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CHAPTER
1

Tania leaned toward the mirror and bared her fangs. “What do you think?”

“Great,” I said. “You’ve never looked better.” She turned and stuck out her tongue at me. It looked really funny with the fake vampire teeth on either side.

“You look gorgeous, darling,” said Lionel, the makeup artist. “It just needs one more thing.” He picked up a tube. He squeezed a dribble of red along the side of her chin, as if the fangs were dripping blood.

Tania checked the mirror again. “Thanks, Lionel. This is great!”

I had to admit, going as a vampire was a good choice for Tania. She’s so skinny and pale anyway. Lionel only had to add some shadows under her eyes, paint her lips red, and attach the fangs. The black cloak with a high collar did the rest.

I looked at myself in the mirror and fiddled with my lab coat. It wasn’t much, as costumes go. The lab coat, a beaker to carry, and I was a scientist. It was comfortable, though, and I didn’t have to wear any gunk on my face. The scientist thing was kind of a dig at my stepfather, Bruce. My real father is a scientist, and Bruce … well, let’s just say he isn’t.

“You guys ready to party?”

I turned at the sound of Maggie’s voice. “Wow!” The word was out before I realized I was going to speak. I felt myself blushing.

Maggie, the production assistant, laughed. “Thanks.” She was dressed like a gypsy. Her dark hair curled around her shoulders. She was wearing a loose blouse and full skirts, and gold bangles up her arms.

“You look gorgeous,” Tania said.

Maggie grinned at her. “And you look … dangerous.”

“Really?” Tania turned to the mirror and smiled at her reflection.

“And Jon …” Maggie studied me while my heart pounded.

“Jon,” Lionel said, “is not quite finished. Here you go.” He handed me a glass beaker filled with bubbling, yellowish-green goop. Smoke rose from it.

“Cool,” I said. After all, if I was going to go to this costume party as a scientist, I ought to go as a mad one.

Maggie laughed. “Excellent! And Lionel …” Maggie shook her head. “You look disgusting.”

He grinned through the fake scar that twisted his face. “Aw, Maggie, my love, that’s the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me.” He also had a bullet hole in his forehead, and a couple of gross knife wounds in his arm, with the flesh hanging open. It was great.

“Your mom and Bruce are already upstairs,” Maggie said to us. “The party starts in a few minutes. I thought we might go by the Arms and Armor department first.”

“Sure, great.” I’d follow Maggie anywhere.”

“Would this little detour have anything to do with the rumors I’ve been hearing?” Lionel asked.

“It’s amazing how well your brain works with that hole in your head,” Maggie said. “Yes, I thought the kids might like to see the site of the, um, mysterious occurrences.”

“What’s going on?” Tania asked, way too bouncy for a vampire. “You said something about that before, about something strange at this museum.”

“The museum has a new acquisition,” Maggie said. “A Renaissance French sword they got a few months ago. Since then, they’ve been having some trouble getting it to stay in place.”

“You mean the sword moves on its own?” I asked.

Maggie shrugged. “No one’s actually seen it move.

At least, no one reliable. But the sword keeps falling out of its holder. They find it in the bottom of the case, or leaning against the wall. Once, several tourists were in the next room and said they heard the clang. One man said he saw the sword vibrating before it fell. But he may have just been trying to get attention.”

“Yeah, we’ve seen enough people like that,” Lionel said.

“Anyway,” Maggie said, “it’s strange because there are other swords in that room—two in that case, in fact. None of them have had any problems. If it was, I don’t know, miniature earthquakes or something, you’d think it would affect all the swords.”

Lionel shrugged. “It sounds like they just didn’t do a very good job with the holder for that one.”

Maggie grinned. “That’s the obvious answer. At first, they kept adjusting the hanger. Then they put in a whole new one. Finally they switched that sword with another one. But it keeps happening, always to the same sword, wherever they put it. Oh, and apparently it gets really cold in that room.”

“Weird,” I said.

“Let’s go look!” Tania’s eyes were shining, and I knew this was more than just casual curiosity to her.

We headed out of the storeroom we’d been using for the costuming, and up in the elevator. We’d just arrived that day, and hadn’t seen much of the museum. So far, we’d been busy getting ready for the big Haunted costume party. My stepfather, Bruce, was the show’s host, and my mom was a producer. They’d been worried about ratings, and had come up with this party as a way to get some publicity. I was just glad to get a free trip to New York City.

We went through a couple of rooms full of sculptures to the main room of the Arms and Armor section. It looked like these four mounted knights were coming right at you—but the armor, for men and horses, was just floating, with no bodies inside.

Glass cases around the room held armor and weapons. Colorful European flags hung from the walls. Side rooms had signs that said JAPANESE SWORDS; ISLAMIC ARMS AND ARMOR; AMERICAN ARMS; EUROPEAN FIREARMS; and more.

“It’s over here,” Maggie said, going through the arch labeled EUROPEAN EDGED WEAPONS. This room was only a few paces across, and dimly lit.

“Brrr.” I shivered, but stepped forward to get a closer look at the swords hanging on the wall behind glass.

Tania grabbed my arm and held me back. When I glanced at her, she made this face and kind of motioned with her eyes. She nudged me sideways, and I got it. There was something in the room that I couldn’t see, and she didn’t want me to walk through it—or him.



CHAPTER
2

Tania grinned. She loves this kind of thing. I wanted to ask what she saw, but I couldn’t with Maggie and Lionel there.

“That one,” Maggie said.

“It doesn’t look like anything special,” Lionel said. The sword was about three feet long, with a narrow, shiny steel blade, and a leather-covered hilt. It wasn’t fancy, like some of the other swords, but it looked clean and sharp.

I glanced at Tania. She wasn’t looking at the sword, but was smiling toward the corner of the room. She looked even more like a vampire in the wavery reflection in the glass case.

“It’s not doing anything now,” Lionel said. He tapped on the glass, as if he could wake up the sword.

I felt a chill, like a blast from an air conditioner. I stepped back just as Maggie and Lionel did the same. We looked at one another and exchanged sheepish grins.

“They certainly seem to have a problem with their temperature control,” Maggie said. “Anyway, we’d better get to the party. We don’t want to keep everyone waiting.”

I hung back with Tania as Maggie and Lionel went out. “So what did you see?”

She smiled up at me and lisped around her fangs. “It’s a ghost! He was kind of keeping away from us, watching. But then when Lionel tapped on the glass, the ghost moved over there fast. He stood between Lionel and the sword—right in the middle of the glass!”

I guess I wasn’t surprised that she’d found a ghost. In a city the size of New York, it would be more surprising if she didn’t find one. It was surprising that she didn’t see them all over the place. We hadn’t figured it all out, but apparently only a few people became ghosts.

Tania’s goal in life was to help those ghosts deal with whatever was keeping them here, so they could move on. My goal was to stay out of trouble while I helped her. So far, she’d been a lot more successful than I had.

Maggie looked back and waited for us to catch up. I could hear voices and laughter ahead. “The party’s in the Sculpture Court,” Maggie said.

We stepped into a huge room with a high glass ceiling. Sculptures lined the walls, but the center of the room was open. A few dozen people stood around, most with glasses or little plates of food in their hands. Everyone was in costume, some simple and some fancy. One woman had a heavy velvet gown that she might have stolen from a movie about Queen Elizabeth. One guy was actually wearing chain mail. I wondered how much it weighed. Someone else was in a big wolf suit.

Lionel rubbed his hands together. “Oh, I just love New York!”

Tania tugged on my sleeve. “We need to get back there and talk to the ghost!”

“Uh-huh. There’s Mom.” She was dressed like a fairy, in this pink dress, with a sparkly tiara and a wand. Bruce was even worse. I think he was trying to dress up like Shakespeare or something, with puffy shorts and a big lace collar.

“You’d think that since they’re supposed to be ghost trackers, they’d dress like ghosts,” I muttered as they headed toward us.

Maggie overheard. “They thought it would look like they weren’t taking ghosts seriously. Bruce wanted to go as a psychi cinvestigator, with some of his gadgets. But your mom convinced him that wasn’t really a costume.”

“Whatever.” I leaned down for Mom’s kiss, glancing around to make sure nobody else was watching. Bruce slapped me on the back. They gushed over Tania’s costume.

“But, Jon,” Mom said, “I still wish you would at least have tried on—”

“Nope. Nuh-uh. Don’t even say it.”

Maggie raised an eyebrow while Bruce chuckled. Mom just sighed. She’s always loved to play dress-up. She has pictures of me in a pumpkin costume when I was a baby. Her taste hasn’t gotten much better.

More people were coming in. The noise level rose. “Let’s get some food,” I said. I hoped they had something real and not just weird little things you couldn’t identify.

I headed for the snack tables. Mom and Bruce went off to chat with some people. Maggie and Lionel stopped to talk to one of the cameramen.

Tania grabbed my arm. “Quick, we can get back to the ghost.”

“But I’m hungry!”

She rolled her eyes. “So you’ll still be hungry when we’re done. Come on.”

I grumbled but followed her. We slipped through the crowd and back toward the entrance we’d come in. I saw a guard in the next room, but he didn’t stop us. The museum was closed, except for the party, but I guess they didn’t mind if guests looked around.

Tania led the way back to the Arms and Armor room. I glanced back and saw the guard following us, but he kept his distance.

“There he is,” Tania whispered, ducking into the little side room. She smiled at the empty space. “Hello! My name is Tania. What’s yours?”

She frowned and glanced at me. “He’s whispering something, but I can’t understand. And he keeps crossing himself.”

“Uh, Tania, you know you look like you’re ready to dig your fangs into someone.” I gestured toward her, and realized I was holding the bubbling beaker in that hand. I guess I looked a little strange too.

Tania’s hand flew to her mouth. “Oh! But this isn’t anything real.” She started tugging at her fangs, but Lionel had used some kind of makeup glue that didn’t come off easily. “Darn it! But look, these are just fake.” She leaned forward, pulling her lips back to show the fangs.

A blast of cold exploded in the room. I flew backward and slammed into the wall.



CHAPTER
3

My head rang; my vision blurred and danced with spots. I slumped against the wall, my legs trembling like jelly.

The cold washed over me in waves. I felt sick with fear.

I pushed myself along the wall, grabbing Tania as I headed for the doorway. We stumbled out of the little room with the cold pushing us like a hand to the back.

“What are you kids doing back there?”

I tried to focus on the gruff voice. The museum guard stood a few paces away.

I cleared my throat. “Just looking at stuff.”

“What was that noise?” He took a step closer, frowning in suspicion.

“Noise?” Had the ghost made a sound? It had all happened so fast.

“That bang—like you were pounding on the case or something.”

“Oh. I tripped and hit the wall. That’s all.” I realized I was still holding the beaker, squeezing it like I could break it with my bare hand. My lab coat was splattered, but at least I hadn’t dropped the beaker and spilled gunk all over the floor. I told my fingers to relax. After a minute, they obeyed.

Tania was still trembling at my side. Her face looked kind of blue, but I guess with the makeup the guard didn’t notice anything strange. I took a couple more steps away from the ghost room, dragging her with me.

“You’d better get back to the party,” the guard said. “Save your tour for some other time.”

I nodded and we went past him. Couldn’t he feel the cold? Or was it all inside Tania and me now?

By the time we got back to the crowd in the sculpture courtyard, I was feeling halfway normal again. The queasy, scared feeling was fading, along with the chill. Tania looked like an eleven-year-old vampire who’d missed her nightly dose of blood.

“You okay?” I asked.

She nodded. “We scared him.”

“We scared him?”

“Didn’t you feel it? All that fear?”

Aha. So that feeling of fear had come from the ghost, along with the cold. And I’d thought it was just me. I didn’t feel like such a coward after all. “Well, sis, you’re enough to scare anyone.”

She just sighed. “I forgot about our costumes. That was stupid. He didn’t get it.”

I thought about it. “If he has something to do with that sword, he’s probably from the same time. What was it, sixteenth century?” I grinned down at her. “He probably thought you were a real vampire.”

She wrinkled her nose. “And who knows what he thought you were. Did they have mad scientists back then?”

I shrugged. And then I winced. “Look out. There’s a real monster coming.”

Madame Natasha swooped toward us. She had on lots of makeup, a long, flowing dress, and colorful scarves. I couldn’t tell if she was supposed to be in costume or not.

The fake psychic stopped in front of us with an evil smile. Tania and I just stared at her. There was no point in pretending that we were friends.

“There you are, my dear.” She spoke to Tania, ignoring me. “I’m looking forward to working with you again soon.”

Tania made a face.

Madame Natasha’s tone hardened. “You don’t have to like me, but you will work with me. Remember our bargain. You tell me what you see and what the ghosts do and say.”

“And you’ll take credit for it,” Tania said.

“It’s the way you wanted it,” Madame Natasha hissed.

“You don’t want anyone to know about your gift.”

“Right. But that doesn’t mean I need or want your help.” Tania crossed her arms and glared at the psychic, who glared back.

“If you want me to keep your secret, you have to do something for me in return.”

Tania’s gaze wavered. “I know.”

I shoved in between them. “Look, next time we’re on a shoot, you can try your blackmail. This is just a party. Shouldn’t you be trying to impress people?”

Madame Natasha turned her glare on me, gave a sniff, then stalked away.

I realized I was shaking. She was worse than the ghost. Tania didn’t want anyone to know about her gift—if you could call it that. She didn’t want people laughing at her, thinking she was lying. She didn’t want people trying to use her.

But that’s just what Madame Natasha was trying to do. The fake psychic had figured out that Tania could see ghosts. Now Tania was supposed to feed her information so Madame N could take the credit and look good on TV.

I don’t think I’d ever liked anyone less.

After that, the party was pretty boring, since the guests were all grown-ups. At least we’d gotten to know some of the Haunted crew during the two shoots we’d been on. Most of them were pretty nice. Except for Madame Natasha, who wasn’t really crew—she was a “guest star.” And Mean Mick. I wasn’t sure what his job was, except to annoy people. He hated kids in general, and me in particular.

We talked with Lionel, Maggie, and one of the cameramen for a while. Bruce and Mom were busy schmoozing. They were trying to get advertisers interested in the show, and convince newspapers and magazines to write about it.

Tania didn’t say a whole lot. I hated to think what was going on inside her head. I figured I would find out all too soon.

Sure enough, close to midnight, she turned to me with a look I knew well. “It’s going to take a while for everyone to get out of their costumes and pack up.”

“Uh-huh.”

“We have to get back to the ghost without our costumes.”

“Oh, right. Only thing is, there are guards in the museum.”

“So we have to be sneaky.”

“And Mom and Bruce and everyone will be waiting for us.”

“So we have to be quick. But I want to go back and talk to that ghost. Who knows if we’ll have another chance?”

“Who knows if we’ll have this chance,” I muttered. But I recognized the look in Tania’s eyes. There was no point in arguing with her. She’d just go without me—and I didn’t want to miss anything interesting. “Then let’s go now and get these costumes off.”
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