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Dedication




Dedication 



Thanks to my early readers:  Cayla, Anna, Clanky, Katie Gray, and Jeannie Marschall.


The incredible character art of Bren & Elodie, and Clark & Jasper, was done by Cayla (@veranox on Twitter). Cayla's been a friend for some years now, and she makes incredible art pieces that capture the feel of a moment and the embodiment of characters, as if she ripped them from my mind and breathed life into them via her pen.











Author's Note




Readers sometimes ask if certain things in my books are real – like the tabletop game “Dungeon Delve” in my novella  When He Beckons. (Sadly, it is not real, as much as I would like it to be.)

In this novella, “ghost trails” are an amalgamation of stories about spectral hauntings and ley lines brimming with power. I am not a believer in the paranormal or supernatural, but I can absolutely see and understand where the fascination comes from. Believing that our loved ones linger near us after their deaths is a powerful, often comforting, image. 

While “ghost trails” are a figment of my authorial imagination, as is the town of Haven, Michigan, the abandoned copper mining towns in the Upper Peninsula of the state are not. When an 1841 geologist’s report described the massive copper deposits under the ground on which the Chippewa tribe lived, spectators rushed to the area. You can imagine what happened to the native peoples of that place, and many other places in what is now known as Keweenaw County. Dozens of copper mines were quickly slapped together, and around the mines shanty towns practically erupted from the ground. When the copper veins dried up, the towns had no other business to support those living there, and the towns were soon abandoned. Some of those towns still stand today, while others have been ground down to rubble of a handful of buildings, or even only a few graves.

So while this area – and its history – are real, the story Clark tells Jasper is also a figment of my imagination. I blame too many history books and podcasts, as I don’t feel the tragic story seems too far-fetched. If you’re curious about the ghost towns of Michigan’s Upper Peninsula, I did an episode of The Human Exception Podcast on this very topic (episode 72).

I want to also note Bren’s difficulties with her anxiety and depression, as their impact may be outsized compared to their triggers, namely the viral video which causes her to spiral. Anxiety and depression look and feel different on different people. For instance, the mere thought I might be late to an appointment makes my heart race and my hands clammy. For others, public speaking may cause a similar, or more intense reaction. There are many, many reasons why someone suffers from these conditions, and Bren’s story is her own. Her struggles may not look like yours, but they are still important to talk about, and no one’s mental health struggles should feel as though they’re “not enough” of an excuse or justification.
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Art by Cayla (@veranox on Twitter)










Chapter one

BREN





Bren looked up from her phone with a frown. “Ugh.” 

“Ugh, what?”

She cleared her throat, then affected a slightly higher pitch before reading the opening line of the message she’d just received. “You know, your name in Gaelic means raven.”

There was a bark of laughter from the kitchen before Clark appeared around the open doorway, two steaming mugs in hand. “Did they ask if your hair is really that dark?” her brother asked as Brenna stifled a snort, which turned into a cough. “Real smooth, Bren.”

“Just get over here,” she said between coughs, swinging her legs off the couch so Clark had a place to sit. She scrolled through the ridiculously long message on her dating app. “No mention of my black as night hair, or whatever the last girl’s line was.” Bren tossed the phone beside her, secretly hoping it would get lost between the gray cushions and pinstriped yellow and orange pillows Clark had made a few years back. “I’m about to shut down my account. It’s worthless.”

Clark took a sip of his tea, winced, and sat the mug down before leaning back. Bren immediately handed him a pillow, which he held against his stomach as he stared off in thought. “You could always try that speed dating thing again down at Flannery’s.”

“I could. But if you recall, it didn’t go well last time.” Or the time before that, or the first time. It wasn’t like Jackson Park wasn’t open about its queerness - every year the city held a massive Pride parade, and it was always on those travel blog lists of “Best LGBTQ towns in the US”. In a city this size, you could easily move around like all the other nameless citizens and never once worry about bumping into someone you knew. At least, that was the case for most people. You could congregate at the gay bars, go to Pride, go dancing, and all the while meet new people. Maybe take one home.

But Bren was a little stuck for “local” options, all because of that damn commercial.

Clark’s voice broke into her thoughts. “If you’re blaming everything on the commercial…” 

Bren scoffed. “If? Oh sure, made the greenhouse thrive but it really put a damper on my dating life.” Her put-on sarcasm made Clark splutter a laugh in his tea. “You are really mean, brother.”

“I’m not mean.” He paused to push up his glasses. “I’m realistic. And besides, we both know you could barely leave the house after all that. It feels like it’s just now going back to normal. But Flannery’s attracts a big crowd from the hotels and conference center. You never know. Not everyone has seen the video. It could be a good night for you.”

How could she not smile at that? Clark’s ever-hopeful sense of optimism, even if couched behind a self-labeled “realist”, was one of the big ways they were different. It was always a nice reminder that even though they were twins, they were still their own people. “You know what? You’re right. I should try again.”

Clark didn’t look surprised at all. “Good! You are gonna have better luck this time, I just know it.”

She grinned at him as he pushed up his glasses again. “Your intuition tell you that?”

“It’s the spirits,” he replied back instantly with a wiggle of his fingers. “They send me messagessssss!”

Now she was laughing, more at the wide-eyed look on his face than his goofy “spooky” voice. “Do that for the kids at the library Halloween party and they’ll love it.”

“I’m planning on it, even if it’s a long way off. No scares for the toddler storytime, but we always get a bunch of families coming in for the party later in the day. Gotta spook it up a bit for the older kids.” Clark gulped down the rest of his tea and glanced at her mug. “More?”

“Nah. I’m gonna head to bed.”

“I’ll clean up, don’t worry.”

Bren stood, stretched, then reached down to ruffle her brother’s shaggy black hair. “I never do.”

He huffed and scraped his hair back into place. “That is the biggest lie…”

Bren grinned, waved, and headed down the hallway for her boots and coat. The little mud room off the kitchen wasn’t more than a narrow passageway that led to the covered patio, but it was one of her favorite spots in the house. Clark had way too many coats and jackets and shoes, but at least he could keep them somewhat organized here. It was homey and cluttered and smelled like leather from the dress shoes Clark wore to work.

She plucked her jacket off a hook and shoved her feet into her rain boots. “Night, you two,” she said softly as she ran her fingers over the picture to the left of the door. The couple in the photo were leaning against a pier railing, the man’s temple pressed into the woman’s as they smiled wide and bright. Behind them, the ocean was as smooth as glass, reflecting the majestic pinks and purples of oncoming twilight. 

Bren always thought she and Clark looked like the perfect amalgamation of their parents’ features, especially in this photo. Their dad’s black hair, their mom’s slightly upturned nose; but the differences were there, too. Clark got Dad’s dimples and she had Mom’s thick eyebrows.

Bren stared at the photo a moment longer than normal, her gaze lingering on its yellowed edges. They really needed to buckle down and get all the family photos properly archived. Age seemed to be catching up with all of their family’s memories. Stairs creaked that didn’t used to, some of the wallpaper in the den was finally peeling away from the wall. Clark was getting gray hair almost in the same spot she had discovered her first few silver strands.

All of it was fading slowly, growing distant as the tide of time threatened to wash the more vibrant details away.

“Thought you were going to bed.”

Bren ran her finger over the photo once more. “Got stuck, I guess.”

“Yeah.” Clark came to stand beside her. “I do that sometimes, too.”

She rubbed the heel of her palm into her forehead before finally saying, “Okay, now I’m going to bed.” Bren squeezed her brother’s arm, waved when he said goodnight once more, then headed out to the barn.

Converted years ago by her parents, the “barn” had once been an actual working barn on their family farm. But when her parents had bought the farm back from distant relatives when she and Clark were only toddlers, they’d set about fixing up everything. It had taken years; the sounds of sawing and hammering, the scent of paint on the air had all seemed persistent. But her mother’s pet project had been the barn, even as old and decayed as it was. Their mother had turned it into a plant nursery, with a living space above originally meant for out-of-town guests if the main house ran out of room. 

With spring approaching, the nursery was laden with tiny green sprigs of herbs and a few runs of ferns. Bags of soil, trowels, gloves, buckets, and more littered the space on the ground floor. But her space above was its own little world and Bren kept it as uncluttered as possible.

Living above the nursery had been Bren’s idea, one she never regretted even when memories of their mother pushed their way to the forefront. She’d needed separation from the main house. Sometimes being surrounded by their parents’ things ached. But her brother? Clark was the nester, the young “old” man shuffling around in slippers and a housecoat, a mug of tea always in hand. The house’s chipped wood tables and faded paint, rambling, overflowing bookshelves, and frayed rugs all worked for him. The house was the biggest reminder of their parents, and it helped Clark to keep them close. Over the years they’d fixed broken shelves and replaced old appliances, but the house was very much the same as when their parents had first renovated it. 

Being twins didn’t mean their minds worked the same way, and her grieving process was a trickle of sand compared to her brother’s.

Once upstairs, Bren flicked on the light over the sink and poured herself a glass of wine. It was going to be one of those nights, she could tell; the kind where her mind kept sleep at bay with a firm hand. Maybe Clark was right. Maybe it was time to get back out there, try dating again. Surely eighteen months was enough time, especially given the short attention span of the Internet, for everyone to forget about the “hero plant lady”, right?

Common sense, and the speed at which information moved nowadays, had to mean no one remembered that commercial. There was no way. Bren knew things had largely returned to normal because her days had the proper ebb and flow to them, now that they were no longer interrupted by random customers asking for pictures with her to post on their social feeds.

She’d been an accidental blip on the radar. Everything was fine. But she didn’t feel fine. The meds helped some; the talk therapy more. Anxiety had been a silent, ever-watchful presence in Bren’s life since far before their father’s death when they’d been kids. It just happened sometimes, Bren remembered her pediatrician telling her parents. Some kids are wired for it, others aren’t.

And even today, Bren found that incredibly unfair.

It was only once the wine was set on her bedside table and she was propped up against a few pillows, book in hand, did Bren stop to think about deleting the dating app from her phone. It was bad enough being a demisexual woman on an app where a single photo seemed to invite the weirdest creeps possible, but this had been the last app she’d swore she’d try.

Staring at the little icon on the screen and its message alert notification made her throat close up. But even then, it was so tempting to check the three new messages. 

Maybe one of them would be from someone interesting, who wasn’t pervy or weird; someone who didn’t know who she was but liked the picture of her with the ferns in the greenhouse.

Don’t. Don’t do it. You know what Clark would say.

Just delete it. Go back to Flannery’s, let Nica tease you as she pours you a beer, meet some new people. Be brave. Stop thinking that everything will fall apart or end badly.

Bren deleted the app with a satisfying click, drank the last of the wine, and read until midnight before falling into a dreamless sleep.








Chapter two

Clark





The older man’s chatter rolled over Clark, letting him keep his focus on the computer screen while also keeping an eyeline on the woman roaming the stacks. The customer in front of him was a regular, and he often nattered on about this or that thing happening in his neighborhood. It didn’t really take any effort on Clark’s end to pause or hum as politely as possible. 

But the woman in the stacks was suspected of stealing from the library and Clark had to admit to some curiosity about the book currently in her hands. It was a large natural sciences guide, and well….if she found room in her gray pants for it, he’d be tempted to let her walk away with it. To the winner go the spoils and all that.

“Anyways, I told Felicity that she should bring the grandkids over for lunch on Sunday but she’s afraid it will rain. Do you think it will rain?”

“Hmm, it is that time of year. Unpredictable.” Clark navigated to one last search page, hoping to find the obscure title the man had asked about. Another quick glance to the stacks told him….yep, she was definitely trying to fit that book down her pants. 

“Would you excuse me for just a second?” Clark asked the older patron, not waiting for the man to nod and keep rambling. He quickly walked over to the copier where his colleague May was talking with someone from IT, a younger woman named Natasha. “Hate to interrupt,” he said before jerking a thumb back to the woman in the stacks. “Could you see to her, May? Mr. Graves is bending my ear and I…”

May rubbed her hands together. “Say no more! Which camera is better, three or four?”

“Probably four, but maybe Natasha can assist if the woman puts up a fuss.”

“Oh, she will.” May looked delighted. “I’ve been waiting to bust her since last week and I nearly caught her trying to walk out with one of our acrylic pamphlet holders. Who steals that kind of thing?”

Natasha snickered while Clark shook his head and said, “Well, you know the drill. Discreet, please.”

“Done and done.” May gave him a thumb’s up and then strode off. “No police needed, I swear.”

May’s last statement had proven false, unfortunately. 

They wound up needing the police once the woman refused to leave, but that was only after she pulled out a handful of miniature candy bars and threw them at May, hitting his colleague in the eye. And that was after May asked for the book back and the woman called her a whore and said the Devil would get her.

Clark’s afternoon became a blur of incident reports, phone calls, and several witness statements. The entire thing left him drained at the end of the day, worn down to practically slumping through his front door two hours later than normal. But the scent of rosemary and paprika hit his nose, pulling him to the kitchen. 

Clark found a plate left on “warm” in the oven. Bren had already made dinner and left him some. 

She did this on occasion, never with any pattern or rhythm. Bren either wanted company or she didn’t, but she liked cooking and knowing that her brother ate enough throughout the day. Her silent caretaking never failed to warm his heart.

It’ll keep for a few more minutes, he thought as he shuffled through the back hallway to his bedroom. When Mom had passed and they’d settled out of the estate, Clark hadn’t felt right taking the master bedroom. That was a little too close to sleeping with ghosts, even if all that lingered of their parents had been the house and memories bursting with love. Besides, the guest bedroom at the back of the house had always been his favorite, with its eastern facing windows and sage green curtains. Turning the master bedroom into a sitting room had worked out well, and now it was where he and Bren liked to have game nights with friends or where Bren hosted the greenhouse book club.

Having dinner waiting for him made things feel a little bit better, so Clark found himself smiling as he pulled out fresh pajama pants and an old sweatshirt and turned the shower on full blast. The cranky old water heater banged to life but hot water in this house was a waiting game, so Clark took out his phone and scrolled mindlessly through an article on new thriller books.

DING

The only alert he kept turned on for his phone was for email, so Clark opened the newest message.

[image: image-placeholder]

Clark didn’t hesitate for a second, even as steam fogged the mirror. Haven was only a few hours to the northeast and PhantasmaScreams, his favorite group of ghost hunters, had yet to come to Michigan. He practically ran for his wallet, pulled out his credit card, and purchased his ticket. The ghost hunt was in just over three weeks and while the thought of planning something so late was a little panic-inducing, Clark couldn’t get over the fact that he’d get to go at all.

As a knot of excitement bound up in his stomach, he barely noticed the scalding hot shower, his mind far too interested in planning what gear he’d need to take. It was early spring, so the weather would probably be rainy and miserable like all the other days had been. But a few nights spent camping in the chilly air was worth it for the chance to maybe see something out there. His shiver had nothing to do with stepping out into the cool air of the bathroom and everything to do with his intuition screaming at him.

Maybe this time.

Maybe this time you will see something.

It’ll be worth it.



[image: image-placeholder]“Oh my god, I’m sweating.” 

Bren fanned Havaa with the board game’s instruction sheet. “We can do this. We just need to strategize.” She shot the man seated across from her with a pointed look.

“I’m a slutty bisexual, not a board game strategist,” Pierre joked before gulping down a mouthful of beer. “Also, we’re out of cheese.”

“I got it!” Clark shot up from his seat. “I want another slice of that bread before Havaa eats it all.”

Havaa stuck out her tongue at him while the others laughed. 

A few minutes later, Clark was struggling with the packaging on some gouda. “Scissors,” Bren said as she snuck up behind him.

“I’m being reticent.”

“I noticed.”

Once the cheese was opened, Clark laid it down on the cutting board and began slicing. “I thought you’d be cheesed out after the first spread,” he said.

Bren reached out to ruffle his hair, an attempt he managed to dodge. “Impossible. My body is immune to lactose,” Bren said while plucking a freshly sliced chunk off the cutting board.

“Lucky you,” he groused while Bren plated the cheese. He waited until she was almost done before speaking up. “So hey, I wanted to tell you. I booked another tour and…okay, I know.”

To her credit, Bren looked confused. “You know what?”

He shrugged. “That you think my ghost tours are silly.”

Bren was silent for a moment before putting the plate down and placing her hands on his shoulders. The look on her face was oddly intense as she asked, “Do you enjoy them?”

Now he was the one confused. “What? Yeah, of course.”

“Then that’s all that matters.” Bren squeezed his shoulders. “When is it?”

“April 5th and 6th.”

“That’s the weekend of the next Flannery’s speed dating thing.”

Clark didn’t know what to say. He was touched by his sister’s words and still a little confused, but now it was because she was smiling like she might actually enjoy the speed dating event. “Wouldn’t it be funny if we both met someone that weekend?”

Bren let him go and picked up the cheese plate again. “Never say never.”

Clark waved a hand in front of her face. “Are you a pod person?”

That got him a sigh and the return of the Bren he knew. “No, I’m just tired of being a fucking bummer all the time.”

“A pessimist.”

She flipped him off and he laughed. “Fine, a pessimist. I’m trying something new.”

Clark took her hand and squeezed it between his own. He’d noticed Bren was gone between eleven and noon every Sunday of late. His chest had burned with pride upon realizing she was going back to therapy. She’d never been anti-therapy for others, but had insisted for years after their parents’ deaths that she didn’t need it. That she was dealing on her own. And then when she had tried it, Bren had bounced from therapist to therapist, insisting they were just in it for the money. Or angrily huffing about how they wanted to prescribe her even more medications. It had been the one thing his stalwart sister seemed too proud to keep pursuing, and it had almost driven a wedge between them. 

He was always the touchy one, so Clark resisted the urge to pull her into a hug and settled for squeezing her hand once more. Bren’s lips twitched into a smile and he knew she got the message.

Clark followed her down the hallway and into the room where Pierre and Havaa waited. “Cheese monster slain, I see,” Pierre said, grinning. “And while you two were in the kitchen, we figured out the next move.”

“Oh, thank fuck,” Bren said as she sank into her chair. “Cause it kind of looks like we’re…”

“Boned? Yeah, I thought so, too.” Havaa pointed to the ocean tiles surrounding the little island they’d spent the last hour carefully cultivating. “If the storm moves in on the next card, there’s a thirty-three percent chance of it wiping out the crops. And then another thirty-three percent chance of it causing a landslide. But if we burn our last two luck points-“

Clark hissed. “Dangerous.”

Havaa held up a hand. “I know, I know. Totally boned maybe. But just maybe we burn those points, stave off the storm, and survive another round.”

Pierre swallowed a bite of cheese before saying, “Brutal but efficient. And when we die, we’ll all remember to not listen to Havaa again - ow!” He wiggled another piece of cheese at her. “Pinching is off limits!”

“Not for my cousin, it isn’t!”

“Fine, then I declare us to be no longer related.”

Clark was too busy laughing at his friends to notice his phone buzzing. The text went unread until the next morning, when Clark woke up with the imprint of his pillow on his cheek and bedhead so bad it made him grimace at his reflection. When he was in the bathroom, his phone buzzed again and, thinking it was Havaa or Pierre, Clark thumbed open the screen.


From: May Dude did you not c my txt last night? HG was in the library yesterday asking for u!!!! He needs more book recs like the last time.


Clark groaned. HG, or “Hot Glasses” was a source of some chatter amongst the staff. Clark had met him almost a year ago when he’d been filling in for some of the front desk clerks who were out sick. He’d looked up as someone approached and been confronted by the most beautiful man he’d ever seen in person. Being a professional meant he could keep his cool while the man - tall, honey blonde hair, tattoo of a treble clef on his left index finger, and cheekbones you could cut glass with - filled out an application for a library card. 

Clark had stayed totally fine all through the transaction, until the man put out his hand and said, “I’m Jasper.” 

The voice, all deep and accented with a bit of French, had done something bendy and twisty to Clark’s gut, somehow making him think about thick, rich toffee and a cup of good tea all at the same time.

And now, a year and at least fifty book recommendations later, HG - sorry, Jasper - entering the library was an event. And if Jasper didn’t ask for or beeline straight to Clark every time, the entire staff would have likely rioted. Clark would have considered joining them. 

His stomach doing flip-flops, Clark answered May.


From: Clark I have that list at my desk. Did you give him something from that?



From: May I tried but he said he ALSO had a project he needed assistance with & you were his best bet. So, he’s gonna email you. Sounded super serious.


Odd. Jasper was in a great mood every time Clark saw him, smiling and cheery. And always, always dressed so dapperly, in finely cut clothes that fit him like a second skin. He could have, at any point, looked the man up but that felt like breaking Jasper’s privacy. Oh, for sure Clark had often imagined what the man did for a living, but he’d never asked and Jasper had never mentioned it. Instead, like any good patron/librarian transaction, they talked about books. Jasper’s tastes were as varied as the wind in spring, and he was upfront with Clark about what he liked and what he didn’t from previous recommendations. 

Clark would never be able to admit that Jasper’s visits were a highlight of his day. Hell, his week oftentimes.


From: Clark Serious how?



From: May Involved/complicated kind of serious



From: Clark Color me intrigued



From: May Knew u would be




[image: image-placeholder]His email to Jasper the next morning was all business, except for the final line where Clark asked if Jasper would be willing to try some dark sci-fi with a twist of horror. He had just finished this incredible debut book but it had seemed a tad too gory for Jasper’s regular tastes.

Maybe the man would surprise him. 

Clark had thrown the too-gory book idea in there as a way to hopefully save face if his email sounded too concerned. But the reply back was, in typical Jasper fashion, like a toothy grin on an emoticon-level of happy. 

Hey there! I’m glad you got back to me. I am working on a project about the “ghost trails” that supposedly run across the state. Something to do with ley lines and the energy spilling out from them made certain places more susceptible to paranormal activity. I’m looking for anything - local history, archival info, journals, etc. And I can web browser search with the best of them, but May mentioned you’d done some archival work during your thesis -

Clark looked up from his screen and huffed. May was certain he and Jasper were destined. And while Clark might believe in ghosts and spirits and maybe even nebulous concepts like “The Veil”, he did not believe that any entity like Destiny existed. And if it did, it certainly didn’t care about some mid-thirties librarian in the upper Midwest and the mysterious, hot patron who seemed to favor him. 

Clark went back to reading, drawn in by Jasper’s words. 

-and I would appreciate any tips you could give on searching for this info. She says you’re the best at research, and I definitely believe it. 

But I knew it already ;)

Anyways, I’ll be by on Thursday. We HAVE to discuss this new series you got me started on! So good!

“Hey, May,” Clark called out from his little office. He wasn’t on desk duty until the afternoon, so he wanted to get more details from Jasper about this project. And there was no hiding it now - Jasper was about to find out how big of a ghost enthusiast he was. But Clark needed details; his brain screamed for them even as his heart pounded in his chest. It seemed unfair that a man that good looking was also a believer in the paranormal.

“Hey! Ooo!” May slunk into his office with a grin and a cup of coffee. “I know that smile. HG, right?”

“Yes and - “

May’s brown eyes widened. “Yes and YES, my friend. Plus, you don’t look bored, so it must be something really good.”

“Bored?” Clark frowned, pushed up his glasses with a fingertip. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You get this weird little stink face when you’re bored,” she said, snickering as Clark practically scoffed. “Anyways, you look like you found the key to the candy factory so…” She plopped down next to him, on the only other seating in his office; a rickety stool that should have long gone out to the trash. “Spill. I need to know.”

Clark let May read over Jasper’s email, but she got as far as “ghost trails” before punching a fist into the air. “Fuck yes!” May said.

“May!” Jasper’s gaze darted to the hallway outside his office. His little nook was at the ass-end of the backroom that connected adult services to tech and cataloging, so traffic was a near-constant. Thankfully, no one was outside to hear May’s cursing.

“Sorry, sorry.” May hunched, leaning in to peer at his screen. “But oooh does he have you pegged.”

Clark groaned and put his head into his hands. “Did you not realize what you were saying when you said it?” he hissed over May’s snickers.

“Course I did.”

“Of course you did,” Clark groused while his friend chuckled. “Ugh. Okay, anyways. Can you read over my reply?”

“You bet.” May rubbed her hands together, then held them out for Clark to pass over his laptop. “You just let me help you out here, lover boy. I bet we can have HG eating out of the palms of your hands -”

“May. Please. Professional.”

“Professionally eating out of the palms of your hands.” May grinned at Clark while he gave her the meanest gaze he could muster. “I’m kidding, I’m kidding.” 

Clark blew out a breath, torn between keeping his professionalism and letting May go wild on his reply. “Just help me out? Please? I don’t want to make a fool of myself.”

“I would never let you. Now…” May tilted her head to the side like a prize-fighter readying for a round. “On a zero to five eggplant emoji level, how enthusiastic do you want to sound coming out the gate?”
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Special announcement from the
PhantasmaScreams Crew!

Ticket sale alert!

Yes, we have just opened up five more slots on our
Philadelphia overnight paranormal tour, but we’re so
happy to announce that we’ve got a new SPECIAL tour
plannedin....

Haven, Michigan!'! 0ooO00o0000!
Yes, one of the most haunted places in this lovely northern
state is supposedly on the old grounds of a deadly clash
between settlers. We’ll be camping among some haunted

woods!

GET YOUR TICKETS NOW!
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