
CURSES!

THE FOLLOWING PRESENTATION OF 

Warren the 13th
contains:

CURSES!
WITCHES!
S E C R E T  C O D E S !
monsters!
(AND SOME LIGHT DUSTING.)

* Not actual cover. Just a rough comp.

A two-color, illustrated MG novel with Gothic and Victorian overtones featuring the 

misadventures of a cursed 12-year-old bellhop trying to save his family’s hotel from a horde

of treasure-seeking opportunists that includes witches, scientists, and thieves! (Phew!)WHAT IS IT?
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Warren gave a jolt as Annaconda’s voice 
shrieked through the crackling intercom, 
echoing off the dilapidated walls of the hall. 
“WAAAAAAREN! Lobby - NOW!”
 
Warren groaned. She must have found out he 
hadn’t made it to the music room. Why did he 
always let himself get so distracted?

With a pitter-patter of his tiny feet, Warren 
jogged out of the hall, and down a winding 
staircase, leaping over the 103rd step on the way 
down (since it was, in fact, missing), and taking 
care to avoid stepping on a snail that lurched 
across his path between the 3rd and 2nd floor.

Breathless, he skidded onto the chipped check-
erboard marble of the lobby floor in what he felt 
was record time - nine seconds! The look on 
Annaconda’s face told him she was not nearly as 
impressed.
 
She towered over him, her gnarled hands fixed 
squarely on her bony hips that jutted out against 
the fabric of her long, black dress. Annaconda 
always dressed as though she were headed to a 
funeral, and sometimes Warren wondered if it 
was in anticipation his own, given how much she 
hated him.

She wasn’t much fond of her husband, either. 
Uncle Rupert, as usual, lay snoring, obliviously, 
in a puddle of his own drool at the front desk.

“I’m sorry!” Warren blurted before Annaconda 
had a chance to yell at him. “I was just about to 
—“ 

Annaconda hissed. “Come here.”
Warren shut his mouth and followed his aunt to 
the formidable double doors at the front of the 
hotel. The hinges wailed loudly like tortured 
cats as Annaconda yanked them open (Rupert 
muttered something unintelligible, but slept 
on). 

Warren was puzzled - was his aunt not upset 
about the music room, after all? No, it seemed 
her mind was somewhere else. Warren would 
have felt relieved were it not for the angry lines 
furrowing his aunt’s pale brow as she gave 
Warren a light shove, forcing him outside. 

The October air was brisk, and husks of dead 
leaves swirled drearily on the cracked pavement 
of the hotel’s U-shaped driveway. The driveway 
curled around a central fountain that once held 
giant stone statues of leaping fish with sparkling 
water arcing gracefully from their puckered lips, 
but now the fountain was bone dry and the fish 
had crumbled into frightening grotesqueries.
 
Warren liked to daydream about the days when 
his father, the 12th, still ran the place. Back 
then, the hotel was still called “The Warren”, 
and grand cars, rumbling and gleaming, would 
roll up to admit all manner of fabulous guests, 
resplendent in tuxedos, gowns, jewels, and 
pearls. A dozen bellhops in matching uniforms 

“Quiet!” 
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wasn’t entirely sure, even though he had been 
through this hall thousands of times. In fact, he 
was quite unable to pass through the Hall of 
Ancestors without stopping a moment or two to 
admire the portraits of all his forefathers, and 
imagine his own likeness hanging there amongst 
them.

On one end was the founding father of the hotel, 
Warren the 1st, a stern and militant man with a 
clenched jaw and a thin, white mustache that 
sprang to attention. His face was slightly red, as 
though he were holding his breath (or perhaps 
just constipated). In the middle of the hall hung 
Warren the 6th, a jolly looking man with a 
round face, a riot of freckles, and a mischievous, 
conspiratory grin. On the furthest end hung the 
portrait of Warren’s own father, Warren the 
12th, with his warm brown eyes, and long, curled 
mustachios framing his mysterious smile. 
Warren knew his own portrait would look out of 
place here given his cursed appearance: gray skin 
and buggy yellow eyes… but at least he had nice 
hair. 

Warren’s stubby fingers traced the outline of the 
triangle carving. Could it be he had just never 
noticed it before? What did it mean? Lately it 
seemed he was finding more and more triangles 
hidden throughout the hotel - some marked in 
chalk, some in soot. Some that even looked, 
disturbingly, like blood. 



XX.



knew he was supposed to be in the music room 
fixing the Victrola, and chasing out a family of 
stubborn mice from the belly of the 
not-so-grand piano, and that Aunt Annaconda 
would box his ears if he didn’t get to it soon, but 
he was distracted by the appearance of another 
triangle.

This one was scratched into the wood just 
beneath his father’s portrait in the Hall of 
Ancestors. It wasn’t there before, was it? Warren 

SAMPLE SPREAD FROM THE BOOK.

This spread is an example 

of the types of illustration 

that would be in this book, 

inspired by old Victorian 

chapter-books for children. 

We’d like to have at least 

three to five spreads like 

this per chapter.

}

}
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THE STORY

W A R R E N  T H E  1 3 T H ,  a cursed 

twelve-year-old Victorian bellhop, 

must defend his beloved hotel against a  

swarm of strange guests who have descended upon the 

grounds in anticipation of a rare lunar eclipse that is said  

to reveal a magnificent treasure known as the “All-See-

ing Eye” hidden somewhere within the hotel. But no 

one desires this treasure more than Warren’s evil aunt, 

Annaconda, and she will stop at nothing to reach it  

before everyone else – even putting Warren’s own life at 

stake in order to access the power she seeks.

AT THE MOMENT THE FULL MOON DARKENS,
THREE POINTS, END TO END, SHALL CONVERGE,

THUS, THE HEART OF THE WARREN HEARKENS,
AND THE ALL SEEING EYE SHALL EMERGE.

THE PROPHECY
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M E E T  W A R R E N  T H E  1 3 T H ,  a cursed twelve-year-old 

Victorian bellhop who’s terribly unlucky, yet perpetually optimistic, 

hard-working, and curious. He’s also the true heir to the once famous 

landmark, The Warren Hotel, but his rightful claim was denied when his narcoleptic, 

lazy oaf of an uncle, Rupert, took over the hotel, renamed it The Raven’s Haven, and 

allowed it to fall into disrepair. 

That’s not the worst of it, though. Rupert’s wife, Warren’s Aunt Annaconda, is an evil 

witch who is constantly ordering Warren around with all sorts of terrible tasks: hauling 

towering stacks of suitcases up 15 flights of stairs (no elevator!), scrubbing every mirror 

in the place spotlessly clean (there are a lot of mirrors!), or keeping the boiler room 

monster at bay (fortunately, it likes cookies!).

Uncle Rupert’s too busy snoozing at the front desk to notice that Annaconda is con-

stantly devising ways to make Warren’s life miserable - and Rupert’s also blissfully un-

aware that Annaconda is also forever plotting ways to get rid of him, her own husband, 

so she can be one step closer to owning the hotel. 

But what, exactly, is so important 
about this particular hotel?

To young Warren, it’s his pride and joy, and he does everything he can to keep things 

running the way his father would have liked. He spends his days doing chores, seeing 

to the various guests’ needs, getting tutored from old Mr. Friggs (who hasn’t left his 

room in years), and puzzling over the mysterious triangle markings he keeps finding 

throughout the hotel.

But, to Aunt Annaconda, the hotel is precious for a different reason: it harbors a secret 

treasure known as the All-Seeing-Eye- one she is keen to discover. 

When a loony scientist and his strange twin daughters move into the abandoned fun 

house near the hotel, Annaconda sends Warren on a quest - his first time venturing off 

hotel grounds-  to retrieve a letter she had hidden within the house. The letter contains 

the prophecy of the All-Seeing-Eye, and Annaconda is desperate to have it back in her 

hands. But despite Warren’s efforts, the scientist ends up finding the letter first, and 

publishes his findings in the local paper.

Strange prophecies attract the attention of strange people, and before long, the previ-

ously vacant hotel is overrun with an odd assortment of guests - witches, archeologists, 

scientists, and thieves - all keen on finding the treasure for themselves - a treasure which 

means something different to each person who seeks it. The race is on!

Aunt Annaconda’s recruits her creepy sisters, Scalene and Isosceles, to join her in the 

hunt, as she believes their triangle coven is key to unlocking the All-Seeing-Eye.

Meanwhile, Warren is frantically trying to prevent the influx of new guests from peeling 

back carpets, wallpaper, and disassembling the furniture in their treasure-hunt, and 

he also has to contend with a mysterious masked guest, dubbed “Paleface”, who keeps 

sticking his nose where it doesn’t belong. Along the way, Warren uncovers some strange 

clues of his own, and realizes there’s more to the hotel than meets the eye.

The question is, can Warren solve the mystery of the All-Seeing-Eye, and can he do it 

before Annaconda kidnaps him to use in a deadly ritual under the lunar eclipse?

Thanks to some strange friends he makes along the way: twin girls of opposite disposi-

tions, his kindly old tutor who knows more than he lets on, and the creature guarding 

hedge maze, Warren has a more than a fighting chance at saving his hotel, and his fa-

ther’s legacy. 

o v e r v i e wo v e r v i e w
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M E E T  O U R  C U R S E D  B O Y

Warren the 13 th
Fig. 1

b

T he hero of our story happens to be a 

cursed Victorian bellhop at the Raven’s 

Haven (formerly The Warren Hotel). 

He’s 12 years old and his luck just seems to  

be getting worse every year. Despite this, he some- 

how manages to remain optimistic and guileless 

even under the worst circumstances, and has an  

uncanny ability to make friends in the most unlikely 

of places, which comes in quite handy down the road!

Warren works very hard at the hotel carrying  

luggage, tending to guests, and cleaning, repair-

ing, and keeping rats (and a boiler room monster) 

at bay. He does all this not because his dreadful 

Aunt Annaconda makes him, but because he takes  

genuine pride in the hotel. After all, it was run 

by his father, Warren the 12th, his grandfather,  

Warren the 11th, and every Warren before that. So 

even though his Uncle Rupert and Aunt Annaconda 

have taken over the place, Warren knows it’s his  

birthright, and he does everything he can to keep 

things in order. 

He’s never left the hotel grounds before, so he feels 

very much at home there, and seeks tutoring on the 

sly with an elderly gentleman named Mr.Friggs so  

he can learn about the outside world.

Warren is a hard worker, very curious, trusting, and 

smart, and loves to draw in his sketchbook during 

what little free time he has. 

T
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Uncle Rupert
b

AuntAnnaconda
b

R upert always felt a little jealous of his taller, 

handsomer brother Warren the 12th, and re-

sented the fact that the hotel was destined to go to 

Warren the 13th and not him. But because of the 

mysterious disappearance of Warren’s parents, he is 

now the proud owner of the place, and doesn’t seem 

to realize that the hotel has turned into a dump ever 

since he took the reins. 

This might be because Rupert is a hopeless narcolep-

tic and can barely stay awake for more than a couple 

hours at a time (sometimes far less!) He’s also not the 

sharpest tool in the shed and doesn’t seem to realize 

that his beautiful wife, Annaconda wants him dead. 

While Warren the 13th may be the unluckiest boy 

alive, Rupert must be the luckiest man alive, because 

he somehow, unwittingly, manages to avoid every trap 

Anna sets for him, much to her dismay.

Where Anna is cruel, Rupert is far more mild-man-

nered and even shows Warren kindness most of the 

time (at least when he’s not cranky from being woken 

up from a nap). Since he’s not very bright, however, 

he doesn’t seem to notice how harsh Anna is with his 

nephew, and a lot of Warren’s struggles go unnoticed 

by Rupert. 

The villain of the story. Anna came to stay at 

the hotel as a guest long ago when Warren 

was just a baby and his parents, Warren the 12th  

and Celeste still ran things. But she was a trouble- 

some guest and Warren’s parents were forced to 

evict her. Unfortunately, the confrontation did 

not go well, and whatever happened that night left  

Warren an orphan. Anna wasted no time in  

marrying Rupert, Warren the 12th’s young-

er brother so she could remain at the ho-

tel and continue her mysterious work. She 

seems to be searching for something, or may-

be she’s simply waiting for the stars to align a  

certain way

The truth is, Annaconda is an evil witch who is 

a part of the Triangle Coven with her two sisters, 

Scalene and Isosceles. She believes there is an 

“All-Seeing Eye” hidden within the hotel, and she 

has dedicated her life to finding it so she can use it 

to become the most powerful witch in the world. 

It seems that Anna does not have a single good 

bone in her body. She treats Warren like a slave 

and is forever trying to find ways to rid herself of 

Rupert so she can raze the hotel to the ground in 

her search for the All-Seeing Eye.
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Pale-Face

Petunia and Petula

b

b

A new mysterious guest at the hotel. 

Warren has dubbed him Paleface, 

but his true identity is unknown. He does 

not speak much, and he has a black suit-

case chained to his hand at all times. Warren  

notices him sniffing around the hotel a 

lot, and is suspicious that the man is up to 

no good! Little does Warren know, Pale-

face is actually a “Witch-Smeller” and he’s 

arrived to track down the evil that he has  

detected on the hotel premises. The question 

is, will he be able to pinpoint Annaconda as the 

source in time to stop her from performing a 

deadly ritual at the next lunar eclipse?

P etunia and Petula: Twin sisters that 

move into the abandoned House of 

Mirrors that sits on the edges of the ho-

tel property with their father. Petunia is 

sweet and kind and befriends Warren 

right away. Petula is the opposite; she 

is mean and snarky, and bullies War-

ren every chance she gets. It takes War-

ren some time to realize they are two  

separate girls, and not one girl who happens 

to be very bipolar! Eventually Petula grows 

to like Warren and the three of them form 

their own “triangle” against Annaconda 

and her Sisters’ Triangle Coven.

Fig. 4

Fig. 5

Chef  Bunion
b

Fig. 7

A nother of Warren’s allies, he spends 

most of his time in the kitchens, 

cooking meals for the guests of the hotel. 

He is cheerfully oblivious to any of the 

drama that goes on in the rest of the ho-

tel. All he cares about is food, and he sees 

to it that Warren always has a bite to eat, 

even when Annaconda forces him to go 

to bed without dinner.Mr. Frigg s
b

A kindly elderly man who lives at the hotel, and 

who is one of Warren’s closest friends. He  

secretly tutors Warren about the outside world and 

worries after Warren in a grandfatherly way. He seems 

to know something about how Warren’s parents died/

disappeared, but he will not speak of it.

It is later revealed that he was the sole witness to the 

night Warren’s parents vanished, and Anna placed a 

binding spell on him. As a result, he is forever bound 

to his room and can not speak or act against 

Annaconda without causing his body 

to sicken or possibly perish. But he 

eventually sacrifices his health to 

summon Paleface to the hotel to inves-

tigate Anna after he catches wind of her 

plan for an eclipse ritual.  

Fig. 6
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W I L L  STA EH L E  is an award-winning designer and illustrator who grew 

up reading comics and working summers at his parent's design firm in Wisconsin. 

He was art director for HarperCollins Publishers in NY, and the design director at 

JibJab in LA. Will was labeled by Print Magazine as one of the Top Twenty Under 

Thirty New Visual Artists, an Art Director's Club Young Gun, and has exhibited a 

solo show of work at the Type Director's Club. He's designed covers for the likes of 

Michael Crichton, Michael Chabon, and Bill Bryson.

Will now resides in sunny Seattle, where he runs his own studio, and uses his design 

and illustration background to create book jackets, stylized posters, and odd comics 

to ensure that he gets as little sleep as possible.

TAN I A  D E L  R I O  is a professional comic book writer and artist who has 

spent the last 10 years writing and illustrating primarily for a young audience. Her 

clients include Archie Comics, Dark Horse, and Marvel, and she is best known for 

her work writing and drawing the 42-issue run of Sabrina the Teenage Witch which 

AOL Comics Alliance described as “One of the best and most underrated all-ages 

comics of the last 10 years.”

Tania has also written Betty’s Diary, a forthcoming middle-grade novel that will be 

published by Archie comics.

Currently, she resides with three dogs in Los Angeles, California, where she can be 

found writing under a palm tree, expressing her inner teenager.
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“We Hope You've Enjoyed Your Stay!”
t h a n k  y o u !t h a n k  y o u !

— W A R R E N
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