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Chapter 1

THE HEAT WAS OPPRESSIVE, settling down on the village of Lakeside, smothering it like a wet woolen blanket. A pale charcoal sky hung low over the lake and the tall pine trees surrounding the navy-blue water like giant sentries. For days the dark sky had promised, but refused to deliver, the relief of a cooling rain.

The students at Philippa Moore Senior High School in Lakeside complained constantly about the heat, unusual for the last weeks of May. “It’s never this hot this early,” they said, their clothing sticking to their skin like damp tissue paper.

Philippa Moore, an old but still-beautiful structure of antique brick and white pillars, was not air-conditioned. On days when heat rays radiated up from the sidewalks outside, and chalk grew moist and sticky inside, sitting in one of its classrooms was like being roasted over hot coals.

Class cutting became rampant. Even those students who seldom skipped gave in to the temptation to escape the stifling classrooms.

Jenny Winn, sixteen; her fifteen-year-old sister, Barbie; and their best friend, Cappie Cabot, cut their final class of the day on a Wednesday afternoon. “The woods on the other side of the lake will be cooler,” Jenny said. “Well go there.”

They put the top down on the big old yellow convertible, a legacy from their older brother Gene when he went off to college. The car had fins that looked like wings. While tiny Jenny would have preferred a cute little sports car to tool around town in, when given the elephantine vehicle she had said, “Wheels are wheels,” and had quickly learned to handle the car like an expert.

“We should have asked Megan and Hilary to come along,” Cappie said as Jenny confidently guided the car down the highway. “But Megan probably wouldn’t have cut, and Hilary said she had to go to the drama department after school.”

“I think Megan had stuff to do for her birthday party,” Barb said, her long, blonde hair blowing around her freckled face. “She’s so excited about it. Wish I was turning sixteen.”

“You will.”

The big yellow car moved along the road beside the lake, creating a breeze that was thick and hot, aimed straight at them.

But they all agreed it was better than being in one of Philippa’s classrooms.

“It had better be cool in the woods,” Jenny muttered, easing into the curve at Sutter’s Bend. “If Miss Beech finds out I deliberately cut class, she’ll hang me out to dry. So this little excursion had better be worth it.”

As she always did when she reached the sharp elbow in the road, Jenny eased up on her speed and kept a firm grip on the wheel. She had driven this curve hundreds of times since she got her license in January. It was part of her trip to and from school every day.

On her right lay the lake, still too cold for swimming, guarded by stately pine trees. Big old houses and smaller, rustic cabins were scattered along its shores. The woods were off to her left, and a dry open road lay ahead of her like a flat gray ribbon. There was no oncoming traffic and no one tailgating her. Taking the curve should have been as simple as brushing her teeth.

But it wasn’t. When she turned the steering wheel, it moved too easily, too rapidly, too loosely. And the car refused to obey. It continued moving in a straight line. Jenny tried again, using more force this time. The steering wheel spun uselessly, as if it had nothing whatsoever to do with the car.

She hunched over the wheel, saying in a low, tense voice, “Barb, something’s wrong.”

Barbie glanced up, unconcerned. “What? What’s the matter?” When she realized that the big yellow car wasn’t following the curve, she jerked upright. “Jenny —”

Everything happened very quickly, no longer than the blink of an eye.

The car left the road, heading directly toward a utility pole on their right. And Jenny made a bad mistake. In her panic to regain control of the car, the foot she intended for the brake pedal slammed down instead on the gas pedal.

The car shot forward.

The three girls screamed, their hands flying up instinctively to protect their faces.

The car hit the utility pole, and the sound of metal crashing into wood echoed out over the quiet, peaceful lake.

The impact sliced the pole in two. Its upper section tipped in slow motion and descended onto the crumpled pile of yellow metal. Sparks danced about as the wires came into contact with the steel and the road.

Barbie, upon impact tossed like a rag doll from the convertible, lay stunned, not quite conscious, on the grassy area above the lake, safe from the spitting wires. She was murmuring her sister’s name.

The only sign of the girl whose name Barbie kept repeating was a bare and bloodied arm draped lifelessly over what was left of the driver’s door. Cappie was hidden within the bent and broken car.

Then Barbie lost consciousness, and the only sound breaking the ominous silence was the faint hissing of the electrical wires.



Chapter 2

MEGAN LOGAN STOOD BEFORE the free-standing, oval, wooden-framed cheval mirror in her bedroom, listening to the whippoorwills outside her open window and wondering if the blue-green dress she was trying on should be shortened for her party. The bird song was nearly drowned out by the constant humming and chugging of boat engines on the lake behind her house and by the sound of the television downstairs. But Megan was very good at filtering out sounds that didn’t interest her and hearing only those she chose, like the call of the whippoorwills.

The blue and cream slant-ceilinged bedroom at the rear of the house was stuffy and hot, not conducive to trying on clothes. Old houses like this one, her mother’s inheritance from Megan’s grandmother Martha, had no air conditioning. Normally the breeze off the water cooled the house, but during this heat wave, even the breeze was oven-warm. The silky fabric of the dress clung uncomfortably to her moist skin.

But she had to check out the dress. The Sweet Sixteen party her parents were throwing for her was coming up soon, and there was still a lot to do.

Her parents had said, “We’ll give you a big party for your sixteenth birthday, Megan, but only if you buckle down and pull up your grades.”

Megan had pulled up her grades, but it hadn’t been easy. It wasn’t that she didn’t care about school. She did. She just had trouble concentrating, that was all.

“Megan is a dreamer,” her English teacher, Miss Bolt, had told her parents during their most recent conference. “She’s bright enough, but she spends too much time gazing out the window. When I call on her, she always looks so surprised, as if she isn’t sure exactly where she is. The thing is, she almost always knows the right answer. And that surprises her, too.”

A stern lecture from her father had followed, and then Megan’s renewed effort to pay attention in class, and now the party was in the works.

A week from Sunday she would reach that magical age: sixteen. All of her friends were excited about the party. But no one more than Megan.

In spite of the excitement, an uneasy feeling had plagued Megan all day. She had no explanation for it. Maybe it was just the heat. But at the back of her mind, she felt that something was wrong.

Megan surveyed the dress with a critical eye. It had to be exactly right for her Sweet Sixteen party. The party would be held here, at the big white house on the lake. Her family had moved in just three months before, after her grandmother’s death.

Megan swept her thick dark hair up, away from her shoulders and held it high with one hand. The frothy mass of gentle curls, dark as crows’ wings, framed her oval face and sea-green eyes. It always seemed to Megan to be a wonderful mistake. Shouldn’t someone as shy and quiet as she have plain, straight, brown hair? Didn’t this hair belong on someone more outgoing, more dramatic? She’d been told it was just like her grandmother Martha’s had been when she was young.

Wasn’t the full, short skirt of the turquoise dress half an inch too long? It might make her look shorter than she actually was. She hadn’t been lucky enough to get the hair and height. Maybe she should buy higher heels. Justin was tall enough. Not that she’d asked him yet to be her date. But she would. Any day now. Her best friends, Hilary Bench, Jenny Winn, and Cappie Cabot, had said it was up to her to ask, because she was the guest of honor. “You get to choose,” Hil had said firmly.

I choose Justin Carr, Megan thought to herself.

As if on cue, the blue telephone on the nightstand in front of her window rang, and Justin’s deep voice answered her quiet hello.

“So, are you hitting the books in preparation for the bio quiz tomorrow?” he asked. “Old Ollie had that gleam in his eye today when he warned us about it. You know, that look he gets behind his glasses when he’s been plotting The Attack of the Killer Quiz. Boy, how that guy loves to see us sweat!” He laughed. “Sorry. Poor choice of words. Who needs help in that department now that Lakeside has become the Overpowering Inferno?”

Megan laughed. During the past year, Justin had become one of her best friends. He made her laugh. And he listened. Most boys didn’t. He never teased her about preferring jazz to rock music, or for taking long walks by herself, or for being late repeatedly to the first-period science class they shared. The last time she’d come in late, walking into class sweaty and breathless, it had been because she’d stopped to pick wildflowers. When she had unthinkingly blurted out that truth to Old Ollie, the entire class had roared with laughter. Except Justin. He had smiled at her and gone to the sink at the back of the room to fill a beaker with water, which he then presented to her with a flourish. Flushing with embarrassment, Megan had thrust the black-eyed Susans into the beaker. Justin carefully installed the bouquet on his lab table, where it remained until the petals turned gray-brown and began to fall.

No one in the room had laughed when he did that. People didn’t laugh at Justin. People took him seriously. Having him on her side was wonderful.

She had fallen in love with him that day.

But she still hadn’t asked him to be her date for the party.

Because Justin Carr, who was tall and thin like one of the reeds in the shallower coves of the lake, Justin with his sandy, wavy hair and his gray eyes behind his wire-rimmed glasses, Justin with a smile that said, “The world’s a crazy, interesting place, isn’t it?” could invite any girl to any party, and that girl would be dashing out to buy a new dress before he’d even finished asking. So why would he want to go to a party with someone who was just a friend? And maybe not the most exciting friend in the world, either. Another thing she’d inherited from her grandmother Martha was shyness. She hated being shy, but there didn’t seem to be anything she could do about it.

Hilary always insisted, “Justin is crazy about you, you dope. You’re the only one who doesn’t see it. He’s just afraid of scaring you off by making a move on you. Asking him to your party will let him know how you feel. Then you can both relax.”

To which Megan always replied, “Silly Hilly. We’re just friends.” And wished like crazy that it weren’t true.

“I just opened my book a minute ago,” Megan told Justin, flopping across her bed unmindful of the blue-green party dress and opening her biology book. “Are you ready for the quiz?”

Justin laughed again. “I was born ready.”

“Lots of people are blowing it off.” Megan rolled over onto her back. The dress rustled a protest. “There are tons of people out on the lake. I guess it’s cooler out there. I’m sure I heard Karen Tucker’s laugh, and she’s in Ollie’s class.”

“Well, if she’s planning on batting her eyelashes and telling him her book fell in the water and got ruined so she couldn’t study, she’d better get real. Ollie isn’t impressed by those sexy types.”

Megan’s eyes closed in pain. He thought Karen Tucker was sexy? What was it that Karen had that she, Megan, didn’t? As if I didn’t know, she thought. Karen has the art of flirting down to a science and a great figure. She is sexy.

A siren sounded in the distance. Then another. But they were too far away to be the Lake Patrol. So it wasn’t a boating accident. A fire in town? A car wreck?

That uneasy feeling she’d had all day kicked her in the stomach. Sirens meant something, somewhere, was very wrong.

“Megan? You still there?”

“Listen, Justin, I can’t sit here and talk to you all night.” She was still stinging from the “sexy type” remark. She didn’t care if he heard it in her voice. “You may have this quiz aced, but I don’t. I’ve got to go.”

“Oh. Okay.” Was that disappointment in his voice? Then why didn’t he say, “I’ll miss you when you hang up”?

Because Justin never said stuff like that to Megan Logan. He talked to her about books and music and metaphysics and the power of the universe, but he never said, “Megan Logan, you make the sun shine for me,” which happened to be exactly what she wanted to hear.

“See you at lunch tomorrow?”

“Sure,” she murmured, her voice lake-water cool. “I mean, I guess so. I always do. See you at lunch, I mean.” She groaned silently. Brilliant. Positively brilliant. She really should see an agent about some heavy-duty public speaking. She’d make a fortune.

There was a brief silence. Then Justin asked quietly, “You okay?”

She was being stupid and childish. Justin hadn’t done anything wrong. Karen Tucker was sexy. Everyone said so. But she still didn’t feel like asking him to her party, not right now. Maybe later. “Sure. I’m fine. Just hyper about the quiz, that’s all. I’d better go. See you tomorrow.”

The minute she hung up, she was angry with herself for not asking him about the party. It was only eleven days away, and the birthday girl still didn’t have a date.

Maybe I’ll go stag, she thought, switching on her radio. But Mom would have a fit. “Honestly, Megan,” she’d say in exasperation, “why didn’t you ask Justin? I suppose you put it off and put it off until it was too late. What am I going to do with you?”

Gram had always defended her. Whenever Megan’s parents threw up their hands in despair because their only daughter had “her head in the clouds,” Gram would say mildly, “Megan marches to a different drummer, that’s all. All creative people have their heads in the clouds. Maybe she’ll write a great novel one day. She’s fine. Leave her alone.”

But Gram was gone, five months now.

Megan still missed her.

She got up, smoothing out the turquoise skirt, just as the music on her radio was replaced by an announcer’s deep voice saying, “This word just in. There has been a serious automobile accident at Sutter’s Bend just west of town. Three people have been taken by Emergency Medical Services to Lakeside Medical Center after their vehicle hit a utility pole. Residents are urged to avoid the area as live wires pose a safety threat. The names of the injured, whose families have been notified, are sisters Jennifer and Barbara Winn, ages sixteen and fifteen, and Catherine Cabot, sixteen.”

Megan’s hand flew to her mouth. She stood stock-still in the center of the room, frozen in shock. Jenny? And Barb? And Cappie? Hurt?

She couldn’t move. The sirens had not wailed for some poor stranger, after all. They had been shrieking for three of her closest friends. And the announcer had clearly said, “A serious accident.” How serious?

The telephone shrilled again, startling her. Numbly, she reached down and picked up the receiver.

“Meg? Megan, is that you? It’s me, Hilary. Megan, say something!”

All the people out on the lake had gone home, leaving it peaceful and quiet. Downstairs, the television her parents and her ten-year-old brother, Thomas, were watching droned on. The whippoorwills were quiet. Everything, except the suffocating heat, was as it always was.

Except that something horrible had just happened.

“Hil,” she said slowly. “Jenny and Barb …”

“I know. I heard. That’s why I’m calling.”

“What happened? Jenny’s a really good driver.”

“My dad thinks a tire blew. He said that when the pavement’s hot as a barbecue grill for more than a few days, it’s hard on tires. He said a blowout on such a big car would make it really hard for someone as tiny as Jenny to control.”

“Oh, God, Hil, this is awful! Have you heard how bad they’re hurt?”

“No, not yet. But it sounds really bad. Dad said that when wires are down at an accident, it takes longer to get the … the victims out. Too dangerous for emergency personnel.”

“I just can’t believe it, Hil!”

“And Jenny was so excited this afternoon.” Hilary swallowed hard. “She’d asked Rob Lyle to your party. And he’d said yes. …”

Both girls fell silent, wondering if Jenny Winn would even be attending the party eleven short days away. How serious was “serious”?

“I can’t talk about this anymore,” Hilary said, breaking the silence. “Call me if you hear anything, okay?”

“I will. You, too.”

When the blue phone was back in its cradle, Megan sat on the bed, lost in shock and disbelief. Was it really true? Had her friends smashed into a utility pole? How scared they must have been! She couldn’t stand to think about them in pain, hurting, maybe scarred, maybe … dead? No, that couldn’t be. The announcer hadn’t mentioned a fatality. But “injured” was bad enough.

Shaking, she got up to remove the party dress. That made her wonder if Jenny had found “the perfect party dress” she’d been hunting for, and Megan burst into tears.

Suddenly Megan felt the temperature in her room plunge. The lights dimmed, sending the room into near-darkness, and the radio fell ominously silent.

Mouth and eyes wide open, Megan clutched at a bedpost. What was happening? An earthquake? A storm?

She was about to bolt for the door when a soft voice whispered, “Why are you crying, Megan Logan?”

Megan stopped in her tracks, unable to breathe.

The voice was faint and hollow, like the distant echo Megan’s own voice returned to her when she called out across the lake late at night.

“I said, why are you crying?”



Chapter 3

MEGAN LOOKED SLOWLY AROUND the room. There was no one in it but her.

But when her eyes moved to the big oval mirror, she gasped, her hands flying to her mouth. She backed rapidly away from the mirror until she bumped into the dresser, its fat white knobs poking her rudely in the back. And there she stood, transfixed. And completely, utterly terrified.

Instead of her own image, the glass was filled with a wispy, shadowy plume, faintly purple in color, weaving gently back and forth in the glass. Gradually, as Megan continued to stare with horror-stricken eyes, the plume began to take on a vaguely human shape. There were no facial features, only a bright golden glow where a person’s eyes, nose, and mouth would normally be. No arms or legs were apparent on the gauzy purple stream. It was like looking at a person from a great distance through a sheer, delicate veil.

I’ve fallen asleep, I’m having a nightmare, Megan told herself to silence her galloping heart.

“I asked why you were crying. You look very sad.”

Megan was freezing. The air coming in the window behind her was toaster-warm, yet within her room, it was as cold as an underground cavern. Every inch of her body was paralyzed with fear.

Megan struggled to find her voice. “What’s going on?” she whispered. “What’s happening?”

An eerie silvery glow began to surround the lavender plume, lighting it from behind. “I need to talk to you, Megan Logan. Don’t be scared. I won’t hurt you.”

“Who … what are you?” Megan croaked hoarsely. Her legs weren’t going to hold her up much longer. She felt that at any second she was going to collapse to the floor, completely helpless. Willing herself to remain upright, she repeated shakily, “What are you?”

The answer came softly, sweetly. “I am Juliet.”

Megan had spent countless hours sitting on the terrace roof shaded by the branches of the huge old oak tree. There she watched the clouds drifting in over the lake. She always found something interesting in each wad of cottony white, each slab of pale or dark gray, each sunset-pinked gossamer trail.

But now, staring in terror at the shapeless, wavy stream of lavender in her mirror, she saw nothing familiar, nothing ordinary, nothing to still her hammering heart. The only thing she could be sure of was that the voice coming from the wispy column was, like her own, feminine.

“Juliet? But … but …” Megan sank down on the bed, shivering. The room was so cold. Yet a stream of stultifying, breath-defying hot air continued to crawl in sluggishly through her open window.

This wasn’t happening. This can’t be happening, Megan thought.

The voice was soft as cobwebs. “You think I shouldn’t have a name?”

Without taking her eyes off the mirror, Megan slowly reached out and pulled the comforter from her bed, wrapping herself in it. The lighting in the room remained dim, while the silvery glow in the mirror seemed to deepen. “Go away,” Megan whispered. “Whoever — whatever you are, I don’t want you here. You don’t belong here.”

“I can’t. I’ve got to talk to you, Megan. And you’ve got to listen to me. It’s important.”

“No,” Megan said in a mere whisper. She wanted to cry out for her parents, or her brother, but she knew the shout would never escape her frozen throat. “I don’t want to.”

Sadness sounded in the voice, and bitter disappointment. “You won’t listen to me? No, oh, no, that can’t be! I was sure you would. I’ve waited so long. So very long …” The voice trailed off, the silvery glow began to dim.

“You’ve waited? For me?” Confusion added to Megan’s fear. “Where? Where did you wait? Where did you come from?”

“I come from another time, another place. I’m here now, that’s all that matters.”

“How did you get into that mirror?”

The voice gathered strength as Megan began to respond. The silvery light throbbed, brightening again. “The mirror isn’t important. It doesn’t mean anything. I’m only using it so you can see me.”

“But I don’t want to see you!” Megan cried. “I don’t want you here! Just go away!”

“Please, Megan, please, all I ask is that you listen. It would mean so much to me.”

Only the possibility that she had fallen asleep and was caught in a horrible nightmare kept Megan from fleeing the room. That, and the mesmerizing quality of the plume’s plaintive voice as it begged her to listen.

“You’re getting ready for your party?” the voice said. “Pretty dress.”

Megan said nothing.

“You’re wondering how I know about your birthday. I know because it’s my birthday, too. We share that. That’s one of the reasons I can talk with you. But we weren’t born in the same year.”

Megan was seized by a fresh chill. The thing in the mirror had had a birthday? It had once been born, had lived, had maybe been a young girl like Megan?

But … if that was what it had been, what was it now?

Struggling, she managed to ask, “When? When were you born?”

“Nineteen thirty.”

“Nineteen thirty?” Sixty-one years ago. But the voice was not that of a sixty-one-year-old woman. It was as young as Megan’s.

“That dress really is pretty.”

Megan looked down in surprise, as if someone had slipped the dress on her when she wasn’t looking. The blue-green skirt peeked out from beneath the blue print comforter.

They had both been speaking in near-whispers, but now, the voice in the mirror gained strength. “I had a new dress for my sixteenth birthday party, too,” it added wistfully. “My dress was blue like yours, but a darker shade, like the night sky. It was taffeta. It crackled when I walked. I loved that sound. I was having an orchestra at my party, and colored lanterns strung above the lawn, and napkins with my initials on them.”

Megan was clenching her fists so tightly around the comforter, her knuckles looked bleached. The … thing in the mirror had had a birthday party?

Suddenly the plume became very agitated, jerking erratically from side to side. “But I never had my party,” the voice said mournfully. “It was canceled.”

A wave of skin-scorching heat blew in Megan’s Window, but she scarcely noticed. The agitation in the mirror terrified her. It … the plume … Juliet … was becoming very upset. I should leave, she thought numbly. I should run, right now, get out of this room. But fear had turned her body to stone.

An anguished sob filled the room. “There was an accident. A bad one.”

The light around the plume dimmed, and the room became lost in shadow. An owl in the oak tree beside the terrace hooted. Megan jumped, startled by the sound. She spoke automatically, as if in a trance. “An accident?”

“A boating accident. Out there on the lake, in that cove just around the bend. Do you know the place?”

Megan knew it well. Most lake people avoided it because of the rocks, some jutting up above the water, most hidden beneath it. At the bottom of the lake there was a treacherous tangle of undergrowth and weeds lying in wait to imprison whatever might come its way. The cove had a history of boat wrecks and drownings.

Was this … Juliet … saying she was a part of that tragic history?

Megan waited with growing dread. Something terrible had happened to the thing in the mirror. She knew it. She didn’t want to know what that something terrible was.

“Our boat hit a rock. I hadn’t had time to learn to swim, but it wouldn’t have helped. I was thrown overboard and knocked unconscious. My body became tangled in the undergrowth. By the time I was pulled from the water … it was too late …

“I never made it to my party,” the voice whispered sadly. “But … it was all a long time ago. Forty-six years ago. Such a long time …”

When Megan still said nothing, the thing called Juliet added, “I would have been sixteen the day of my party. Like you, Megan. Sweet sixteen …”

The wispy plume began spinning like a top. Soft, anguished sobs filled the room with pure pain. “I’d been planning that party for ages. I was sure it meant all the fun would begin. The best time of my life. I was pretty and very popular.” The spinning stopped, but the voice was heavy with distress. “Everyone said I had so much promise. But that horrid accident took my life from me before I ever had a chance to live it.”

Megan was struck by the horror of Juliet’s words. Fresh tears streamed down her face, and her eyes were full of pain. “No, oh, no,” Megan whispered. Then, lifting, her head, she said, “But this isn’t happening. This is not happening.”

“Oh, dear, I’ve made you cry again. I shouldn’t have upset you. I’ll leave now, but I’ll come back another time. Thank you for listening to me … Most people wouldn’t have.”

And before Megan could cry out, the light dimmed, went out, and the mirror was clear again. There was nothing in it but the reflection of a girl, shaking violently beneath a blue print quilt, her face streaked with tears.

The lights came up to full power, and the radio came back on, as if Juliet had flicked a switch as she left. Once again, the room became suffocatingly hot.

Megan trembled for a long time. After a while, she removed the comforter, took off the party dress, and hung it carefully on a hanger in her closet. She got ready for bed, moving the entire time in stunned slow-motion. When she crawled up underneath the canopy, she pulled the pale blue sheet up over her in spite of the suffocating heat, unable to shake the chill left by the wraith in her mirror and the words the wraith had spoken.

I dreamed the whole thing, she told herself, staring up at the yellowed ceiling. I’m dreaming right now. I’m dreaming that I’m just going to bed, when the truth is, I’ve been asleep for hours.

The thought was comforting. It allowed her to relax and go to sleep.

The next morning when she awoke and remembered, her eyes flew to the mirror.

Except for Megan’s own sleepy-eyed, tousle-haired reflection, the mirror was empty.
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