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      He ran for the water as soon as he felt it coming on. That’s what his mother had advised him to do, though he’d laughed at her each time she said it over the phone: “The sea will keep you safe.” As though she knew what she was talking about. She was just one more kooky old lady with kooky ideas about the supposed kooky magick that infected little pockets of the world after that weird lightning storm a couple of years ago. It was the stuff of conspiracy theorists and bored, disgruntled, or pathetically optimistic people with too much time on their hands and access to too many cable channels and internet chat boards. That his mother was among them was an embarrassing joke.

      But it didn’t feel like much of a joke now.

      Tingling, electric pain raced up his arms and legs toward his chest. It felt like being cooked alive. He thought he smelled real smoke pouring off of him as he staggered and grunted across the sand in the gathering darkness. He was so close to the seawater his mother had promised would save him. Almost there. He was going to be okay.

      He pulled off his shoes and stumbled into the surf, letting the salt water soak through his socks to his skin. He sucked in his breath as the cold water of the Pacific lapped around his ankles and knees, and his feet sank into the sand bit by bit as the gentle edge of one wave after another flowed around him and receded again, taking the pain in his chest along with it. He took a breath and started to laugh. He had to give credit to the old bird. His mother was an annoying nag, but she’d been right about this.

      He turned and looked back over the sandy shore. It was twilight on a Sunday, and the beach was empty of people. He scanned the clumps of beach grass and driftwood and surveyed the public boardwalk above. He expected to spy some renegade mage—was that the right word for it?—lurking nearby, but he was sure he was alone. Whoever had targeted him with this burning magick was keeping well out of sight.

      “Nice try!” he shouted at the empty beach. Was it wise to mock his attacker? He didn’t care. It was a stretch simply to acknowledge the curse. He wasn’t about to learn the rules that might govern such weirdness. The magick was painful, but it wasn’t like it was going to kill him. “Is that all you’ve got?”

      It tickled and sparked a little in his chest, but he laughed.

      He waited around, kicking his wet socks at the surf as the water soaked into his blue jeans and started spreading up his trouser legs. There was no answer from the beach, and the painful tingle had turned into a kind of pleasant buzz, like being high for the first time.

      Was it safe to step out of the water? The sky was growing darker, and he was starting to shiver as the cold water lapped around his calves. He didn’t think the ocean water would make him permanently immune, but maybe if he soaked his clothes in the surf, that would buy him enough time to get back to his apartment and to the crude amulet his mother had sent in the mail—assuming he didn’t succumb to hypothermia first. The amulet was a silly and ugly-looking thing, a hand-sewn muslin bag with semi-precious stone chips hot-glued to the outside. Inside was a mess of beads and tiny twigs, a few strands of hair, and what looked like bark dust but smelled like a spice cabinet. He’d almost thrown it away as soon as he opened the package, but then he decided to keep it around for when he was in a sour mood. Looking at that stupid thing and thinking about his mother’s addled superstitions was always good for a laugh.

      He’d have to rethink that now, though. He told himself that he would call her later when he was back at his apartment, tonight or maybe the next morning over breakfast, and they’d figure this out together. He’d have to swallow his pride a little and admit she was right, but he knew she liked that, and it made him smile.

      How long had he been standing in the surf, looking like an idiot? The residual buzz of the magickal attack faded to nothing, but there was a moment of panic when the spark of a new bonfire flared far down the beach. Maybe that was the conjurer, or maybe it was just some people camping out near the ocean at the beginning of autumn.

      He took a breath and stepped out of the water. He stood on the wet sand and waited for the return of the tingling pain of whatever spell or hex had hit him. Nothing. He chuckled—in part feeling stupid for believing in magick, even for a few minutes, and also feeling so invincible that even a modern witch couldn’t touch him. He was strong. He was special, just like his mother always said. The world was his for the taking. He grabbed his shoes and started climbing the shore toward the boardwalk stairs, coarse sand clinging to his wet socks and denim cuffs.

      The pain slammed him in the center of his chest, sizzled through his veins, and radiated outward along every rib bone. This pain was worse than before. Heart attack was his first thought, when rational thought returned, but he was athletic and only 29. He was in perfect health. A bad bowl of clam chowder, maybe? Really bad? He lurched forward and tried to ignore the pain, tried again to rationalize it away, but another wave shoved him hard and he fell on his butt in the sand. He looked into the sky, expecting an electrical storm, but the scene around him was calm. Stray wisps of clouds drifted over the few stars that were beginning to appear in the purplish blue of evening.

      Just in case, he ripped off the stainless steel “BALLER” bracelet his mother had given him in high school and tossed it into the sand. He would pick it up later, when he was sure the danger of a strike had passed. There was still no lightning, but the pain gripped him harder and wouldn’t let go. Electric pulses tore through the muscles in his torso, and he couldn’t breathe. He turned himself over and started crawling back toward the ocean—first on his hands and knees, and then on his belly as his strength gave out.

      “The sea will keep you safe,” he wheezed between jagged breaths that were gritty with sand. The searing sensation of being cooked alive returned. Every nerve in his body screamed at him to DO SOMETHING, NOW. It occurred to him that he might actually die. He wanted to shout for help, but there was no air left in his lungs and no will in his diaphragm.

      He reached the water and sobbed as the shallow edges of the waves touched his cheeks and his neck and soaked the collar of his shirt. His mouth and nostrils filled with frothy salt water, and his eyes and sinuses burned. But the electric pain didn’t recede with the touch of the ocean this time, and instead increased steadily. He dragged his body deeper into the surf and turned over on his back so the waves could buoy him and keep him from inhaling too much seawater, but there was no relief in floating.

      His body trembled and shook with the pulsing current of the curse, and he knew it was killing him. He stared up at the growing company of stars peeking through the darkening veil of clouds and flashed back on a memory of standing in a field somewhere with his mother long ago as she pointed out the constellations to him. The Little Dipper and the Big Dipper and the North Star. She’d fancied herself a witchy cosmic soul even then, with no training or direction—but with a growing library of purple-spined books written by charlatans that she took as gospel.

      Was that the North Star now over his head? He couldn’t be sure. He focused on the brightest point of light and tried to call out to her for help, but his breath was a weak shudder.

      “The sea will keep you safe.”

      His mother was wrong.
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      There’s nothing like the first pull of sea air in the morning. Filling my lungs with the smells of ocean brine, fish, kelp, and even a little seagull guano wakes and enlivens me in a gentler and deeper way than any caffeine.

      Not that I’m about to give up my morning caffeine, no matter what most of the neurologists advise. But when I stepped out onto the cottage’s beachfront porch in the early morning, beneath a still mostly dark sky, I stood at the top of the short staircase leading down to the sand and felt a sense of place I’d not found anywhere else. I won’t be precious and say that the sound of gulls fills me with purpose or gives my life meaning, or any of the pablum they peddle at Meridian Retreat on the other side of the bay. But, if you look for it, there is genuine comfort and solace to be found in and around Naghatune Bay—a peace that even deepened in the year or two since the magick landed here. Not everyone will acknowledge that, though.

      But this early October morning was foggy and brisk enough to offer its own non-magickal enchantment. I wiggled my toes inside my water-proof moccasins. Wool socks, check. I tugged at my olive green knit cap to reassure myself that it was there, then patted my waxed barn jacket and thought over every article of clothing I’d put on that morning. I ran through the mental inventory of the toddler-sized backpack I carry as a purse—phone, wallet, keys, meds, notebook. Everything was present and accounted for.

      You’d be surprised what you forget when you’re in pain. I once drove into town and didn’t realize until I was walking into the grocery store that I was still wearing my slippers. At least I always turned the stove off, and I’d locked myself out of my cottage only three times so far this year, so that’s progress.

      I fastened the top button of my jacket and looked out over the waves. My cottage sits on a small bump of land that marks the transition from the Pacific Ocean to the brackish water of Naghatune Bay. The real estate agent called this little bend of sand where my cottage sits a promontory, but that was just marketing. The surf was frothy and kicking up this morning. I still didn’t understand anything about tides or what kind of sky or sea portended good or bad weather. I shoved my hands into my pockets and felt the balled up pair of fingerless gloves that lived on the left side.

      Eight wooden steps bordered by tall beach grass lead down to the beach and would guide me to a pleasant walk along the shore into the town of Grady. But something held me back. I got a familiar tingly sensation across my shoulders and up my spine. Either something was wrong down on the beach, or I was feeling the aura of an oncoming migraine. It could have been both, actually, or it might have been the residue of that morning’s ghostly visitor, the one I was determined not to think about. I reached into my kiddie backpack purse and dug around for my prescription bottle.

      It was getting harder to live with the side effects of the pharmaceuticals. First one prescription, and then another when the old one stopped working and the pain came surging back. Not just migraines, but all the ghostly voices, too, although not a single doctor or neurologist I’ve seen knows that part of it. How can I tell them about the specters? “Yes, Doctor Whatsit, I’m dizzy and my head hurts an awful lot, and by the way I also see and talk to ghosts”? I know they’re real enough, but try convincing someone in a white coat.

      First came the square blue pills (selegene) for the chronic migraines, then round white ones (frovatriptan). The last prescription—yellow triangular pills, something-tryptamine, I think—finally stopped working, too, and now I was onto these little pink things. Adceparin. The pills were candy-colored freckles in my palm, a single one capable of stopping a new migraine, with or without aura, in its tracks. But with each new prescription came hellish weeks and months of adjustment while I waited for the actual pain-and-ghost-elimination benefit to kick in. Fatigue. Nausea. Brain fog. Insomnia. Heartburn so bad I had to stop eating. Every time I looked at a pill, I considered if not taking the meds and living with the pain, and the ghosts, would be better. Or at least less bad.

      I swallowed the pink adceparin and hoped for the best, then took a sharp left, parallel to the beach. I rationalized that I didn’t want to risk a wave of vertigo on the longer staircase down to the sand. The short, side staircase from the cottage porch took me to the concrete walkway that connected to the pedestrian path into town.

      Whatever was out there on the beach—if anything out of the ordinary was there at all—would have to wait. Again, I shoved away the thought of my ghostly, pre-dawn visitor. Maybe everything would clear itself up by the time I got back.
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        * * *

      

      I walked through fog on my way into Grady. Literal fog, in addition to some brain sluggification courtesy of the pill I’d taken. The fog rolling in off the water wasn’t as thick in Grady’s small commercial district, and the air was just cool enough for a brisk, eye-opening walk that helped clear some of the mental denseness. Like passing through a wispy cloud, in a mostly positive way.

      I tend to have a more optimistic outlook when I can get my body moving early in the morning, and doctors say it’s good for the pain. That doesn’t mean a simple walk is always easy. Sometimes I feel like a creaky, graying granny when I strike out for my “morning constitutional,” decades older than my thirty-two years. Ditto for carrying around prescription meds in my bag.

      According to my phone, it wasn’t quite 6:30 in the morning as I hit Main Street. Mayor Phil Lindquist was out early, opening his wife’s Chichi Boutique at an unusual hour. He was hard to miss on the pavement, fiddling with his keys as an ocean breeze toyed with the folds of his turquoise and orange broomstick skirt. The gauzy, graceful fabric snagged on the tops of his worn cowboy boots and clashed badly with his plaid flannel shirt.

      “Good morning, Surl—, Suri!” Phil’s ruddy face blushed a deeper red with the near miss, as if I didn’t know what everyone in town called me behind my back, and sometimes right to my face. He pushed back the brim of his western-style hat, exposing his thinning brown hair, and shrugged a silent apology.

      “Inventory day, Mr. Mayor?” I asked by way of a reply.

      “Janice is expecting a delivery. Scarves and hats for the autumn tourists.” His keys rattled in the lock of the glass door. “Always happy to place a special order, if you’ve got something in mind.”

      He gave a swish of his skirt. Phil isn’t a cross-dresser in real life, I don’t think, but in a town this size, public office doesn’t come close to being a full-time job, nor does it pay all that much. Phil often modeled Janice’s pretty skirts and pashmina scarves to attract tourists to the boutique while he was out and about on his official business, and when he wasn’t pushing paper behind his desk in the converted mortuary that was the nearest thing Grady had to a municipal space.

      A crisp breeze tickled the exposed skin on my neck, and I adjusted the top of my jacket. I nodded at Phil’s skirt. “Aren’t you cold?”

      He lifted the hem to reveal the jeans cuffed high over his boots and gave me a quick wink.

      I dipped my chin in reply as the mayor pushed his way inside the store. The next time I saw him, he might be strolling about on Main Street sporting a blousy, ankle-length dress in a teal-and-seafoam nautilus pattern over his trademark boots, though there wouldn’t be more than a handful of tourists in town today.

      As the year grows long and the days get steadily shorter, visitors to Grady and nearby Standish Beach cluster around the weekends. Naghatune Bay encompasses both towns and is only a couple of hours from Portland—the biggest city within 100 miles. Grady sees occasional day-trippers coming to town in pairs and trios in search of “authentic” coastal crafts, art, and jewelry or to rummage through the scores of antique shops that crowd the Oregon Coast. But this was a hazy Monday in October, when little towns like Grady are reliably quiet.

      Phil closed the door to Chichi Boutique behind him and I kept walking, in search of morning caffeine.

      The Tea Reader sits at the end of the block and directly across the street from the Knitting Genie. Five blocks make up the bulk of downtown Grady, though other commercial establishments are scattered farther afield. The Naghatune Taffy Works churns out genuine Oregon saltwater taffy for the tourist stops up and down the Coast, and Go Fish & Surf Supply is supposedly the best bait and tackle shop for miles around. All in all, a quaint little town and a place you’d think to be safe from mischief.

      It was exactly 6:37 when I arrived at the Tea Reader teahouse door. It was locked. The lights were on, at least. I rattled the wood and glass door and made a proper nuisance of myself until the new girl finally approached from within and unlocked the door for me. She mumbled an apology and stepped aside as I entered, then she raced toward the counter to get there before me. The old boards creaked under her feet and her dark ponytail swung with every step.

      Technically, I was her boss—I own both the bookshop and teahouse sides of the Tea Reader—but I didn’t know the girl’s name. I leave the particulars of running the teahouse to Barbara, the manager. The Tea Reader was two businesses in one, an arrangement I’d either stupidly or blissfully stumbled into. I hadn’t meant for my teahouse-plus-bookstore to become a social hub for the seaside hamlet of Grady, but there was an awful lot I never intended that came to pass anyway. Best laid schemes, and all that.

      I stopped just inside the glass storefront as a prickly sensation lifted the hairs on the back of my neck. The teahouse door opened and shut another four times and locals streamed in around me as I froze in place. Was it the morning ghost again, or another weird migraine symptom? I shook off the chill and took my place at the back of the line that was already forming at the counter.

      A dozen and a half mismatched wooden tables filled the teahouse, accompanied by a similarly eclectic collection of straight-back chairs. Four upholstered chairs sat near the front windows, and a battered but cozy loveseat nestled in the back corner of the airy space. For the purposes of decorating, I kind of loved having so many weird and wonderful antique shops nearby, and if anyone minded the teahouse’s complete lack of discernible style, I never heard about it directly. Barbara had picked the paint colors, though, and the blue-grey walls and white trim went nicely with the dark antique flooring and with the morning fog outside.

      The seats were empty now but wouldn’t be for long. Another five patrons were standing in line behind me and grumbling about the slow service.

      The Grady townspeople weren’t many in number, but there were enough regulars to keep the teahouse side of the business thriving. Or so Barbara kept telling me. I glanced toward the interior double doors, to the left of the bakery cases, that separated the bookshop from the teahouse; they were locked up tight and so would remain until I opened them. The book-selling side of the Tea Reader operation was not a big money-maker, and not only because I kept irregular hours. A cranky shop keeper by the nickname of Surly probably had something to do with it, too. Whatever. I needed my tea and my muffin, and then I’d see about getting to work.

      “Says she gets the horoscopes from the kelp. How do you even communicate with kelp? I mean, does it spell out words on the beach or something?” Morning gossip murmured in barely hushed tones behind me in the teahouse line. I couldn’t make out the response, but it wasn’t hard to guess they were talking about Marla Jackson’s quirky new housemate who often ambled along the shoreline in the mornings and evenings and talked to whatever had washed ashore with the tide. Ahead of me, a gruff older man confided to his companion that the restless ghost of the landlord’s recently deceased dog was causing impish pranks at the boarding house. He’d seen the disturbed potting soil himself, he said, and at least one overturned houseplant.

      Anywhere else, these stories would earn suspicious stares and maybe even raise alarm. In Naghatune Bay, it was barely interesting.

      All because a couple of years back, shortly after I arrived in Grady, a freak lightning storm struck Naghatune Bay. Some of the reputable news networks said the same happened simultaneously in about two dozen spots across the globe. There’d never been a particularly convincing explanation for what caused it—solar flares, shadow government weather experiment, bored aliens—but nothing in Grady was the same after. Quiet ghost stories and local legends from generations past were no longer so quiet. Spooky coincidences were commonplace, if you kept an open mind.

      Like going for a run on the beach for the first time in months only to stumble upon an old school friend from Tennessee who was in town and breaking out his own running shoes—that happened to Phil Lindquist, whose buddy was a political consultant and encouraged Phil to run for mayor. Or daydreaming about your late great-aunt Hilda’s brandied fruitcake while you’re up on the roof laying down new shingles, then climbing down the ladder to find Walt the mail carrier delivering a box of fruitcake from your cousin Jamal who was trying his hand at recreating the family recipe—that happened to Jerry Lantz. Months later, Hilda’s Delights was a mail-order business success for Jamal and the fruitcakes were practically a staple at Lantz’s Boarding House.

      Or having random boxes of rare books appear on your bookshop doorstep just in time to fill special orders that customers hadn’t even placed yet—that kept happening to me, although it had been almost two weeks since my mysterious patron had last struck.

      Still, who besides Jerry Lantz daydreams about fruitcake?

      Were there similar goings-on in those other places that got hit by the lightning? The international news rarely covered those sorts of stories, but enough of the local weirdness here leaked out via the internet to put our little town of Grady, neighboring Standish Beach, and greater Naghatune Bay on the map for an irritating influx of spiritual seekers. The area was already a haven for fortune-hunters lured by legends of hidden treasure in the surrounding mountains—the apocryphal treasure-hiders were variously indigenous locals, cursed conquistadores, or even rebellious extraterrestrials depending on who was spinning the yarn and how much they’d had to drink.

      And then a year ago, the mystical and possibly charlatan Meridian Retreat took over one of the hundred-year-old estates on the far side of the bay and started offering “spiritual sustenance” seminars. With countless Reddit and RealWyrd threads promising everything from ghost-sightings and “occult synergies” to spontaneous telekinesis and even religious redemption to any and all pilgrims, our little town and greater Naghatune Bay had become a hotbed of the kooky and strange.

      Ever since, summers have been an uncomfortable riot of New Age seekers, self-styled sorcerers, and gung-ho treasure hunters who descend on Naghatune Bay to find themselves or dig up untold riches. Most of them leave again by Labor Day, having stumbled across neither epiphany nor fortune.

      “Who knows?” exclaimed the woman behind me. I’d lost my place in eavesdropping on the conversation about divinatory kelp. “But here it is October already, and she’s still down on the beach every morning talking to the seaweed, so I’m afraid she might be here to stay. Speaking of newbies . . .” The woman raised her voice and made a noisy show of tapping her foot.

      I looked past the graying man ahead of me telling another ghost-dog story to see what the holdup was. The new girl was running the counter by herself, when she should have had help. I had paid little attention to her when she unlocked the doors, but now I saw how hard she was working. She was young and short and looked like a fragile, flustered doll as she took orders, made tea, and served fresh pastries and baked goods. She was overworked and overwhelmed but managed to keep a smile on her face. I wasn’t sure if that was admirable or superficial, but I liked her black t-shirt with worn white lettering: “Never Tell Me the Odds.” I knew I recognized those words from somewhere but couldn’t place the quote.

      Mr. Ghost Dog and his friend got their Salted Caramel Rose Tea Lattes to go—which were prepared with care, I noticed, despite the morning rush—and stepped aside. The barista ducked her head, cheeks flushing pink, when I stepped up to the counter. “Sur—, Ms. Mudge. What can I get for you?”

      I was about to ask for a London Fog—something fancy I’d read about online and had been meaning to try, and a foggy morning at the coast seemed a perfect fit. But a stabbing pain struck my left temple before I could get the first word out of my mouth.

      An ice pick headache. Sometimes I get hit with these instead of, or on top of, a migraine. So far, no medication or home remedy brought any relief. Ice pick headaches feel exactly how they sound—like getting stabbed in the skull with an ice pick, usually right above or inside my eye socket—and they come on without warning. Even if there were a pill I could take or a lotion I could apply, the pain would be gone again before I could reach for my purse.

      In the meantime, I was standing at the teahouse counter not saying anything, and the barista’s dark, distraught eyes widened with every passing second. Did she think I was having a stroke? I have no idea what I look like when an ice pick headache strikes. On the inside, everything in my brain gets shoved aside by blinding pain, and it can be jarring when the ice pick recedes and I find that I’ve missed a couple of seconds.

      The pain released, and my lungs filled with air. Had I been holding my breath?

      “Ms. Mudge?” The barista stared at me, her eyes glistening with worry or fear, or maybe both. “I’m sorry I was late opening this morning, Ms. Mudge. Ashton was supposed to be here to open, but he hasn’t shown up⁠—”

      Did she think I was upset with her, and that’s why I’d paused? I waved her off. Ashton was Barbara’s problem, and I didn’t feel like explaining my pain to a stranger—to an employee, I reminded myself. I did try to put her at ease with a smile, though. I ordered my London Fog Latte and an orange-cranberry muffin. The girl asked me how to make a London Fog, and I tried to remember what I’d read online. It would have been more sensible to order something familiar and comforting instead, especially when I was trying to unjumble my thoughts. But I refused to be thwarted by pain so early in the day, and the barista seemed eager to try something new. Between the two of us, we figured out a recipe that sounded close enough: Earl Grey tea, vanilla syrup, and steamed whole milk.

      “How are you doing this morning, Ms. Mudge?” she asked as she went to work on my drink. She wasn’t wearing a name tag, and in the weeks or months she’d been working this counter I hadn’t learned her name. More likely, I’d forgotten. Most of the Tea Reader baristas were summer short-timers, here and gone again in the blink of an eye, drawn in by the Naghatune Bay magick like so many others. But we were into autumn now. Maybe this earnest, harried barista would stick around.

      “You can call me Surly,” I told her. “Everyone else around here does.”

      She looked at me through a veil of mist as she heated the milk for my tea. “But is that your real name?”

      I gave a noncommittal grunt. Maybe I wasn’t Surly by birth, but I was by reputation. Surly. I wasn’t openly antagonistic, I didn’t think, but I wasn’t overtly friendly, either. Making connections doesn’t come easily when you’re in pain all the time. Small talk is annoying under the best circumstances, and excruciating when you can’t think straight. I wasn’t even approaching middle age yet. What would they call me then, or beyond? Something worse? Best to embrace Surly while I had the chance.

      The barista put my drink together quickly and with only one minor spill while the line behind me grew longer and extended out the front door and onto the sidewalk. I thanked her for my tea and muffin, hoping I didn’t sound too brusque, and left without paying—it was my business, after all. I did slip a couple of dollars into the tip jar, and the barista responded with a genuine smile.

      I glanced again at the locked doors to the bookshop side of the Tea Reader, reminded myself of the early hour and the recent ice pick headache, and made the easy decision to retreat to the cottage.

      A stiff breeze from the south had picked up by the time I stepped outside, and it carried the faint scent of manure from the dairies and farmland farther down the coast. The mist over the ocean was burning off with the rising sun, but my thinking was growing more clouded by the minute. I wished the fog would stick around, because a socked-in day is a soothing heavy blanket for my brain. Maybe it has something to do with the barometric pressure—though I’ve tried tracking those patterns to no avail—but the thick soup makes it a little easier to bear the headaches. Bright, sunny days are the worst, when the light sends sharp little darts into my eyeballs and my thinking is dull and muted. But I can nestle into the cozy reassurance of fog and take a hefty helping of pleasure in the spooky disorientation of my fellow townspeople. It kind of levels the playing field, I guess.

      But the skies were clearing this morning. Assuming there wasn’t a new ghost awaiting me at home, I hoped a hot shower would stave off the brain fog—an unfortunate side effect from pain meds, and sometimes from the pain itself.

      I took small bites of my muffin and left a steady trail of moist crumbs for the seagulls and the growing population of crows to follow. Black birds were supposed to be another sign that magick—or mayhem, depending—had come to Naghatune Bay. I gave up on the latte after a few sips. The new barista—I really was going to have to learn and remember her name—had followed our impromptu recipe to the letter, but the mixture of tea, foamy milk, and syrup sounded a lot more appealing than it tasted. It was hot, sweet, watery milk in my mouth, and the dairy wasn’t sitting well in my stomach. I finished my muffin and curled my fingers around the to-go cup as a hand warmer.

      Instead of following the sidewalk, I turned the corner just past the Chichi Boutique and took the public stairs down to the beach, descending into wisps of dissipating fog to make my way back home along the shore.

      Long blades of sharp beach grass scraped against my jeans as I reached the bottom of the stairs and trekked down the soft, shifting sand toward the harder pack near the water. The tide looked to be on its way out. Some people in Standish Beach and Grady ordered their lives by the tides, matching their daily rhythms to the ebb and flow of the ocean and the bay. I don’t know tides and I don’t know moon phases, but I tracked both for a time to see if there might be a connection to the headaches. There wasn’t.

      A lone figure up ahead moved in slow loops, swinging a flat circle at the end of a long pole over the sand. It was Monday morning and Howard Clay was out with his metal detector. He was on the beach most mornings through the summer, combing the sand for money clips, watches, and jewelry left by the tourists. In the fall and spring, he stuck mostly to Mondays and stayed home altogether during the winter storm season. Howard’s treasure hunting—based on hard evidence and yielding immediate results—made more sense and was infinitely more profitable than chasing vague legends of caches of gold buried in the hills.

      I saluted Howard with my half-full latte. He gave me a nod as I passed and jerked his chin toward a small domed tent about ten yards away. Orange and white nylon stretched over criss-crossing poles. The tent looked big enough to shelter two people comfortably, or maybe three or four who really liked each other. Probably weekend retreaters from Meridian squeezing an extra night out of their Naghatune experience. Camping on the beach was technically illegal this close to town, but there were no charred remains of a fresh fire pit and no food wrappers or beer bottles strewn about, nor was anyone sitting outside the tent picking tortured covers of Drake or Ariana Grande on a borrowed ukulele. I wasn’t going to call down the law on quiet campers who weren’t bothering anyone, and it didn’t look like Howard wanted to, either.

      Besides, I’d been doing my best to stay out of the way of one particular sheriff’s deputy.

      Another few yards, and I reached the familiar inland turn where the Pacific Ocean meets Naghatune Bay. I curved away from the water and trudged up the softening sand toward the long grass and rocky dunes that hid my cottage from view from the beach. The latte had gone cold. I skipped over a shallow stream that was draining one last tide pool into the ocean and poured the milky tea out onto the sand.

      Each footstep was more of a chore than the last as I climbed the drier, sloping sand that shifted beneath my shoes. And then my feet stopped. An icy dread, a dark feeling of just plain wrongness, sat heavy on my shoulders and held me in place. Something looked different, felt different, but it took long seconds for my foggy brain to resolve what my senses were screaming about. I was mere yards from the bottom of my weathered beachfront staircase. I studied the moss-covered boulder that had stood guard over these sands for probably decades, and the tangle of beach grass and driftwood jutting out around it.

      And then I saw it.

      “Can you hear me?” I remembered the ethereal voice that had wakened me before the dawn. I’d almost convinced myself it was just a bad dream, or a creaking pipe.

      I wanted to pretend I didn’t see the dark, water-logged denim that blended in with the driftwood. I wanted to race up the stairs to my cottage, lose myself in a hot shower, and forget what the ocean had deposited practically on my doorstep. But I couldn’t ignore the pale toes sticking out through worn holes in soggy woolen socks. Salt crystals encrusted the fabric, and legs, feet, and toes remained as still as death.

      “Can you hear me?” I shivered. Maybe that hadn’t been a dream.

      “I can hear you,” I whispered. I was going to have to call the deputy sheriff after all. I reached for the phone in my pocket, but a sand crab crawling up the wet sock and disappearing beneath the cuff of the dead man’s jeans turned my stomach with a sharp, churning cramp. I retched up my muffin into the sand and flew up the stairs to my cottage.
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      “Are you there?” I stood in the middle of my living room and cocked my head, listening for any response. A voice. An opening or closing door. Even a book falling off a shelf. But there was nothing even close to the bewildered voice that had whispered out of the darkness before dawn:

      “Can you hear me? Please. Where am I?”

      Through my front window, I watched the members of local law enforcement, already on the scene, mill around the bottom of my beach-front stairs—and around the body lying there, mercifully out of sight from my vantage point. The skies that looked to be clearing only a couple of hours earlier had turned to a slow autumn drizzle. I caught glimpses of dark blue, county-issued all-weather slickers through the beach grass. There were three men and a woman—a photographer—and they went about their business with a hushed professionalism that I certainly wasn’t feeling. I had maybe a few minutes before Sheriff’s Deputy Jim Vandenhauter headed up the steps. He’d want answers, beyond the standard witness statement, and I didn’t know what I could, or should, tell him.

      “Please? Can you hear me?” I recalled the pressure on my elbow and the glancing touch on my shoulder as the voice woke me. I couldn’t see his face, because he didn’t wear one. He wasn’t aware enough of himself for that. But his ghost was clammy and smelled of salt. Is there such a thing as breath mints for ghosts?

      Then had come the grasping. Not actual fingers clutching at my clothing or pinching my skin, but a desperate confusion as I felt him moving toward me out of the void, seeking me out. He didn’t know my name, not yet, but he’d learn it soon enough and then I’d be stuck with him. I’d tried to ignore him—you can’t really hide from a ghost, not that I didn’t still try—but then there was that body at the bottom of the stairs. Kind of hard to ignore that.

      I wanted to chalk it up to a fun new side effect from my migraine medication, but I wasn’t sure if hallucinations would be preferable to a haunting. One, the body at the bottom of my stairs was too much of a coincidence. And two, it had been almost two hours since I’d taken that little pink pill, and I’d since had another three ice picks in my left eye and felt the hooks of a migraine laying hold over my right eye. One of the blissful side effects of adcedparin—and of every other migraine medication I’d tried—was a dulled sensitivity to spirits in addition to blunting the pain. But today, the new pink pills were doing a poor job on both counts.

      I turned my back to the window and to the little police scene playing out on the beach. I planted my hands on my hips and yelled at the ceiling, as if maybe that’s where the ghost was hiding. “Come on! Where are you? Do you want me to help you or not? I don’t have all day.”

      A gentle knock sounded behind me, and I nearly jumped out of my skin. A reluctant medium who startles easily, that’s me. I’m not sure what I hoped to find when I turned around. A full formed apparition of the dead person on the beach, maybe? I hadn’t looked any further than those pale, denim-clad legs jutting out from the driftwood and grass, so I didn’t even know the unfortunate person’s gender. But the spectral voice that had awakened me was distinctly male.

      There was a man behind me, all right, but he was no ghost. Deputy Vandenhauter—Jim—stood on the other side of my beachfront picture window, and he held his dark, broad-brimmed hat in his hands as he peered through the glass at me. If he’d heard me yelling at my shy ghost, it didn’t show in his face. But then he never did reveal much.

      I waited a few seconds more, but my ghost—if it had existed in the first place—wasn’t putting in an appearance. I reached for the door’s chipped crystal knob.

      The deputy’s face was all apology and concern when I opened the door. “Suri,” he said, my name hovering somewhere between a question and a statement.

      “Deputy Vandenhauter.” My tone was simultaneously too bright and more combative than I intended. It wasn’t his fault that there was a dead body at the bottom of my stairs, or that I had a headache. But given that he was my ex-boyfriend and one of the few people who knew I sometimes talked to ghosts, I hoped he’d cut me some slack.

      He stopped his grimace before it spread across his face and ended up looking like he was trying to work a seed out of his teeth instead. It didn’t mar his effortless, rugged handsomeness, though. It was early yet on a Monday morning, when any other respectable adult would at least be showing some wear and tear from the weekend, but Jim was clean-shaven and looked sharp in his pressed uniform—basically a recruitment poster for law enforcement. Even his wet jacket looked tailored and neat, and the drizzle of rain outside hadn’t so much as ruffled his sandy-brown hair.

      “So it’s like that today? Okay, Miss Mudge.” He straightened up tall—nearly six feet, but not quite—and settled his hat on his head. “It must have been an unpleasant shock, coming across a body like that. Right at your doorstep, too.”

      He raised his eyebrows and waited for me to respond. Monday morning, and my week was already off to a crappy start. The pounding at my temples was growing worse by the minute. I was in no mood to play along.

      “I don’t know how it happened, so don’t ask me,” I said. “I didn’t have any out-of-town visitors go missing, and I didn’t have an overnight guest. I didn’t hear or see anyone on the beach last night. I don’t know who that might be down there. Just do what you need to do and leave me out of it, okay?”

      Jim grimaced, for real this time. “I wish I could, but this might not be a simple drowning. There are burn marks on the body. Coroner will have to take a closer look.”

      His words were more needles in my skull. First, I wasn’t sure there was anything “simple” about drowning—someone was still dead, right? I didn’t have the benefit of Jim’s professional experience and perspective. I was feeling rattled, and I still hadn’t had any decent caffeine. I took a breath to steady myself. Of course, it wouldn’t be a simple drowning, because I wasn’t that lucky. Not that finding a water-logged corpse at the bottom of my stairs was lucky, regardless of how it got there.

      “Burn marks?” I asked. “Like from a taser?” I almost sounded like I knew what I was talking about.

      “Maybe? Ennis will have a look.” He glanced around my living room, then peered down the hallway behind me. I watched his azure blue eyes take everything in, and I willed myself to remain rooted to the spot instead of shuffling over to the kitchen to start a pot of tea to share, or to offer a plate of cookies. This wasn’t a social call. One glance at Jim’s gun belt was a sober reminder of that. But he still had a way about him, disarming and reassuring and . . . Oh, he was talking to me again.

      “You, uh, notice anything . . . off, lately?”

      “Jim . . .” I began, but I really had no idea what I wanted to say. He was asking abut my special talent, as if I had a network of spectral informants at my disposal. I did get bits of information sometimes, but I had a poor track record when it came to relying on tips from otherworldly sources. Jim knew that better than anyone. I’d seen the bullet wound when it was fresh, and he probably carried an ugly scar all these years later. That he was still interested in any spook-related information I might have to share was a wonder to me and a testament to his character. He never did give up on anybody. It was both admirable and maddening.

      “Anything you can tell us—tell me—could be a big help.”

      “What makes you think it wasn’t a drowning? I mean, plus whatever caused the burn marks.”

      Jim caught himself before he smiled, but the tick at the corners of his mouth was unmistakable. “You.”

      “I may be a cranky old bat, Mr. Deputy, but I certainly didn’t kill anyone.”

      He laughed. “You being a murderer is probably the last conclusion I’d come to. As for the cranky bat thing, maybe. But you’re younger than I am, Suri, and I take exception to you calling yourself old.”

      I liked the way my name rolled off his tongue, and his manner was easy and comfortable. But through the window at his back, I spotted the Duniway County coroner coming up the steps. There was still a dead body on the beach below.

      I looked again at Jim. “What did you mean, then?”

      The coroner—Ennis, according to Jim’s earlier comment—knocked on the door. The poor fellow looked rough and ragged in his rain slicker and unremarkable khaki trousers. He’d probably had to drive all the way from the county seat in Hattieville for this nuisance. Jim motioned through the window for him to wait until he was finished questioning the witness—that would be me. Ennis turned to face the beach and pulled up his collar against the rain. The roof overhang above the porch offered some protection, but it looked like the wind was picking up. We’d be into storm season on the coast before much longer.

      “I just find it mighty curious that you of all people would find a body washed up on your doorstep,” Jim said. “Considering we’ve not had a suspicious death around here since . . . Well, since before I came to town, anyway.”

      Jim had come to Grady not long after I landed here myself. By that time, it had been years since we’d last seen each other—not since I fled Oregon City for parts unknown. He swore he hadn’t known I was living in Naghatune Bay when he took the job here as deputy sheriff, responsible for law enforcement in both Grady and Standish Beach. He’d called it kismet, though neither of us believed in that sort of thing—not at the time, at least. Life at the coast and all its attendant weirdness was beginning to change my mind, but there was no way fate had dumped an anonymous body on my doorstep.

      Something soft and cold touched the base of my neck, like the light pressure of a chilled fingertip. Maybe not so anonymous. I shivered and tried to turn it into a shrug, for Jim’s sake. “Coincidence?”

      “Maybe.” Jim glanced around my cottage. It wasn’t the tidiest space—chronic migraines and immaculate housekeeping don’t exactly go together—but the place was clean enough. I resisted the urge to immediately start organizing the books that were spread across the old trunk I used as a coffee table, or to fold the wool blanket that was wadded up on the couch. It wasn’t like I had laundry strewn all over the furniture; I’d seen to that the night before.

      But Jim seemed to be looking for something, and he frowned when he didn’t find it. “You’ll tell me if you, umm, sense anything? About how that young man ended up at the bottom of your stairs?”

      “If I sense anything?” I asked—with only a hint of mockery, I promise. At least now I knew the gender of the deceased. The same as the morning’s elusive ghost.

      Can you hear me?” The memory of that voice out of the darkness echoed again. For Jim’s sake, and for my own peace of mind, I’d do some more hunting after the authorities were well away from my cottage. And maybe also after I’d had a nap.

      “If you learn anything new, regardless of the source, you know where to find me.” He didn’t spell out what he was asking for, and I was grateful for that, even though we both knew what he meant. Maybe it was because the coroner was outside and might be listening in. Having other people in Duniway County know about my uncomfortable talent was not the additional complicating factor I was up for, and this was precisely why I didn’t want to get involved in whatever investigation Jim was thinking about launching. I didn’t think it would end well for either of us.

      “You think someone killed that poor person out there.“ I made a point not to ask anything more about the man on the beach; the less I knew, the better. “And then dropped them at the bottom of my stairs on purpose? That there’s a murderer at large in Naghatune Bay?”

      Ennis, or whatever his name was, pushed open the door. He was tired of waiting outside in the rain, I guess. He stomped his rubber boots on the welcome mat outside but still managed to scatter water everywhere as he stepped inside and shook his rain slicker.

      “Now, now, no one’s said anything about murder.” Ennis shot an irritated look in Jim’s direction, then gave me an apologetic shrug. His meaning was clear enough: He didn’t trust small town, superstitious hicks like Jim or me to have enough common sense to not jump to hysterical conclusions, and the area’s mystical reputation didn’t help to dispel that prejudice. He probably thought we were on the verge of blaming the whole thing on aliens or a rogue sea witch. “There’s no sense getting all upset over nothing. All signs so far point to an accidental death. You folks forget this kind of thing happens at the beach, I’m afraid, regardless of the season. I’ve seen it all before, and you’re in expert hands now. We’ll have confirmation once I get back to some proper facilities where I can conduct a thorough examination.”

      The look on Jim’s face told me that he disagreed with Ennis’s assessment, and that the coroner was about five minutes and three more insults away from being the victim of a murder himself, or at least a polite or oblique burn, right there in my living room.

      “No one’s upset.” Jim’s voice was steady and almost pleasant, even through clenched teeth. He glanced my way. “And no one’s closing the door on any possibilities just yet, either.”

      Ennis made a few more comments dripping with derision—including a complaint about not being able to get a decent cup of coffee in Grady. That was enough to earn him my immediate enmity, and Jim was quick to step into my eye-line in case my migraine chose that moment to let up enough for me to share some choice comments of my own.

      “No one drinks coffee in Grady,” I muttered instead.

      Jim coughed back a laugh before he thanked me for my time and guided Ennis back outside into the rain. After the door closed behind them and they started down the stairs, I counted precisely eleven seconds before I heard them yelling at each other down on the beach.
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        * * *

      

      Despite a few cautious entreaties on my part, the elusive ghost in my cottage did not make its presence known while I took a shower, made some toast to make up for the muffin I’d retched up earlier, and got myself ready to head back over to the bookshop.

      In my limited and not particularly expert experience, there’s no real trick to calling out to a spirit. It’s not like I light a ring of candles or draw ancient summoning symbols on the floor. If demons or the like actually exist, I haven’t run across them before, and I know precisely squat about spiritual self-protection. So basically, it was just me pacing around the living room asking, “Hey, are you there? Do you need something? Or is waking me out of much-needed sleep just how you get your afterlife jollies?”

      If there’s a science to ghost wrangling or a ritual to be observed, I remain clueless.

      Still, I was wary about reaching out to the spirit of the dead person on the beach. I wasn’t wild about inviting an unfamiliar personality into my life, along with any unpleasant or even violent confusion they might manifest. Just because the ghost had seemed innocuous enough before dawn was no guarantee things wouldn’t turn ugly.

      All I got in reply was empty silence, so I left the cottage and got on with my day. At least the headache was beginning to recede. I was still feeling sluggish and off-kilter—side effects of the meds, most likely. Walking is my best and only regular exercise, but this new drug had me feeling more clumsy and awkward than usual. I felt like I’d just run a marathon after not sleeping for a week, and I muttered, “Dig in, Suri, dig in,” under my breath as I walked the paved pathway into Grady for the second time that morning.
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        * * *

      

      The Tea Reader bookshop has its own front entrance, separate from the teahouse, though they occupy the same old building. The combined space takes up a half-block of prime real estate in Grady’s small but active commercial district. But where the teahouse’s main doors open onto the street to lure in passersby with aromatic promises of steaming cups of fragrant teas and locally baked savories and pastries, the bookshop entrance is hidden deep inside a covered porch on the side of the building that opens onto an alley. It’s a shadowy and disquieting alcove, almost Victorian-looking with its ornate balusters, decorative trim, and other millwork painted deep mauve and black. The entrance is also surrounded by untamed shrubbery. It’s probably bad for business to put such a forbidding face to the world, but I liked the quiet inside my bookshop and I could be sure that anyone coming through that particular door had a proper reason and purpose for being there.

      Of course, keeping that entrance dark and eerie means I sometimes have trouble making out the lock even in broad daylight, as evidenced by so much scratched paint on the door. I fumbled with my keys as I stepped into the shadows, felt the temperature drop a solid five degrees in the familiar and soothing shade, and then tripped over something heavy and solid and nearly smashed face-first into the door. Some wild creature rustled in the shrubbery as I cursed at my barked ankle. My eyes adjusted to the gloom, and I spotted a cardboard box peeking out from beneath a massive fern that was threatening to overgrow its planter.

      My mysterious patron had struck again.

      I come across these curious porch deliveries a few times a month. It started not long after the teahouse opened but before the bookshop side was in operation. These boxes typically contain rare books, out-of-print titles, and sometimes kitschy trinkets, all apparently meant for the bookshop’s inventory. They are left anonymously, and there’s never an invoice.

      The boxes also usually herald a bookshop customer within the next few hours, someone who will walk through the front door in need of something from that morning’s mystery delivery. I was grateful my patron hadn’t left a wooden crate this time, as they normally did, or I might have gotten a nice gash in my shin instead of minor abrasions.

      I unlocked the bookshop and dragged the box inside. It was heavier than it looked—boxes of books always are. I shoved it across the floor, around a couple of antique tables stacked with paperbacks, blank journals, and various and sundry “gifts for readers”—cute little items like clip-on reading lights and brass pineapple bookmarks that are perfect for stuffing stockings and filling last-minute gift bags, but are rarely put to good use—until I reached the L-shaped sales counter I’d cobbled together from the building’s original restaurant reception desk and a glass display case with a worn wooden countertop from one of Grady’s antiques shops.

      I heaved the box up onto the counter with a loud grunt—I didn’t care if anyone in the teahouse could hear me—and pushed it into an empty corner, then went about my slow ritual of switching on the lights, releasing the window shades, and turning on the tablet that served as my sales register, even though hardly anyone ever bought anything.

      I’d wanted a simple occupation to fill my days just enough. The migraines have kept me from full-time work for years, but I still have to make a living. I’d been on the other side of the country and at the end of another short-term lease and another ill-fitting part-time job when I spotted the online sales notice in Grady. The building was nearly as old as the town itself and had sat empty for long enough that I didn’t have to haggle over the price.

      Buying the building meant coming back to Oregon, but Naghatune Bay was nearly a hundred miles from Oregon City—the city I’d fled—and I needed to do something with the settlement money. I had just enough left after purchasing the Tea Reader building for a hefty down payment on my little cottage. I still had to take out a sizable bank loan for renovations for both sides of the business, but it almost felt like my new life in Naghatune Bay was meant to be, and that made me uncomfortable and suspicious enough to keep my guard up.

      The Tea Reader bookshop offers an eclectic mix of rare and weird titles to anyone who braves entry. I did initially organize the books by the Dewey Decimal System—the aspiring librarian in me may never truly die—but someone kept re-shelving everything into an indecipherable mess, so I eventually gave up on establishing any kind of order. I have the occasional dream about trying to re-organize, but then I wonder if I might be better off leaving “all things library” far behind me. Everything except the actual books, of course.

      These days, there’s no discernible theme to the array of available topics, other than having interested me at one time or another—apart from the books my mystery patron left on my doorstep. There’s a thoughtfully curated selection of books on coastal myths and legends, shelved next to volumes on the history of and instruction in the sport of curling. A couple of shelves house a grab-bag of natural pain relief, world mythology, and compassionate dog training—from my days of folly when I’d thought about getting a pet, before I became resigned to the reality that I have a hard enough time looking after only myself.

      I admit I sometimes cringe at the instant pot cookbooks and guides to container gardening sitting in immediate proximity to historical memoirs of European mediums and other random occult books I regularly find in the anonymous delivery boxes.

      Tall bookcases line every wall, with freestanding shelving units in neat rows in between. Just enough light comes through the windows to create a migraine-friendly cave-like atmosphere. I’d set up a little reading nook toward the back of the shop, where I take breaks or sometimes spend entire days curled up with a good read, sheltered from the rest of the world and even from the rest of the Tea Reader. The front is mostly display tables, including a large rustic-looking square thing that I’d found bolted to the floor when I bought the place and which stubbornly refused to be moved. That table holds most of the strange and possibly magickal artifacts from my mystery deliveries, like old Tarot decks missing a few cards, antique I Ching coins, dusty greeting cards with whimsical themes from the twentieth century, along with five Punching Nun puppets, a plastic Buddy Christ statue, and a squawking rubber chicken that keeps reappearing on the table no matter how many times I put it out with the trash.





OEBPS/images/willislogo9.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





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/hc01_crookedcurse_cvr.jpg
JENNIFER WILLIS -

HAUNTED COAST BOOK ONE






