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      I quite enjoy talking to the guests as they come into my hotel.  My days are filled with living vicariously through other people’s travels and the joy they take in seeing this part of Appalachia. The Neary-Ten is a huge hotel originally built over a hundred years ago with additions added as the times changed along with the guest’s needs.

      As hotel manager, it’s my job to know what’s going on and to answer questions. Some, like why is the hotel called The Neary-Ten—answer: because it’s nearly to Tennessee and our owners thought it was a good name—I have answered over and over again. Others, like whether any of our restaurants served Vegemite were less common, particularly as the guest didn’t sound Australian nor are we in any way shape or form advertised as having any sort of Australian theme.

      The Neary-Ten is a haunted hotel and that is how I advertise it. I get a lot of guests who come to see the ghosts.

      Jean Marshall, a charming woman, was there that afternoon in her tailored blue jeans and white knit tank top with little red bows around the neckline, asking about our ghosts. She told me, and my desk worker, Suzanne, all about how she always chose hotels based on whether or not they were haunted. Her short gray hair was trimmed perfectly and her look was more in tune with the guests who come to enjoy our spa than with our ghost hunters, not that I should judge.

      We’d just finished chatting and I’d gotten one of our porters to assist her with her small designer carry-on and oversized tote when I looked up to see Floyd Bowman coming into the hotel. The Bowman family, as a collective, own the Neary-Ten. Floyd was the annoying middle brother who constantly tried to outshine his other siblings. He had an older brother and two older sisters as well as a younger brother and sister. Floyd was the only one who really seemed to think he knew about hotel management. I had not been able to convince him otherwise.

      Normally, he’s a thorn in my side on the phone or, nowadays, on Zoom calls. Today, he had come to the hotel without warning.

      His stiff black suit jacket and slacks were out of place in the hotel. While our floors were white tile to brighten the place on dark winter days, the stone fireplace and the detailed woodwork around the windows that lined the front gave the hotel more of a mountain resort feel. He kept his eyes on Jean while she talked with the porter helping her over near the elevators. She had suite 785, which was supposed to be haunted, though I had yet to see a ghost there.

      The lobby bar had been busy at lunch serving pizzas so the smell of garlic and pepperoni wafted out. I noticed Floyd wrinkling his nose. He’d probably tell me to find a way to vent the bar better so the smell didn’t drift into the lobby. As if that were possible. Besides, people came here from around the area. It was no small trip for many of them, so it said something about how popular the bar was.

      I slipped into my office, pretending not to have noticed him. If Suzanne knew why, she didn’t say a word. While Floyd might give her a hard time, I doubted he’d be as rude to a regular worker as he would be to me. I was supposed to be in charge and anticipate his every whim. Besides, Suzanne had proven herself able to work with Olive, the ghost of our former, rather persnickety manager, on her book so I felt she was more than capable of handling Floyd.

      The door to my office stayed open as the space was far too small to close the door on a regular basis. I had a couple of chairs, a huge desk and some built-in bookcases for storage. It always smelled of smoke no matter that I’d had the room repainted. I knew from Olive that before she’d died, she’d also had the office redone.

      Yes, Olive is a ghost and she was once the manger of the hotel. She’s also one of my closest friends, though I have to admit I have no desire to join her in managing the place in the afterlife. In fact, the very idea of it sometimes gave me the shudders.

      The soft piano music I had in the background reached me in the office though there were no speakers. As it got later, the music from the lobby bar would turn up and the beat would get going a bit more. At least Floyd hadn’t come in while that was happening. I knew he didn’t like popular music and that’s what the lobby bar always played. If he had his way, they’d only play classical jazz, which is nice, but that’s the atmosphere in the upstairs mezzanine bar which is a little more contained.

      “I’m sorry, we don’t have a reservation,” Suzanne told him.

      I kept my head down as if I were studying something intently on my computer screen.

      “I need to speak to Ms. Davenport,” Floyd said. He spoke with something like an English accent though I knew he’d never lived over there. Given how much money the family had, I suspected he’d traveled to London but he was more anglophile than actual Brit. It was one of many things that irritated me about Floyd.

      “Okay,” Suzanne drew the word out.

      While my eyes stayed on the computer screen, I noted the way her body turned as if to call me from my office. When I didn’t look up, she walked over to me. The music was soft enough that I heard her shoes squeak on the floor as she stepped.

      “Maggie?” Suzanne called.

      I looked up as if surprised to see her, when in actuality I had been counting the seconds hoping to draw out the time.

      “Yes?” As if I didn’t know exactly what she needed. As if she didn’t know I always overheard what went on at the desk, and, in most cases, I would have been standing up to help before Floyd had finished his request.

      “There’s someone here without a reservation. He wants the Royal Suite, but…”

      But it was booked. We had a honeymoon couple up there right now and I wasn’t about to move them.

      I stood up and went to the desk.

      “Hello, Mr. Bowman,” I said. While the other siblings all preferred to be addressed by their first names, Floyd liked to be addressed as Mr. Bowman, rather as if he worried that if he didn’t remind people he was a Bowman they might forget.

      “Ms. Davenport,” Floyd said. I did have to admit that while he was stupidly insistent upon being accorded formal respect, he did do the same to the rest of us, though I found it grating, rather as if I were going to be taken to task for something. Granted, Floyd usually found something to take me to task for, even if it was stupid, but all the same, he didn’t have to start out that way in every conversation.

      “I don’t believe we had notice that you were going to be here,” I said pleasantly. Had we done so, I’d have made sure he had the Royal Suite, which he preferred to the Owner’s Suite. The Royal suite had a piano in the sitting area. The Owner’s suite did not. Other than that, they were identical. Apparently, he’d been overruled when requesting a grand piano for both suites. The rest of the family knew they’d never use it, nor would he, so far as I knew.

      “I need the Royal Suite please,” he said.

      “I’m very sorry but we have a honeymoon couple booked in there for two more days,” I said. “We do have the Owner’s Suite, if you’d like?”

      “I would not,” he said. “Move the couple.”

      “I can’t just do that,” I said. “The Royal Suite is a higher end suite than the Owner’s Suite and they’ve paid good money for it. Her sister is planning her own wedding and is consulting with us about having it here so if the bride is unhappy, we stand to lose quite a bit of business, not to mention a poor rating online.”

      Floyd looked irritated. “Some people are terribly selfish. Would they really give us a lower rating if we moved them? Even if you threw in a free dinner or something?”

      “I could comp their stay,” I said, knowing he’d hate that. The Royal Suite and Owner’s Suite were our most expensive rooms. We did sometimes comp a night but not typically more than one.

      Floyd shook his head. “I guess I’ll settle for the Owner’s Suite then.”

      I got him set up and then asked if he needed any assistance with his luggage. Unsurprisingly, he said yes. He’d booked for a week, which made my heart sink. A full week of Floyd. And without warning. I watched as he crooked a finger at one of the bellhops to bring his luggage over. Of course, he’d already found someone to help with his luggage.

      As he headed towards the elevators, I took in a deep breath to calm my nerves, thinking about what a nightmare of a week this would be. At the same time, Olive walked out of my office. She is very considerate when she’s in a public place by trying not to look as if she just popped in. Even so, the chill of having a ghost come up behind you is startling and did nothing for my nerves. I practically jumped.

      Just then, the phone rang. Suzanne picked up.

      “It’s the woman in 785. The ghost appeared!” Olive practically clapped her hands.

      I would have shared her joy if I hadn’t just checked Floyd in. We’d been trying to figure out if there really was a ghost in the room or not. People had asked about it, but none of my workers nor Olive had ever seen the ghost.

      But my lack of enthusiasm required that Olive ask why I wasn’t more excited about the news, which meant I had to tell her.

      “Floyd Bowman showed up unannounced.”

      “Oh dear,” Olive said, her mouth turning down. She fingered the strand of faux pearls that was eternally around her neck over the peach twinset she always wore. Olive had worked with Floyd so she understood what I meant.

      “That was poor timing, wasn’t it?” she finally added.

      I nodded as I heard the elevator door ding. I glanced over and Floyd was marching back to the desk looking thunderous.
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      Despite the music playing in the background, I fancied I could hear the heels of Floyd’s shoes clacking on the floor. No squeaks for him. The smell of pizza receded into the background and I was assailed with the sickly sweet stink of my own sweat while I tried to figure out what I might have done to get Floyd so up in arms. This was what my boss did to me.

      “Stop being a ninny,” Olive snipped next to me. “He’s only one of your bosses. The worst of them, really.”

      “Should you be here?” I asked.

      Floyd didn’t believe in ghosts. Even if he thought the woman beside me resembled his deceased former manager, he’d think it was just a look-a-like and nothing was going to deter him from such a theory. Even if Olive popped out in front of him.

      Olive, knowing Floyd as she did, chose to wander into my office before disappearing. I hoped that in his mood, Floyd hadn’t noticed her. Him deciding to yell at me for having a stranger behind the desk was all that I needed. Oddly, while Olive wore the clothing she’d worn the day before she died, she did not have her hotel employee badge on. I wondered if that had any significance.

      “Mr. Bowman, what’s happened?” I asked cordially.

      “Your bell-girl or bell-person or whatever she wants to be called dropped my luggage on the ground and did not apologize for it,” he snapped. “I expect that you’ll be training your employees to treat guests with better care.”

      “I believe they like to be called bellhops, it’s more gender neutral,” I explained. “And I’ll be sure to let the door manager to know about the problem. Did you get a name?”

      “Of course I didn’t get a name! As if I, as a guest, have to go to the trouble to get names when you ought to know them all! You’re the manager!” Floyd pointed at me, his finger getting closer and closer to my face all the time. I was thankful for the wide, chest high desk that stood between us. Fortunately, I hadn’t chosen to move over to the lower area where we served those in wheelchairs.

      “I should know, of course,” I said. “Usually I do, but I was rather flustered by your appearance.”

      I hoped that the smile I gave him looked like a smile and not like a grimace.

      “You’re needed up in Suite 785,” Suzanne broke in, putting down the phone.

      “Probably another unhappy guest. If this is the way you run the hotel, I’ll be looking for another manager!” Floyd snapped and turned on his heel.

      “Sorry?” Suzanne said. “It just seemed that it was important you go now. The guest is scared because they saw the ghost.”

      “It’s fine,” I said. “I think Floyd tried to have Olive fired for most of her tenure here. I’ve only gotten him up in arms twice now. So long as the other siblings outlive him, I don’t have anything to worry about. They don’t want to have to hire a new hotel manager.”

      Suzanne still looked worried. Olive reappeared.

      “I’ll kill him off in my next book,” she said.

      “You aren’t even finished with this one!” I exclaimed. In January we’d had a conference of cozy mystery writers at the hotel. Olive had decided she wanted to write a mystery. As a ghost she couldn’t hold a pen or type on a computer, but we’d managed to work out a way that she could dictate her book and Suzanne would upload it into a program that would transcribe it. Then Suzanne would go through and correct any of the most major mistakes the transcription program made before consulting with Olive.

      “Actually,” Olive said, smiling. “I finished yesterday. Suzanne has already had the last part uploaded. Now we get to edit.” She rubbed her hands together as if she were a villain about to foil a plot.

      “Congratulations!” I said. While I’d had concerns about the whole project, mostly worried that Olive would drive Suzanne to distraction and she’d quit to avoid my erstwhile friend, it had worked out surprisingly well. Olive had been in a good mood, sharing long stories about her process with me in the evenings. It was a nice change from her listening to me and asking me all sorts of questions about what had happened in the hotel every day. As if she missed much. Usually, when something happened, she’d pop in to hear all about it.

      Olive walked with me to the elevator and got inside still bubbling about her book being done. I would have thought she’d be more excited about the ghost, seeing she’d popped in to warn me about it. Chances were Floyd had her as up in arms as he had me.

      “I can’t wait to see how much Suzanne likes it. She’s said very nice things about it, though she says that sometimes my language is rather dated.” Olive sniffed as if such a thing weren’t possible.

      “I know there are terms my younger workers use that I don’t,” I said. “Language is always changing. So long as your sleuth is of an age to use that language, it shouldn’t be a problem.”

      “I think I’d be nearly a hundred if I were still alive. I can’t recall exactly…” Olive trailed off. I knew that she didn’t always remember her life all that clearly but certain things stood out. I wondered if it bothered her to not know exactly how old she was.

      “It’s understandable that some of your phrases might be a bit old fashioned. Let Suzanne help you doctor those up,” I said. “Easy enough.” At least I hoped so. I mean, I didn’t want to be getting Suzanne into more trouble.

      The elevator let us off on the seventh floor. This floor had blue carpet with gray speckles. I’d not gone for anything red or burgundy on the floor as I worried it would look too much like blood. While I advertised this as a haunted hotel, I wanted people to feel as if those deaths had taken place long ago.

      Many hotels had deaths in them, but I didn’t want minds going to murder. Bad enough that we actually had one murder here in January. No one needed to be reminded of that with shades of red in the carpet like blood spatter. Of course, perhaps that was me. I did read a fair number of police procedurals and I loved crime drama shows.

      Room 785 was a suite and was set a few doors down from the elevator. Convenient but quieter than if it were right across the way. When we’d updated the elevators last, I’d made sure they were as quiet as they could be. I didn’t want guests complaining about their experiences.

      I knocked on the door. Jean opened the door looking paler than she had when she’d checked in. Her smartly trimmed gray hair was mussed as if she’d run her hands through it.

      “I didn’t believe it, really,” she whispered. “I’ve had things happen but I’ve never seen a ghost!”

      “Is it still around?” I asked.

      “He disappeared for a bit and then oozed through the door about a minute ago. If it had been sooner, I couldn’t have brought myself to answer your knock.” She shivered.

      Considering the chill in the doorway, I doubted it was a dramatic shiver. Cold spots were common around ghosts. I was used to feeling the chill from Olive. I doubted that Jean’s ghost had made it as cold as it felt now. No doubt Olive’s chill and the ghost’s were feeding each other.

      “May I come in?” I asked.

      “Oh. Sorry.” Jean stepped aside.

      This particular suite was more of a mini-suite. The room was large with a sofa near the window and the bed up closest to the bathroom. Instead of the tub/shower combo most rooms had, this one had a walk-in shower and a separate soaking tub, though it wasn’t a huge soaking tub. Those were reserved for the larger suites.

      The view looked out over the back of the hotel and the trees that clustered around the landscape. Up close, I knew you could look down and see one of the hiking trails that went behind the hotel and around to the pool. In summer, sometimes I walked that trail to be sure I got some sunlight. I tended to spend so much time running around inside that I’d forget to get out.

      The ghost stood near that window looking out. Like many ghosts, he appeared as if he were an ordinary human being. I noted he wore jeans and a polo shirt in faded yellow. I didn’t know if he just didn’t appear as solid as most ghosts or if his shirt had been that faded when he wore it.

      I’d learned that all ghosts had different abilities. Olive, for instance, could wander around the hotel as much as she wanted but other ghosts were isolated to a single place. ABC Smithers, as I called the ghost in the restaurant, only ever appeared there. Sometimes he stayed in the attic and sometimes down in the restaurant proper. Clara was a maid in the hotel and she ran down the hallway in the basement on a fairly regular basis.

      Another ghost, Angus, only ever showed up in a storm peering in the windows from outside. Rumor had it, he’d frozen to death in a snowstorm just outside the hotel.

      Smithers periodically spoke but didn’t talk the way Olive did. Olive, so far as I knew had the most ability to talk and to wander around. She claimed she couldn’t leave the hotel but sometimes I wondered if she just didn’t want to. The world around here had changed since she died.

      “Hello?” I said, approaching the ghost. I noticed that Jean stayed well back, still shivering. Olive, however, followed me, looking interested.

      “Hello,” he said, turning.

      He didn’t look particularly old. The planes of his face were harsh and unforgiving. His eyes appeared even more so. The tone of the hello was more one of annoyance than pleasure at talking with someone.

      “Who are you?” I asked.

      He sniffed. It sounded like something Floyd would do upon being asked who he was.

      “You’d think the hotel would have that sort of information on guests,” he said. He didn’t appear to notice Jean, or if he did, he wasn’t willing to admit it.

      “I just got up here,” I said.

      The ghost looked at Olive. “You checked me in!”

      While that wasn’t super helpful, it at least gave us a timeline.

      “I tend to forget things like that,” Olive said. “Being dead and all.”

      The ghost frowned.

      “I didn’t like you then, either. You were a haughty one. Did you kill me?”

      “Me?” Olive appeared taken aback.

      “You certainly threatened to,” the ghost said.

      “Who are you?” I demanded. I didn’t like how he was treating Olive. I couldn’t imagine her threatening a guest. I’d worked with her for a couple of years before becoming manager. Olive could be very particular, but she wasn’t mean.

      “Corbin Moore.” He held out a hand and then looked at it, frowning, pulling it back as if he realized that as a ghost he probably couldn’t touch me. “And you?”

      “I’m Maggie Davenport, the hotel manager,” I said.

      “Hope you’re nicer than that one,” he pointed at Olive.

      Olive, for her part humphed and played with her pearls. She was surprisingly quiet around Corbin.

      “I need to go,” he said suddenly and drifted past us. When he got to the door, he just disappeared.

      “Is he gone?” Jean asked. “For real?”

      She had apparently missed the part about Olive admitting to being dead as she looked from one of us to the other.

      “For now,” I said. “We’ve spent a great deal of time trying to find out about him. I don’t think he shows up much. Perhaps it’s the day?”

      Jean started nodding. She went to her luggage and picked up a few notes. “Yes. Some ghosts only appear on the day they died. No one explained why but it’s just how they are.”

      “I didn’t know that,” I said.

      “Really?” Jean looked at me in surprise. As if just because I ran a haunted hotel, I knew all about ghosts. In reality, while I had picked up a few things, I was not that knowledgeable about them. Olive was my main source for trustworthy information. Everything else I thought I knew was just guesswork, though Olive admitted she was often guessing as well, but based on her own experience.

      “Really.”

      After that, I said my goodbyes, with Olive trailing along, looking thoughtful. Out in the hallway, Jean’s door safely closed I paused and looked at her.

      “You were quiet in there.”

      “I don’t remember him,” Olive said.

      “You’ve said you’ve forgotten a lot. Maybe he’s one of those things.” I didn’t understand why she was bothered by this.

      “He thinks I threatened him. Like maybe I murdered him! You’d think that would be something I’d remember,” she said.

      “To be honest, threatening a guest is not something I’d expect from you. I did work with you for a few years.” And getting used to having my old boss popping in around the place had taken quite a bit of getting used to. People tell me I should get out more and make more friends, but this was the kind of thing that happened to me when I knew people.

      “But that was later,” Olive said.

      “Dish.” I stopped near the elevator and crossed my arms. I did not push the down button, so we were going to stand in front of the three silver doors until she spoke. I hoped she wouldn’t get angry and just pop out.

      Olive sighed and shook her head.

      “I had a drinking problem right after my divorce. It’s not something I like to talk about but it’s true. A few times I was less than professional with some of the more difficult guests. Fortunately, Ari Bowman stepped in and got me into treatment. She was always the kindest of the Bowman family. Floyd wanted to fire me. I think he still would if he knew I hung around as a ghost.”

      “And yet you’re right there in front of him and he doesn’t notice.”

      “Floyd only notices what he wants to. If he knew and believed I was still here as a ghost, he’d probably hire an exorcist,” Olive said. “Once he takes against you, he won’t ever back down.”

      “I’ve just always ignored his outbursts. The others have to agree to fire me,” I said.

      “That was always my take. Ari liked me. I think she felt a kinship of sorts,” Olive said. “But if Corbin was a guest during that time, then I could easily have gone off on him. He seems like the pompous type doesn’t he? My ex-husband was that way.”

      “I never knew you were married.” Olive hadn’t ever talked about it.

      “I was. For about ten years. I didn’t always live in the apartment. In fact, Ari designed it when I was in treatment. She felt that if I were on site, I would be less likely to start overindulging again because there would always be something to distract me. Before, I lived in town. Up in Singing Vale Heights.”

      I gave Olive a side-eye look. Singing Vale Heights was the nicest part of town. If I were British, I’d say posh. It deserved such a word. The houses were older, mostly sixties and seventies style homes and they were large by those standards, but not necessarily today’s. Maybe two thousand square feet on one or two floors. But each had a large property of several acres mostly tucked in around forests.

      The community was gated, though trying to fence the space that the Heights covered was impossible, so it was more symbolic. Much less symbolic were the guard houses that sat at the entrance and towards the center of the area and the guards that drove around in large black SUVs decorated with Singing Vale Heights Security on the doors and dark tint on the windows.

      “I could have had the house. It was different back then,” Olive said. “But who would want to live in such a monstrosity all alone. He left with a younger woman and moved down to Florida. I heard he died about a decade before I did. I treated myself to cake and ice cream that night and thanked my stars that he left me. I had had no idea how unhappy I’d become.”

      I nodded. That was about as personal as I’d ever heard Olive talk.

      “I can’t believe I might have murdered someone and no one ever knew,” Olive whispered. “I feel terrible, sort of. But also rather proud that I was such a bad ass.”

      I turned to press the black button with the down arrow so that Olive wouldn’t see me trying not to laugh at her description of herself. Olive was bossy and sure of herself, but I had a hard time seeing her as a bad ass. And no matter what she said, I suspect that even drunk

    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        About Bonnie Elizabeth
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About Bonnie Elizabeth


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/try1.jpg
i,;‘., b £

THE GHOST IN
ROOM 785

A Haunted Hotel Mystery
i





