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P.J. Night's latest installment in the spooky and spectacular Creepover series for
middle-grade girls is a level 5 on the Creep-o-Meter.

In Is She For Real?, Bethany has just moved to Old Warwick, a quaint old town
that is said to be haunted by the ghost of Lady Warwick. Lady Warwick lived
centuries ago and died of a broken heart…but her grave was found empty shortly
after her death. Legend says that Lady Warwick was buried alive and still roams
Old Warwick today in search of her lost love. Bethany hears all about the legend
from her new friends and thinks it’s all pretty corny—until really strange things
start happening to her. With a ring on her finger that looks just like the one Lady
Warwick wore, and a new boyfriend with chilling similarities to Lady Warwick’s
lost love, Bethany’s friends have to wonder: Is real life imitating legend...or
becoming legend?
     This tale is a level 5 on the Creep-o-Meter. Super scary!
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Editorial Review

About the Author
A lifelong night owl, P. J. Night often works furiously into the wee hours of the morning, writing down
spooky tales and dreaming up new stories of the supernatural and otherworldly. Although P. J.’s
whereabouts are unknown at this time, we suspect the author lives in a drafty, old mansion where the
floorboards creak when no one is there and the flickering candlelight creates shadows that creep along the
walls. We truly wish we could tell you more, but we’ve been sworn to keep P. J.’s identity a secret…and it’s
a secret we will take to our graves!

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
Nate Carlson was psyched to take his metal detector to the beach. The walk to the beach was a short one
because the beach was right behind his house. “The beach is my backyard!” Nate used to tell his friends
when he was little. He supposed he got that line from his parents, who said it all the time. It was true,
anyway, and pretty awesome. There was a small lawn between his house and the beach, but that was it. Nate
felt that wonderful familiar feeling of anticipation as he approached the sand. It was a cloudy, windy day, so
he had the beach to himself.

Slipping off his shoes, Nate stepped onto the cool sand. He switched on the metal detector and started
walking, scanning the sand back and forth.

A large black bird swooped near his head. As he ducked, he thought of his twin sister, Lissa. That bird would
have sent her running home. Birds totally creeped her out, especially when they flapped too close to her
head. He looked up to see a few of them circling above. The others were dive-bombing the water, catching
food. They would drop straight down out of the sky, beak forward, disappear into the water, then come up
with a crab struggling in their beaks.

It was cool to watch. He had never noticed this type of bird before, but then again, he never paid much
attention to birds.

Beep, beep, beep! Nate’s thoughts about birds were interrupted by the sound of the metal detector going off.
Nate bent down and dug around a little. All he found was an old, crushed tin can. He left it there and kept
walking, looking at the variety of shells along the tide line. His favorite were the jackknife clams, which
were long and thin, and the jingle shells, which his mother called “angels’ toenails” because of their golden
shiny hue. Nate’s mom said a lot of things that, in Nate’s opinion, were pretty corny.

Beep, beep, beep! He dropped to his knees and dug around, not finding anything at all. But when he scanned
the spot again, the detector kept beeping. He dug deeper—still nothing. But when he scanned the spot again,
beep, beep, beep!

He dug deeper than he had before, the sand growing colder and damper the deeper he went. He felt around in
the sand for something, anything, but couldn’t find the source of what was setting off the detector. But still
… Beep, beep, beep!

He had dug maybe three feet down with his bare hands when a tiny flash of gold caught his eye. He fished
around until his fingers closed around something. Pulling his hand free, Nate looked in his palm and saw it:
A small, perfect ruby ring. This may actually be treasure, Nate thought. He sat and stared at it as he brushed



the sand off with the bottom of his shirt, squinting to get a better look. He realized that the late afternoon sun
had gone down, and the sky had suddenly grown quite dark. A strange feeling settled over him just then. He
looked around—had anyone seen him find this ring? Should he show someone? The strange feeling grew
deeper, and on some level, Nate realized he felt very nervous all of a sudden. Were there rules of buried
treasure? Should he call the police?

What is going on with me? Nate wondered, trying to dismiss the feeling and focus, instead, on his discovery.
But before he could do either, a loud crack startled him. He looked up to see a brilliant flash of lightning
over the ocean. I’d better get home fast, Nate thought. He had promised his parents he’d never use the metal
detector outside on the beach in stormy weather. The sun had been shining just a few moments ago, but a
storm was definitely coming. Nate knew it wasn’t safe to be outside with the metal detector during a
lightning storm. Quickly shoving the ring deep in his pocket, he ran to gather his shoes and head inside.

I am the owner of actual buried treasure, he thought as he walked, the ring safely in his pocket. But what do
I do with it? Maybe I should give it to my love. He almost laughed out loud at the thought. Ha! There are no
girls at school I even like that way, much less love.

When Nate got home, he deposited his metal detector on the enclosed porch in the back of the house and
headed inside for a snack. Standing in the kitchen at the side of the house, he saw a moving van parked on
his street. Three men were carrying boxes and furniture into the empty house on the other side of the
graveyard. If Nate’s backyard was the beach, his “side yard” was a graveyard, which was just as unique, but
not quite as much fun, since his parents didn’t exactly let him hang out there. At the other side of the
graveyard was a large house that had been vacant for months, since old Mr. Reiney had passed away. But it
looked like someone was finally moving in. Nate was curious and headed back out the door to investigate.

Crossing the graveyard, he saw a couple about his parents’ age, an older woman, and a girl about his age
standing on the porch of the house. As he approached, the couple waved and the girl smiled.

Nate wasn’t shy. He waved back and smiled at the girl.

The man was the first to speak. “Hello there!” he called. “Come on up to the porch!” He and his wife and the
old lady and the girl were all looking at Nate.

The girl was beautiful, with long, curly blond hair that swooped over one eye, and the lightest, brightest blue
eyes Nate had ever seen.

“I’m Richard, and this is my wife, Sally, and my aunt Mimi,” he said, gesturing toward the old woman, who
smiled but didn’t say anything. “And this is our daughter, Bethany.”

Bethany smiled at Nate. “Hi,” she said simply. Nate stood and stared at Bethany, trying to think of
something to say. His mind was suddenly blank.

Think, Nate! Speak! Say something! “Hi,” he finally said to the small group. “I’m Nate Carlson, and I live
over there on the other side of the graveyard. My parents run the bed-and-breakfast, but we live there too.”
He pointed to his house. “I guess the neighbors in between our houses can’t really introduce themselves,” he
added, then cringed at his attempt at humor. Did that sound lame? he wondered.

But Bethany laughed, so Nate relaxed.



“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Nate,” Richard said. “You two look about the same age. Are you in seventh
grade?”

“Yes.” Nate nodded.

“Well, I guess we’ll be seeing each other in school then,” Bethany said. She gave a quick wave and went into
the house.

“Well, bye,” Nate said to the group.

“Great meeting you, Nate,” Bethany’s mom said.

“You too. See you later.” Nate turned and headed home, all the time forcing himself not to turn around to see
if Bethany had come back out of the house.

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Debra Lovern:

This Is She for Real? (You're invited to a Creepover) book is just not ordinary book, you have after that it the
world is in your hands. The benefit you receive by reading this book will be information inside this e-book
incredible fresh, you will get facts which is getting deeper you actually read a lot of information you will get.
This Is She for Real? (You're invited to a Creepover) without we recognize teach the one who studying it
become critical in pondering and analyzing. Don't always be worry Is She for Real? (You're invited to a
Creepover) can bring when you are and not make your handbag space or bookshelves' turn into full because
you can have it within your lovely laptop even cell phone. This Is She for Real? (You're invited to a
Creepover) having excellent arrangement in word and layout, so you will not sense uninterested in reading.

Rosa Crowe:

In this period globalization it is important to someone to get information. The information will make
professionals understand the condition of the world. The healthiness of the world makes the information
simpler to share. You can find a lot of referrals to get information example: internet, paper, book, and soon.
You can observe that now, a lot of publisher which print many kinds of book. Typically the book that
recommended for your requirements is Is She for Real? (You're invited to a Creepover) this e-book consist a
lot of the information of the condition of this world now. This particular book was represented just how can
the world has grown up. The terminology styles that writer make usage of to explain it is easy to understand.
The particular writer made some study when he makes this book. That is why this book suited all of you.

Jeremy Jones:

As a scholar exactly feel bored for you to reading. If their teacher requested them to go to the library or to
make summary for some reserve, they are complained. Just very little students that has reading's spirit or real
their interest. They just do what the educator want, like asked to the library. They go to generally there but
nothing reading critically. Any students feel that studying is not important, boring along with can't see



colorful pictures on there. Yeah, it is to become complicated. Book is very important in your case. As we
know that on this age, many ways to get whatever we want. Likewise word says, many ways to reach
Chinese's country. Therefore this Is She for Real? (You're invited to a Creepover) can make you truly feel
more interested to read.

David Paras:

A number of people said that they feel weary when they reading a reserve. They are directly felt the item
when they get a half regions of the book. You can choose the book Is She for Real? (You're invited to a
Creepover) to make your current reading is interesting. Your skill of reading skill is developing when you
just like reading. Try to choose easy book to make you enjoy to learn it and mingle the opinion about book
and reading through especially. It is to be very first opinion for you to like to open a book and examine it.
Beside that the guide Is She for Real? (You're invited to a Creepover) can to be your brand new friend when
you're sense alone and confuse with the information must you're doing of the time.
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