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      It wasn’t being dead that bothered Audrey so much. It was that the constant sameness of every day was just so boring.

      It hadn’t started out that way; the whole thing had actually been pretty thrilling at first. People sobbing and whispering, all the news reporters coming around to ask questions about her and how she’d died. Her picture had even made it into the paper. She finally felt like the star she’d always longed to be. Even if it wasn’t for her acting or beauty, it was something. Maybe being known as the aspiring actress who had fallen from her hotel room balcony wasn’t what she’d always dreamed of, but at least people were talking about her.

      For a little while. Until the police found out about the speakeasy hidden in the hot spring resort in the Texas countryside. Until the hotel was shut down and Audrey was forgotten. And then there was no one. There had been one brief attempt to revive the place, but it had been so long ago, she barely remembered hovering near the few guests in the halls, trying to feel a part of life again.

      Audrey spent day after week after month after year wandering the grounds of the abandoned hotel. She could get as far as the property gate before a woozy feeling would take over and she’d find herself back in the center courtyard where her spirit had left her body. Eventually, she stopped trying to leave the property and found ways to observe what she could. She learned to position herself in the window of a third floor guest room to get a glimpse of the big screen that was erected in a field down the road, what she’d heard the guests call a drive-in theater. She watched as cars and trucks drove by, growing faster and sleeker as the years progressed, but never stopping.

      So she was very surprised one day when she noticed a van pulling up to the entrance of the property and driving through the remains of the wrought iron gate. She felt a flutter of excitement, but also trepidation. It had been so long since she’d seen anyone up close. How many years? She couldn’t keep track anymore. Her glimpses of people beyond the property were as close as she’d come. And now she had visitors. But why?

      Nervous and full of questions, Audrey smoothed her hair and descended the front steps to what had once been a pristine turnaround drive with a beautiful fountain, but now was a field of weeds and wildflowers growing through the gravel, the fountain dry and crumbling. The van rolled slowly through the weeds, stopping along the ragged hedges bordering the property.

      Cautiously, Audrey approached the vehicle as two figures emerged. They seemed to be arguing over something as they pulled bags and poles out of the car and placed them on the tall grass. When she was what she judged to be a safe distance away, she paused, watching them. They were dressed in the kind of blue denim pants the farmers outside town had worn while she was growing up and simple short sleeved shirts. One of the shirts had the words “University of North Texas” on the front.

      “Seriously, Craig?” the taller one said. “This seems like a good idea to you? I told you I can’t afford to get arrested again.”

      “Dude, that was one time!”

      “Well, for my dad, that was one time too many. He’s going to kill me if this goes bad!” Despite his protests, the young man slung a large bag over his shoulder.

      “Relax, Graham. Look, no one has been here for decades.” He gestured to the dilapidated sign, where the once brightly-colored words Rocky Hill Resort were almost indiscernible under years’ worth of grime and creeping vines. “Whoever used to own this place obviously hasn’t been around. You think they’re going to swoop in just to catch us? Don’t you want to see what’s inside?” Craig donned a backpack and tucked a tripod under his arm, turning towards the abandoned building before them. “It’s the best one yet! I just know this is going to be the one to go viral!”

      Graham rolled his eyes. “You say that every time. Face it. This is a lost cause. No one cares about these haunted places you keep finding. You’ve never even proven that they are haunted.”

      Haunted? Audrey suddenly felt light-headed. They were actually there because of her. After all, she was the only dead person that she knew of roaming the decaying resort.

      “I don’t know why I keep letting you talk me into this. This is not how I’d planned to spend my Spring Break.”

      “I just know this is the one.” Craig stopped about halfway between the gate and the hotel entrance, looking through the rectangle frame he made with his fingers, then nodded and set down the backpack. “I tell you what. If we don’t find anything here, I’ll stop. I’ll give up and become an accountant like my dad wants. But you’ve gotta admit, this one looks promising. Am I right?!” He waggled his eyebrows at Graham, who groaned.

      “Fine. But this is the last one. I’m serious!”

      “Stop grumbling and get out the camera.” Graham placed his duffel bag on the ground and pulled out a small object she’d never seen before. Audrey felt another flutter of excitement and moved closer. Pointing the device - the camera! - towards Craig, Graham gave a heavy sigh. “Let’s get this thing started.”

      “Okay, go ahead and record.” Craig shook himself once, then stood a little taller before looking at Graham. “Hey, ya’ll! Craig and Graham here. You’re not going to believe this place we found. If you look behind me, you can see we’re on the edge of the property of an abandoned resort from the 1920s - that’s right, the Jazz Age, the time of flappers and Tommy guns. I just know there will be quite a bit of paranormal activity inside. From the looks of things, no one has been here in decades until us. So if you want to know what or who we will find as much as we do, follow along this week. We’ve got our EMF reader, Phasm Camera, and other equipment ready to go and we’re taking you along for the ride.” He held up various boxes as he spoke. “Let’s find us some ghosts! Don’t forget to like and subscribe so you don’t miss anything!”

      Audrey hung back as she listened to the two speak what almost sounded like a foreign language. What was this Craig talking about? Paranormal activity? EMF reader? Like and subscribe? She had no idea what any of it meant, but she was thoroughly intrigued. She moved closer to get a better look. The device Graham held had a small screen on the back and as she peeked over his shoulder she could see a moving image of Craig giving the same speech she’d just seen in real life. It wasn’t just a camera; it was also some sort of projector!? Graham’s posture stiffened, and he took a deep breath as he turned his face toward her. Almost as if he could see her. But that was impossible. Wasn’t it? No one had been able to see her before. Graham cleared his throat and directed Craig’s attention to the gate.

      “Uh, you think we should get some shots of the gate?”

      Craig shook his head “Naw. We don’t want people to recognize the gate and come check things out themselves. At least not until we’ve got all our footage.”

      “Yeah, yeah. Good point. How ‘bout we go around this way to the back? Get some shots of the outside before we go in? That front entrance looks a little iffy anyway.”

      As the boys tramped through the tall grass carrying their heavy bags, Audrey was reminded of how cumbersome it had been to be alive. As a ghost, moving through space was effortless. It was only as difficult as thinking of being somewhere else to get there, so it was difficult to keep pace with them. Especially while simultaneously attempting to listen to their conversation.

      “Whoa! Graham, look at that window up there! That looks like the perfect spot for a lonely ghost to gaze out into the Great Beyond.”

      Craig pointed to the third story window where Audrey had in fact spent many nights looking not into the Great Beyond, but at the neighboring drive-in. Granted, even that was closed down at this point, but it had provided a bit of entertainment to her existence for the years it was operational. How she longed to watch the flickering pictures of a world beyond her own again. Was the recording they were doing for something like that?

      Craig pulled out a second camera from his backpack, held it up, and clicked repeatedly. “This is going to be it. I just feel it. Don’t you feel it, Graham? It’s almost like there’s something watching us right now.”

      Graham shook his head. “You’re nuts. You just want there to be something so badly that you’re manifesting this ‘feeling’ and calling it a sixth sense. You’ve had this ‘feeling’ in the last three places you’ve dragged me to. And have you found any proof?”

      “Well, no. Nothing definitive. But even you have to admit that last one felt haunted. And this time we’ve got all this equipment! Just like the professionals! This is going to be the one.”

      “What makes you so sure? How did you even find out about this place?” Graham turned from Craig and continued around the side of the building, shaking his head.

      “I told you. I found this article at the library from an old 1920s newspaper article—“

      “They’ve got newspapers from the 1920s?”

      “Not the newspaper itself. It’s digitized now. You really ought to spend more time at the library. You have no idea! Anyway, the article talked about how this resort was popular with the Hollywood crowd when they needed to get away to ‘relax’ and take the waters. Only it was during Prohibition, and they also had these wild parties with bootleg liquor.” Audrey nodded, remembering that they hadn’t even gotten the good stuff that was smuggled over the border - it was bathtub gin, and it was awful. “And this one girl was at one of these parties and she fell from a balcony into the courtyard and died. Aubrey something-or-other.”

      Audrey let out a squeak of indignation. They’d gotten her name wrong?! Craig carried on, oblivious.

      “So, anyway the police came out to investigate the death, and they uncovered the truth and shut the place down.” Craig was downright giddy as he described what he knew of the hotel’s past. “They tried reopening the place in the ‘50s, but that didn’t last long. There were rumors about the place being cursed. Employees feeling cold spots, uneasy feelings. You know, the usual stuff.”

      Audrey was getting more and more intrigued as she listened. The story Craig told was mostly accurate. Audrey had been invited by an actress friend in hopes of meeting a director who could make her a star. She hadn’t been there long, but every evening there would be dancing and entertainment in the ballroom late into the night. She remembered feeling invigorated, but also overwhelmed. To strengthen her nerves, she may have had a little too much gin.

      “Here’s a good spot for another shot. I love how the light hits that window there to make it look like there might be someone looking
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