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			Chapter 1

			We spun around and around repeating, “Bloody Mary, Bloody Mary…”

			We all stopped.

			“You’re supposed to say it three times!” I shrieked, disappointed in my fearful friends. I looked in the mirror. Nothing. Secretly I was relieved; I was scared too. 

			We went back into the darkened bedroom where we were staying that night. It was a quick road trip to Pattaya, and Kim’s family belonged to the yacht club there. 

			I had seen the Mumachen once before. Jackie had told me all about it. At first, I just thought it was one of her ghost stories, the ones we would tell while hiding tucked away, a little too close to that mysterious tiny door toward the back of the long, dark closet in my room. That little door had always intrigued me. Actually, to be more precise, it terrified me. It brought up images of scary looking dolls and hidden treasures with dark pasts. The door was the height of a toddler, but I could fit inside if I sat down.

			

			Jackie had explained that the Mumachen was a ghostly form that would appear out around the yacht club, and the story had stemmed from a Thai gardener who used to live in one of the houses that was no longer there. The yacht club stood where a neighborhood of small metal-roofed houses had once stood. The people of the neighborhood had been tight-knit, and many of the men and women worked as gardeners, guards, and maids to “farang”, or foreign, families in the surrounding areas. Some of them even traveled as far as Bangkok for their work in the typically foreign diplomat houses.

			It wasn’t clear if the Mumachen was the ghost of one of the gardeners or maids, but the whole story was very creepy and shrouded in mystery. Just the type of story I liked.

			“If it looks at you, you have to run into the woods,” Jackie had explained, eyes wide. That night I had a very vivid dream in which the Mumachen paid me a visit. I didn’t remember much about it, but it etched itself in my brain, and that’s all I ever needed to be fixated on something. If it wrapped me in, I was forever taken.

			That’s how I was introduced to the Mumachen.

			As we stood in the dark bathroom, looking at our reflections in the mirror, I knew what I wanted to do.

			“Let’s forget about Bloody Mary and go see if we can find the Mumachen!”

			I didn’t normally have this kind of confidence, but there was something about scary stories that I just loved; it was like I thrived in spooky situations. Honestly, it was about the only time I thrived.

			Kim and Kathleen looked at each other and rolled their eyes, giggling. They always seemed to be completely in sync, like everything with them was an inside joke in which no one else was allowed. 

			“My parents said to stay in the room, and I don’t want to get in trouble,” Kim said, shrugging. “Plus we have pizza coming.”

			“Well, then let’s go tomorrow, as soon as the sun goes down,” I insisted. I didn’t care about getting in trouble, but then again, they weren’t my parents. I had never seen Kim’s mom mad, and I could hardly even picture it. She was like the most peaceful, gentle person I had ever encountered. Now, her dad was another story. I had seen him get upset while driving one time, but that was understandable. 

			I did care about pizza, however.

			Jackie had begun painting her nails a very bright shade of pink, so we all decided to join her since we were stuck in the room for the night and maybe if I ate extra pizza I could gain some weight. I was always being teased about how skinny I was.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			

			Jackie was one of those kids who was just effortlessly cool. She was popular in school, yet she still hung out with our decidedly misfit group. Well, Kathleen was also in the cool crowd at school, and by default she pulled Kim into that realm, but I was definitely not cool. While Kim and Kathleen were inseparable, I just looked up to Jackie so much. For the age we were, she just seemed so confident in herself and who she was. I was still trying to find my personality and was definitely not comfortable in my own skin. To be honest, all I wanted was to be pretty and popular, so Jackie was my idol. I had many years left in front of me before I would even get close to my goal.

			The next day, we were all riding on the tandem bikes Kim’s parents had rented for us, Kim and Kathleen of course on one, while Jackie and I rode the other. We were cruising through the bike paths and into the bushes at times, checking out the beautiful surroundings of the yacht club. I was using the time to scope out the places I thought the Mumachen might be found. It would never be out during the daylight hours, so I concocted a plan for once the sun went down. 

			I noticed something at the edge of the property, where the trees and vegetation crept up to the border of the perfectly landscaped grounds. While the trees were thick, there appeared to be a little opening in them, and I could just make out a little path that went back into the darkness created by the canopy of the vegetation.

			That had to be it!

			I tucked this little piece of information in the back of my mind and began to formulate my plan. I wasn’t going to mention anything to Kim or Kathleen, but I thought I might let Jackie in on my secret. Jackie was always up for anything.

			We were all hungry so we headed back to our room. Kim’s parents had pizza (again!) and lots of green Fanta waiting there for us. While I ate, my thoughts raced and I made the decision not to tell Jackie what I planned to do as soon as the sun went down.
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