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      The ghosts didn’t like her room.

      It wasn’t that there weren’t ghosts in the historic hotel by the Pacific Ocean, because there were plenty of them roaming the halls and drifting through the various parlors. Susan often saw the ghosts hiding among the hotchpotch of vintage items on display to amaze and amuse the guests. They even enjoyed standing just slightly behind the plethora of artwork watching the living as people walked through the hallways and seemed to make the eyes of every portrait follow the visitors. She heard a number of comments made about how spooky it was to walk through the hotel as she’d been delightfully looking at the vast library of books on shelves in those same halls.

      The hotel had long been a favorite for the sailors coming into Lincoln City, Oregon, and had collected a vast array of historical items over the years. There were books, comics, old voyage ledgers, wing-backed chairs, maps spread across walls in the rooms, and glowing stars dotting the ceiling. Amid the artwork of portraits and sailing ships were also framed dance cards with the penned names of the long dead filling in several blanks. A blend of creepy and fascinating in one stop.

      She’d been told that the hotel was haunted, and that had been one of the attractions for staying there on her vacation, and one of the reasons she’d picked the main hotel rather than the newer cabins on the other side of the courtyard.

      Yet in her first day there, the ghosts completely ignored the fact Susan was watching them. For her, she’d always been able to see ghosts, an ability she often kept to herself because it creeped people out. Yet, the strangeness of the ghosts ignoring her was a fact that weirded her out a bit; generally spirits gravitated towards her because she could see them. But here, where the dead seemed to outweigh the living, they seemed to be as oblivious of her as most people were about the ghosts around them.

      The hotel had the stale smell of old things left to earn dust. The antiques, being rarely touched, had entered their gentle age. Admired, but not handled. Susan enjoyed browsing them as she made her way through the hotel, listening to several of the other guests who were here for some sort of writers’ convention. They liked to gather in the main hall, as they called it, for networking. In truth, it was the dining area of the restaurant. But Susan expected these writers and their spouses were letting their imaginations run wild.

      If only they could really see who shared the tables and booths with them.

      Susan sat down at the long rectangular wooden table where several ghosts sat with a couple of guests enjoying the boarding house style meal. The people, the living ones, welcomed her, but the spirits all got up from the table and moved either to other booths near the walls or gathered by the windows.

      She’d never been so spurned before. Maybe it wasn’t so much her room they didn’t like, but rather that she was in it.

      Yet as the networking writers went off for their convention and the room quieted, save for the occasional interruption from other guests coming down for their meal, the ghosts relaxed and started to resume their normal routines.

      Susan watched a bunch of rowdy ghosts, once sailors by the look of them, pull silly pranks beneath the unsuspecting noses of the living, like dropping ghost boogers onto the silverware and licking the rims of glasses.

      At first she was a little worried that it might really truly be gross, but then she saw someone eating with a fork that held a big glob of ghost booger. The food disappeared into the person's mouth along with the booger, but when the fork retracted, so did the booger. Apparently what the ghosts were leaving could not affect the living.

      A cowboy ghost noticed Susan watching them, slightly chuckling to herself at their misbehaving, and it seemed to encourage him more. He touched two fingers to the brim of his hat as he nodded at her. He kicked back, putting his boots right into the guest’s biscuits and gravy.

      The antics grew until nearly the whole room of ghosts were wiping their buttocks upon the plates set at the tables. Still, Susan didn't want to encourage too much, but she knew they were now watching her for her reactions and trying to elicit giggles from her. Susan had to quickly get up and leave to keep from laughing out loud at seemingly nothing.

      After the ghosts noticed her laughing and realized that she delighted in their play, they became curious about her. While she had enjoyed a couple of days of sitting in the parlors, reading the old books, and being ignored by the ghosts, they now seemed to want to sneak around her.

      She caught one watching over her shoulder trying to read and see what she was looking at. It was an old comic book that had been sitting on the table, probably pulled out at some point by a curious kid glad to see comics yet not knowing that they could be this historic. She had sat down in the upstairs parlor, picked the comic up to flip through, then felt a presence looking over her shoulder. The ghost hid behind the chair when she looked up.

      "It's okay," Susan said. "You may read over my shoulder. I don't mind. I have the hands to turn the page."

      And so it began that the ghosts gathered and tried to have her read books. They pointed to their favorites on the shelves. She would pull them out and begin to slip through the pages, sometimes reading the pages and sometimes not.

      On occasion, the ghosts would try to speak to her. Susan just shrugged and said that she couldn’t hear them, wondering if they were as deaf to her as she was of them.

      More ghosts gathered: a young sea captain, several couples who looked like they would be needing the dance cards that hung on the walls, and a demure woman in a swimsuit and cap who looked as if she’d walked out of a 1940’s fashion magazine.

      The ghosts grew depressed on the days when she would leave for sight-seeing around the city. They must've been used to the guests coming and going and learned that they all left eventually, because one morning she found one of the ghosts sitting on her luggage as if he could hold it down and keep her from leaving. Susan smiled and told the ghosts that she still had three more days. That seemed to be an adequate answer for the moment, but she worried what would happen when she did have to leave.

      Two days went by and the ghosts had seemed to start to mind their own business once more, they set about ignoring her. Maybe for the best, she thought as she went down to the restaurant area for her final dinner at the hotel.

      Before she sat down, she saw the cowboy ghost beckoning her toward the door. He’d been leaning against the frame and once he knew that she’s seen him, he turned and headed into the courtyard.

      The courtyard was a grassy square with a wide strip of cement through the center. Six lampposts lit the thoroughfare. Along with the tree sitting off to the right in the grass, there were various knickknacks scattered about as if the hotel had overflowed and spilled out onto the lawn. There was a whale blowing bubbles in the little fountain, a shark wearing a saddle making a great toy for both kids and adults, and even stranger assortments that the eye barely wanted to take in lest the mind try to understand it all. But over on the right, just off the path and not yet to the separated cabin rooms, there was a lamppost sitting with an ordinary metal lawn chair beneath it.

      Susan saw several other ghosts standing around this chair and it made her a little hesitant to move toward it, for they obviously wanted her to go and sit. It was one thing to make her own way, quite another to be led. But the handsome, young cowboy ghost looked so sincere, almost as if he were a man about to propose. Somehow Susan doubted that a ghost could wed the living, even against their will, so she allowed him to lead her to the chair.

      But as she got there, the ghost didn't want her to sit as she had surmised just a moment ago. Rather, it was the lamp pole that they were interested in. She tried to understand their gestures, but she could not see their point. The light was working, casting a beautiful golden glow out from the bowl. This light was so much unlike the others, older, from an age where coaches drove through the streets and the coachman held lanterns. It really did look like it was one of these old lanterns that had been modified and attached to a pole for electricity.

      The ghosts wished for her to touch the pole. Susan took a double look at it just in case it was one of their tricks and they had put ghost boogers on it or some other such nasty thing. She couldn't see any evidence of misdeeds on the part of the ghosts, but maybe they were testing to see how clever they were, or maybe there was not enough light to see the truth of what was going on.

      For a moment, Susan wondered what had turned these ghosts. They had avoided her when she'd first arrived at the hotel and now they were beckoning her. What had changed their opinion of her other than they had realized that she could see them? Now they wanted something and Susan couldn't understand what that was. The only way she could find out would be if she would touch this lamp.

      Instincts of the living kicked in and she backed away from the light pole.

      "No, I'm sorry, I can't. I don't understand what you mean to do and something feels off. Can you understand what I'm saying to you?" Susan only just now realized that they might not even be able to understand her. They had to gesture to her and she could not hear their words when they were trying to speak. Maybe it works the same in reverse. She wondered if they heard anything more than silence. Maybe her voice sounded like someone speaking underwater. She just didn't know enough.

      Susan started wondering what the worst could be if she touched the lamppost. Maybe it would teleport her to another dimension or possibly through time. She rolled her eyes. She hadn't believed in that sort of thing for a long time. The ghosts, she knew those were real. Magic, however, remained a fantasy that she couldn't believe in.

      "Okay, okay," she said with a shrug. Then she touched the lamppost. The ghosts all started clapping. They seemed so delighted. How Susan laughed too. "Yeah, you got me to touch a post. You communicated with the living. Whoopie."

      She turned, looking back toward the historic hotel. Nothing had changed. Everything was exactly like it –

      Her world swooned. Susan felt her knees go weak.

      "What happened?"

      She sat down very quickly into the chair, trying to breathe as her world spun.

      She heard an annoying buzz in her ears and it compounded with the pressure in her head that she didn't like.

      "Count to ten," she heard a sailor ghost say as it swam in front of her vision, then raced off.

      Susan looked up to see all of the ghosts dispersing in different directions. Would they leave her here like
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