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  This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to persons living or dead are purely coincidental.




  




  Dedication




  To my husband who makes trying new ventures together exciting and not so scary. Love you.Spirit Inn




  Spirit Inn




  Sarah stood shivering in front of the Spirit Inn their new home, the cold was forcing her to lick her lips as she gazed at the Inn. Thankfully it never usually got this cold in March in Bright Water, Oregon, a town of twenty thousand on the West Coast, at least not for very long.




  It wasn’t the prettiest place she’d ever been in or seen, but oh, the potential. There was so much potential, and it was hers. Actually, it was her and her sister Irene’s potential.




  The wind was fresh with the scents of salt and seaweed from the ocean and aromatic pine from the surrounding forest.




  The building was a two-story, weathered wood structure, with wooden siding painted sage green, dark brown shutters, and an old coat of white paint on the trim. There was a long, wide, wooden veranda leading to oak-and-glass double front doors.




  It was bigger than she remembered it, and it had been only two weeks ago that they had walked through the whole property.




  It had been a grand home when it was first built over one hundred years ago, and it had gone through various conversions, hotels, motels, and names. The property was located on the top of a hill but had no view.




  At the back of the main building was a small, self-contained, two-bedroom cottage she and her five-year-old daughter, Nelly, would share.




  Sarah was excited. She wanted to get inside the main house, look around, and then get set up in the cottage. She wanted to start making it into a real home for her and Nelly.




  She smelled the sweet scent of lavender. It was so strong she could taste it on her lips. She licked her lips again as she looked down at five-year-old Nelly, who was holding up a sprig of lavender she had just picked from a bush next to them.




  “For me?” asked Sarah as she took the lavender.




  Nelly looked up at her, Nelly’s bright blue eyes were happy and excited. Her soft blonde curls were bobbing. The blonde curls were a gift from her father, and her small nose and elfin chin were much like Sarah’s. She was starting to bounce on her toes, trying to contain her excitement.




  Sarah took the offered sprig as a gust of wind pulled it from her grasp and like unseen fingers, braided her hair and the lavender sprig together. She thought she heard soft, gentle laughter in the wind.




  “Pretty lady,” said Nelly, her blue eyes twinkling.




  Sarah looked around and there was no one there besides her older sister Irene, herself and Nelly. She must be referring to Irene, a tall, slender woman with shoulder-length, dark-brown hair shot with silver, a woman in her late forties. Her eyes were a deep green hazel and often mirrored her emotions.
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