to the Police Station, aren’t you?”

“Of course not, Jen. I just need to do some research.”

“Why can’t you do the research on the computer at home?” 

Jack looked up, then quickly tried to hide his smirk.

“The information I’m looking for isn’t likely to be found on the internet, Jen. Why would you think that I’m going to the Police Station anyway?”

Matt coughed. “Maybe because she knows you, Sally.”

Jennifer slumped in her chair when she heard Kiera burst out laughing. Fortunately, she couldn’t also hear Matt laughing…but Sally could.



4.  In the Loretta Grey Memorial Library

Sally parked in front of the Loretta Grey Memorial Library, muttering under her breath, “See, I didn’t go to the Police Station. Are you satisfied, Jennifer?”

“Are you talking to me?” asked Matt, floating out of the car.

“No, this time I was talking to me.” She paused momentarily. “Why does that sound even crazier than I’m talking to ghosts?”

Matt smiled mischievously. “Maybe because when you’re talking to ghosts, you are actually engaging in an intelligent conversation.”

Sally rolled her eyes. “You have too high an opinion of yourself, Matthew O’Brian!” Sally entered the library and started to search for the two ghosts.

The Loretta Grey Memorial Library’s main room was an immense two-story room with wings on both sides. There were stairs leading to the upper floors on each side of the entrance. Extending back from the central room was the glass-domed addition to the original building. That section was filled with bookshelves. Sally knew that this was the main area for finding fiction.

The central room was dominated by the Check-out desk and a score of public computers. There were several dozen comfortable chairs, work areas, and places to read, peruse books or periodicals, or just quietly socialize. The room was big enough that low, polite conversations rarely disturbed anyone.

There were more people in the library today than there were yesterday, and at first she was unable to spot either of the ghosts. Then she glimpsed Steve Howe, hovering over a high school girl who was quietly reading a book.

The teen seemed oblivious of the ghost’s presence. Sally went over to where the girl was sitting and stared intently at Steve. 

When Steve caught sight of Sally, he did nothing to hide his scowl of annoyance at her presence. “What do you want?”

Sally looked around, then glanced nervously at the young woman, who had not as of yet noticed her. “I need to talk to you,” she whispered.

The teen looked up, confused. “You need to talk to me?”

Sally blushed and shook her head. “No, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to disturb you.” 

Sally took a step back, and when Steve didn’t follow her, she gestured with her hand. He pressed closer to the high school girl, even trying to touch her shoulder. His hand went through her body. She started to shiver. She gave Sally a nervous look, then got up and moved to another part of the room.

“What were you doing to that girl?” demanded Sally.

“Would you believe me if I told you I was reading a book?” asked Steve.

“No.”

“It was worth a try,” smiled Steve. “I was trying to get her attention. You know, they don’t like it when we touch them.”

“Yes, I am very familiar with the sensation,” said Sally. “It’s like feeling a cold chill.”

Steve nodded. “I’ve heard many people say that. Have you found a way to get us out of here?”

“Of course not,” said Sally. “I can’t work miracles. I just met you guys yesterday.”

“Pretty much what I expected,” said Steve, starting to follow the school girl to her new table.

“Wait a minute, buddy,” said Matt, putting an arm up to block Steve’s progress. “The lady is talking to you.”

Steve stopped, staring intently at Matt. “What do you want, lady?”

“My name is Sally,” she said quietly. “Where is Loretta?”

“Lottie? I don’t know. Do I look like her guardian?”

“You were going to marry her,” said Matt.

Steve shook his head. “Ancient history. She wants nothing to do with me, and frankly, I like it that way.”

“You do?” Sally was surprised, though she had to admit that she had no reason to believe that long confinement together would be any more enjoyable for ghosts than it would be for living persons.

“Look, I have things to do. If you want to find Lottie, look up on the third floor. She usually hides out up there.”

Sally wanted to tell Steve that he was being very rude, and she frowned deeper when Steve creeped after the teen. “I wonder if the library staff gets any strange complaints.”

Matt shrugged. “Most people explain away strange feelings, Sally. Having a ghost haunting a library isn’t quite like having a ghost haunt a house.”

Sally knew the Loretta Grey Memorial Library had three floors, though she had only been on the ground floor and the second floor. When she checked the stairwell on the second floor, she found a disguised door that opened up onto another stairway.

“It’s not locked,” she said. “So I suppose it isn’t against the rules to go up there, right, Matt?”

“Would a rule stop you even if it existed?” asked Matt.

“Of course,’ said Sally tartly. “I always follow the rules.”

Even so, she checked to make sure no one saw her slip through the disguised door and slowly climb up the stairs.

The upper floor of the Library was a huge open space that had large windows overlooking the Pacific. There were a handful of rooms on the side of the building where the stairs continued on up to the flat roof of the building. The rooms were not empty but were filled with piles of old furniture. Undoubtedly most of this had been removed from the rooms below when the building had been converted into a library. Layers of dust and cobwebs told Sally that this portion of the building was rarely used. Although Sally could not find a light switch, at this time of day she didn’t need one. There was plenty of light streaming in from the windows, even when the sun was starting to set on the Western horizon.

“Lottie? Are you up here?” called Sally. 

Over the past year or so, Sally had mixed results trying to entice ghosts out of hiding. Many times, ghosts were so surprised that a living person could see and hear them that they readily threw caution to the wind and came out without hesitation. Other times, ghosts were as fearful of people as people were of them. That didn’t make any sense to Sally until she learned that ghosts lost energy every time they interacted with living beings. Haunting, it seemed, was tiring work.

This time, however, Lottie slowly emerged from a pile of furniture. 

“How did you know I was up here?” she asked.

“Steve told us,” said Matt. He floated around the room, studying it with admiration in his eyes. “Good hiding places up here. I like it!”

Lottie slowly rotated, taking in the enormous room that ran the entire length of the building. “I used to love this room,” she said. “I loved looking out over the Pacific and dreaming of going on a steamship to some foreign land.”

“What was the room used for when you were alive?” asked Sally.

“Everything. It really was the place where we lived, my brother, sister, and me. We would listen to the radio, have parties up here—there used to be a small kitchen in that room over there.” She pointed at one of the closed rooms. She paused, then moved closer to the windows. “The windows need to be cleaned,” she said. “There is so much dust and dirt on them, it’s hard to see the ocean.”

Sally went over to the window closest to where Lottie was standing and used a Kleenex to wipe away some of the grime. “Is that better?”

Lottie studied Sally carefully. “Yes, it is. Thank you.” Lottie then fell silent as she stared out at the whitecaps rolling in towards the shore.

“You were supposed to marry Steven Hayes?”

Lottie slowly faced Sally. “Yes. We met in 1940.” She smiled. “I can still remember every detail. It was January 15. It was a Monday, and I was working in the library. It wasn’t really a library yet. Not like it is today. At that time, it was just the Extension my father built on the back of the house. Back then, the wall between the Extension and the house was still in place. I called it a library from the beginning, and I was the Librarian.”

“Did you want to be a librarian?” asked Sally.

Lottie nodded, smiling. “All my life. When I was ten years old, my father built the addition to the house, just for me. I already had a lot of books, but he bought me so many more. I did everything correctly. I used the American Library Association’s guidelines to create a catalog card for every one of my books. Of course, I also catalogued all my books according to the Dewey Decimal Classification. My father let me actually invite people in Crystal Cove to come and check out books from my library.”

Lottie began to walk up and down the empty spaces between piles of discarded furniture. Sally and Matt followed her. Sally had to strain to hear what the ghost was saying. 

“We met on a Monday, but I didn’t see him again for a week. Then, he was in the library every day. I would watch him as he roamed between the shelves of books. I could tell he wasn’t really interested in the books. I knew he was interested in me, and I kept waiting for him to make the first move. Finally, on Saturday, it was March 2, I stopped him and asked him when he was going to ask me out. From then on, we dated all the time for the next year. We were madly in love with each other. We decided to have a June wedding. We wanted to get married before the war came.”

“You knew World War II was going to start?”

Lottie shook her head smiling. “No, not really. All we knew what that terrible things were going on in Europe. Britain was losing, and it looked like Germany would take over the world. But I wasn’t interested in politics. I was in love.

“That ended a week before my wedding. I was going to a party on Thursday night with a bunch of my girlfriends from high school, but something happened.”

“What happened?” asked Matt.

“I died,” said Lottie. “I guess I died. I don’t really know, but I was no longer able to do the things I used to do. Sometime later, I don’t know how long it was, I ended up back in my house—actually, just in the Extension—and I couldn’t go anywhere else for quite a long time.”

Lottie sighed deeply. “Then the strangest thing happened. After a while—I don’t really know how much time passed--Steve joined me in the Library. At first I was so happy to see him. I thought he had come to save me, but he had changed. He no longer seemed to love me. He was cold and angry all the time.” She turned and gazed sadly at Sally and Matt. “He no longer was interested in me and hasn’t been since the day he arrived here.”

A short while later, Sally and Matt were back in the car, ready to return home. “Matt, do you think I’m supposed to get them back together before they can move on?”

Matt didn’t respond right away. Finally, he said in a much more thoughtful manner than Sally was used to hearing, “I think you should find out why they don’t get along before you try to get them back together. But I must tell you, I don’t see them getting back together, Sally, no matter how hard you try.”



5. In the Crystal Cove Police Department

On Monday morning, Sally congratulated herself on being able to sneak past Jennifer without having to explain her plans for the day. Perhaps “sneak past” wasn’t the right word. More like “just ignored her questions.”

“I hope you notice my disapproving frown,” said Matt as they climbed into Sally’s car. Matt, of course, floated rather than climbed.

“I noticed it,” said Sally. “I chose to think you just had gas.”

“I don’t have gas,” protested Matt. “At least not anymore.”

Sally sighed. “Sometimes, Matt, Jen just gets on my nerves. I wish she were a little more of a risk taker.”

“She’s a good daughter, my dear. I don’t think you should complain about her.”

“I’m not complaining. I’m just trying to avoid any discussions about my plans with her. I find that sometimes the less we communicate with each other, the fewer arguments we have.”

Fifteen minutes later, Sally was sitting across from Detective Joshua Reyes in the Crystal Cove Police Department.

“I’m not sure this is the way I wanted to start out my week, Mrs. O’Brian,” said the detective. “I hope you’re not here to tell me you found another dead body over the weekend.”

“Certainly not, Detective. If I had, you would have been notified when I found it. I wouldn’t wait until Monday.”

Reyes smiled. Sally could tell that he actually enjoyed seeing her first thing on Monday morning. He templed his fingers and tried to appear nonchalant. “So how can I help you?”

“What can you tell me about the deaths of Loretta Grey and Steven Hayes?”

Detective Reyes frowned. “Loretta Grey? Is she one of the Grey family that lives here?”

Sally nodded. “Yes. I mean, she used to be. She’s been dead quite a while.”

Reyes raised his eyebrows. “So you do have a dead body,” he grumbled.

Sally tried to wave off his concern. “It’s not a recent dead body. You have to give me that.”

Reyes started pecking away at his computer, then stared intently at the screen. 

“We do have something on her,” he mumbled. “She died 82 years ago! And her death is still an unsolved murder! How do you find these—oh, never mind. Who was the other person?”

“Steven Hayes. Steven with a V.”

Reyes nodded and continued typing. He nodded slowly. “Yes, he might also have been murdered, though his death is described as accidental but under suspicious circumstances. A couple of years later.” He looked up at Sally. “How do you find these? Never mind. Are these cases related? Besides both being unsolved deaths?”

Sally nodded. “Loretta Grey was killed a week before she was supposed to marry Steven Hayes.”

Reyes looked thoughtful. “So you think he murdered her, then she came back and murdered him?”

“Don’t be silly, Detective. Ghosts may contribute to someone’s death, but I seriously doubt they could physically murder someone.”

“Ghosts.” Reyes said the word as though it was socially unacceptable to utter it. “Where did you encounter these ghosts?”

“In the Loretta Grey Memorial Library,” said Sally.

Reyes blinked. “The victim is that Loretta Grey?”

Sally nodded, a coy smile on her lips. “You really are quick on Monday mornings, aren’t you?”

Detective Reyes ignored Sally’s comment. “These cases are pretty old, and there isn’t much information on the computer. I hope that there are physical records in storage. Why did it have to be a cold case that you brought to me?”

Sally’s laughter caused several heads to turn in her direction. “I thought you objected to me bringing a dead body to your attention, Detective. As far as I know, both these bodies are in the Crystal Cove Cemetery!”

“The only thing I’m objecting to is you putting more work on my desk. Why didn’t you give this case to Detective Singh?”

“Detective, you know you’re my favorite!”

Sally laughed all the way out of the Police Station.



6. In the Offices of the Tribune

On Tuesday morning, Sally made no secret of her destination for the day. “I’m going to visit Avery Harrison at the Tribune,” she announced at breakfast.

Jack looked up from his phone. “Do you want me to drop you off?” he asked. “I drive right by the Tribune office.”

“No need,” said Sally. “I have no idea how long my research will take.”

Jennifer cocked her head and gave Sally a stern look. “What? No visit to the police station?”

Sally laughed. “Oh, Jennifer, where do you get such silly ideas? I thought I told you, the police have told me that I just give them too much additional work. No, I need to do some historical research about one of Crystal Cove’s memorable families.”

“Which family?” asked Jennifer.

“The Grey family.”

“The library Grey family?” asked Jennifer.

Sally nodded. “Do you know any of them?”

“Not really,” said Jennifer. “Len Grey was a couple of years ahead of me in high school. There was another Grey…Carter! Yes, Carter graduated before I started high school. I never met her, but I did hear about her.”

“What did you hear?”

Jennifer shrugged. “Just that she was the kind of girl who liked to let people know her family had money.” Jennifer laughed. “Unfortunately, I never got to go to one of her fabulous parties.”

“They own one of the houses on Turtle Hill, don’t they?”

“I have no idea, Mom. I don’t spend my life following the careers and capers of my rich neighbors.”

“You should take more interest in the historical roots of Crystal Cove. We do have a fairly rich and varied past, you know.”

Jennifer tipped her head in skepticism. “I have enough problems dealing with the rich and varied present, Mom. I don’t need to delve into the past, and certainly not into other people’s pasts. But you do your thing. Have fun with Avery.”

Sally fully intended to have fun with Avery. The Tribune was located in one of Crystal Cove’s historic houses, a repurposed Victorian house that had been in the Harrison family for generations. The house, located on the corner of Fifth Avenue and Coit Street, had been converted into offices and publication rooms on the ground floor and living accommodations on the upper floor. The basement had become a morgue for back issues of the Tribune, though Avery was doing his best to get everything digitized.

Avery met Sally in the foyer. Sally glanced through the glass doors that led to what used to be a dining room but which now was used as a workroom for some of the quasi-vast army of volunteers, students, and aspiring bloggers who wanted more background information for their blogs. Sally had never listened to any of these bloggers, but Avery insisted that they were the wave of future news reporting and technically were now called vloggers. Sally didn’t pursue the issue.

“Sally, what a pleasure to see you again!”

Sally smiled at Avery’s enthusiasm. Normally, he was a man who was consumed with his work. The Crystal Cove Tribune was his pride and joy. His father died in 1988, and Avery took over as Editor-in-Chief (somewhat of a misnomer, since he also filled just about every other position on the paper.) Then, a year after he became the editor, Avery’s wife Nancy passed away at the young age of thirty-three. Avery’s reaction was to bury himself further in running and managing the newspaper.

Sally hadn’t paid as much attention to what happened in Crystal Cove when she was teaching, but since leaving that profession, she had become more focused on the people and events that happened in the small town, especially since some of the ghosts she had helped had deep roots in the town’s history. Avery had become her go-to guy for everything she needed to know about Crystal Cove’s notorious founding families.

“It’s good to see you Avery! Do you have some time to help me or are you fighting a deadline?”

“I’m always fighting a deadline, Sally, but if I don’t have time for the important people in my life, I have my priorities all screwed up. Come into my office. Can I get you something to drink?”

“I’m fine, Avery.”

They sat down in Avery’s office. Avery moved his chair so that he could see Sally past his new large computer screen. It had taken Avery a little longer than most people, but he had finally embraced the computer age. “What can I help you with?”

“The Grey family,” said Sally. “Specifically, Loretta Grey and her fiancé, Steve Hayes.”

His round face beamed with joy. “Ah, excellent! The Grey family. Appropriately named, I might add! The family started off right enough, setting up some of the earliest commercial fishing operations in the area. Supplied fish to most of Humboldt County back in the day. You are probably aware that Mayor Smith is resigning—there has to be a story there—and there have been some rumors that he’s supporting Len Grey to take his place. Not likely. Len has no more political sense than a dead gerbil. But let’s see, Loretta Grey, she would be further back in time.” He moved back over to his computer and began pecking away at the keyboard.

Sally knew better than to interrupt his search with trivial things like the date Loretta died. Avery would certainly have that and sometimes got annoyed when people tried to pre-empt his recitation of historical fact.

“Yes, yes, here we are,” he finally announced. “Loretta Grey, eighteen years old, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Alan S Grey, was found brutally murdered on an early Thursday morning on the beach near the Grey family residence. Her partially nude body was discovered by Orin Satchel and his son Otis when they were walking the beach.” He looked up at Sally. “Oh, this is an article from the Tribune on June 13, 1941.”

Sally nodded. “That sounds about right.”

Avery smiled. “I knew you would do some research before coming here.”

“What else was in the news article?”

Avery scanned his computer screen. “Um, yeah, uh, okay. Okay. Not really much, I’m afraid. The coroner put the time of death between midnight and six in the morning. Cause of death was multiple stab wounds to the back of the body.” Avery looked up from the screen. “That makes it sound like someone came up behind her.”

Sally shrugged. It might also indicate that Lottie was with someone she knew. She would have to probe this detail further with Lottie.

“Yes, this is why this is interesting. The article goes on to say that Loretta was engaged to Steven Hayes, aged 20. Their marriage had been set for June 22, 1941. Mr. Hayes could not be reached for comment, but his father, Mr. Gilbert Hayes, reported that his son was devastated by the tragic news.” Avery sucked on his lip. “It goes on to say that the police do not have a suspect yet, but all options are still open.” He looked up. “Let me check some later stories.”

He stared at the screen, scrolled, then nodded. “After two weeks of diligent police work, Police Chief Triplett announced that they still had no firm suspects in the recent tragic death of Loretta Grey. The public is still being urged to report any useful information to the police so that this tragedy can be happily resolved.” He frowned. “I thought my grandfather Abraham was a better reporter than this.”

“I suspect his interest was more on national and international events at that time, Avery,” said Sally soothingly. “What about Steven Hayes? Do you have any information on his death?”

“Yes, of course.” A minute later, Avery was again searching through one of Abraham Harrison’s news stories. “Tuesday, April 20th, 1943, Mr. Steven Hayes, aged 21, was found at the bottom of the stairs of his residence on Fourth and Sierra. The cause of death was described as accidental, since it appeared that Mr. Hayes may have fallen down the stairs after consuming a large amount of alcohol. Neighbors reported that Mr. Hayes was a frequent imbiber of liquor, though he usually kept to himself. Mr. Hayes was engaged to be married.”

Sally stared across the desk in surprise. “Steven was engaged to be married? Does it say who he was going to marry?”

Avery stared intently at the screen. “No, it doesn’t. I can’t believe how sloppy this reporting was.” He looked up at Sally, a sheepish expression on his face. “As you said, Gramps was more concerned with national and international news back then.”



7. In the Loretta Grey Memorial Library

Sally left the offices of the Tribune feeling both enthused and perplexed. She was used to the ghosts she encountered not knowing how they died. But most of the time, the ghosts were pretty open with her about what they did remember. After all, they all had a common objective. They wanted to leave this plane of existence, preferably as quickly as possible.

She was not used to ghosts withholding information from her. She commented on this to Matt, who burst into laughter. “Why would you ever expect a ghost to tell the truth, love? Ghosts are just the remnant souls of people who haven’t closed out their lives properly. Why would you think that ghosts wouldn’t lie as much as living people?”

“I’m just wondering why Steve didn’t mention that he was engaged again.”

Matt shrugged. “His first prospect was taken from him. Do you think he should have remained faithful to her even after death?”

“I guess not,” said Sally slowly. “That would be absurd, wouldn’t it?” She didn’t hear Matt’s response, if any. She realized that she herself would remain faithful to her husband. However, would she have remained faithful to him if he had died before they were married?

Why was she even asking this question? As far as she was concerned, he was her soul mate, the one person on the planet for whom she would willingly sacrifice everything.

“He still should have told us,” she muttered. “The question I have now is should I tell Lottie?”

Matt shrugged. “I wouldn’t,” he said. “I agree with you…he should tell her what happened after she was killed.”

Once she reached the Loretta Grey Memorial Library, Sally made a cursory search of both floors of the building, calling out for Lottie and Steven, but for some reason neither of the ghosts would show themselves to her. Feeling slightly annoyed, she headed over to the bank of computers set up for use by Library clientele. She sat down at one of the computers, placed her pen and notebook next to it, and began her search.

At first she used the search engine already set up on the computer, a program called FindIt. Although the search program did bring up some of the more recent Greys who made the news—Len Grey running for office, a couple of news articles that described a fender-bender that Amanda Grey was in—there was not much that really helped Sally identify the history of the whole family.

“You look frustrated, Mrs. O’Brian,” said a voice behind her. Sally turned and smiled when she realized it was Mandy Anderson. She had met Mandy a few times in the past, but only in a casual manner. She knew that Mandy was the daughter of Ron Anderson, the coroner who worked in Crystal Cove. Surprisingly, Dr. Anderson rarely if ever discussed his family.

“I’m trying to find out information about a person and their relatives, but my search skills are not up to the challenge.”

Mandy smiled. “Have you considered using a genealogy program?”

Sally’s eyes brightened. “Yes, I hadn’t considered such a program, but that would make sense.”

Mandy nodded, pulling up the chair at the next computer station. “You can search for one on FindIt, but I recommend you check out Roots.com. It’s free for the first three months, which is often sufficient for doing a lot of research. However, if you want to save your family trees and notes, you will need to pay a monthly fee. The other nice thing is that you can use the program on any computer you sign onto.”

Sally followed Mandy’s instructions and soon was entering information into the program. 

Mandy watched Sally as she tried out the program. At Mandy’s suggestion, Sally started by putting in information for herself. 

“It will be easier to see how the program works if you first try it out on a family you’re quite familiar with. Then you can expand to another family. The wonderful thing about this program is that you can research people who are not related to you. However, if someone in one of those families has a family tree already built up, you won’t be able to access that tree without their permission.”

Sally frowned. “But I will be able to build up the tree by myself, won’t I?”

Mandy nodded. “The reason you can’t get into other people’s trees without their permission is that they may upload confidential information or documents that are not publicly available. But if they give you permission, then you’d probably be able to see those items.” Mandy stood up. “Good luck on your research.”

Sally began to input what data she had. Loretta Grey’s name, birthdate, and location. Slowly, Sally was able to build a rudimentary tree for the Grey family. She found Loretta’s father, Alan Sutter Grey; her mother, Darla Grey, maiden name Johnson; her brother Harlan and his wife Florence; and her sister Penelope and the man she married, Edward Wylie.

Mandy walked back over to the computer section. “How are you doing, Mrs. O’Brian?”

Sally grinned happily. “I think I’ve got it. The immediate family is easy, but you still have to match up dates of birth, marriage, when they moved, birth and baptismal records. There’s a ton of information you can find. Why haven’t I discovered this sooner?”

Mandy laughed. “There’s a group of women, and some men, who come in every Saturday morning. They call themselves the Family Circle, and they work on genealogy research every week. You might want to consider talking to them. They can give you a lot of helpful techniques for conducting your research.”

Sally nodded. “That’s a clever idea. Thank you, Mandy.” Sally sat back in her chair, staring at Mandy quizzically. “Are you going to go into medicine like your father?”

Mandy looked surprised by the question. She giggled. “Absolutely not! Heaven knows that he has tried to pressure me onto that path. But that’s not me.” She waved her arms around, taking in the entire room. “This is my life! I love books, I love helping people discover their next great book or author. From what I’ve read, that was one of the things that Loretta Grey was known for. It’s why they named the library after her.”

“Yes,” agreed Sally. “I saw that on the dedication plaque on the front of the building.”

Mandy laughed. “Not many people read that!”

“It’s how I knew Loretta’s birthday and the date of her death,” said Sally. “I believe it’s on the sign.”

“I thought Lottie told you those dates,” quipped Matt.

Sally glanced at him, offering him the look that said to be quiet. Matt should know that she made that claim just so Mandy would not think her weird. There were already too many people in Crystal Cove who were beginning to regard Sally as missing a few marbles. The best way to avoid awkward disclosures was to change the subject.

“Who was that handsome young man you were talking to the other day? Is he your boyfriend?”

Mandy initially looked confused, then blushed deeply. “Oh, my God, no! You must mean Thomas Cupp. No, not my boyfriend. Never!”

“Really?” asked Sally playfully. She had briefly met Thomas when he checked into the cabin. It had been late when he checked in, and Sally did not get a chance to speak with him . “The way he kept looking at you gave me the distinct impression that he found you fascinating.”

“I certainly don’t know how he feels, but I know that he is not a good person!”

Sally raised her eyebrows. “How is he not a good person? Did he do something to you?”

“Not to me,” said Mandy hurriedly. “To the library. He wants to tear it down!”

Sally glanced around the library, seeing it demolished in her mind’s eye. “Seriously? Why do you think that?”

“He works for a construction company. They want to build an office building or something here on this property, but they need to get rid of the existing structure. This structure. The whole library.”

Sally looked stern. She had not known this when she welcomed him to Crystal Cove. “We can’t let that happen,” she said, more to herself than to Mandy.

The young woman beamed happily. “Finally! Someone who agrees with me!”








