
  
  In the Ghost Detective Universe


Ghost Detective Novels

(best read in order)

Beyond the Grave 

Unveiling the Past

Beneath the Surface

Piercing the Veil



Ghost Detective Shorts

(all standalone)

Just Desserts 

Lost Friends 

Family Bonds 

Common Ground 

Till Death 

Family History 

Heritage 

New Beginnings 

Far From Home

Severed Ties

Eternal Bond  

Harsh Expectations

Dull Expectations

Minted Karma



Ghost Detective Collections

Unfinished Business, Special Edition


Unfinished Business, Volume 1 

Unfinished Business, Volume 2








  
  
      
        
          Far From Home

          A Ghost Detective Short Story

		      
          R.W. Wallace

        

        
          [image: ]

          Varden Publishing

        

      

    


  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By R.W. Wallace
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Copyright
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  One


A certain part of me is happy when someone becomes a ghost. It’s not something I’m proud of, but I’m self-aware enough to know it’s true. 
See, when someone becomes a ghost, it’s because they have unfinished business, so it’s not exactly a good sign. For them. Especially because finishing said business when you’re a ghost confined to a cemetery isn’t always easy.
I can attest to that myself.
I’ve been a resident of this cemetery for over thirty years. My unfinished business is atoning for past sins, and I’m atoning by helping others find their peace. In real life I put bad guys in jail. In the afterlife I teach ghosts about the keys to reach whatever awaits beyond the veil.
Basically, for me, it’s a good thing if they’re not at peace when they come here. I just need to not focus too hard on the egoistical part of that statement.
Of course, a new ghost also means company.
Now, I’m not exactly alone in this little cemetery. I haunt these hallowed grounds accompanied by my friend Clothilde. She has been here as long as I have and her key to deliverance is as elusive as mine. So despite our apparent differences, we’ve become close friends.
But years with only one companion can become a little restrictive, no matter how strong the friendship.
So when we hear the screams emanating from the bright white casket as the church doors open after the service, we both perk up.
A new arrival.
Sometimes we hang out by the church when there’s a funeral, breathlessly—pun intended, we haven’t drawn breath since we died—waiting to see if we’ll have company. Other times, like today, we hang out on our own graves.
I blame the weather. Even though we can’t feel the temperatures, it’s obviously a cool spring morning, with a clear blue sky sporting a single bright white cloud just above the church spire, birds singing in the cypress trees by the main path, and bees buzzing in the wisteria on the north wall.
Lounging seems like a requirement.
So here I am, my ass parked on the small bump in the ground marking my last resting place, leaning back on my arms, and my legs stretched before me, ankles crossed.
Clothilde is in her usual spot, perching on her gravestone, her hands under her jeans-clad legs, her Converse-covered feet dangling right through the stone. Her youthful face is turned away from me, her expression distant. My theory is that spring is a difficult time for Clothilde because it reminds her of how her life was cut too short—but I’d never discuss such a subject with her. It would earn me an eye roll or a scathing insult. Or possibly both.
Reading into things just isn’t Clothilde’s style.
Today’s funeral procession is a large one. I’m guessing the nice weather had its effect on the number of people who decided to show up, but whoever is screaming his head off in that casket was definitely popular.
Clothilde and I join the mourners as they approach the newly dug grave. Whoever’s in there has unfinished business, which means we need to help him finish it. Possibly help him discover what it is. And the people who decided to accompany him to his final resting place may have important information. So we’ll eavesdrop on their conversations in the hopes of picking up something that might be useful later.
“He sounds angry, right?” Clothilde casts a glance toward the casket as she studies a woman I assume is the deceased’s mother from up close. “Those screams aren’t just panic.”
We’ve become experts at interpreting screams. Every ghost screams. Who wouldn’t when they wake up in a sealed casket? Only when the ghost accepts he is indeed a ghost will he be released into the cemetery. Some people need only hours, others weeks.
I screamed for five days, which is pretty close to average.
For every single arrival, I pray they’ll be quick on the uptake because we have no way of escaping the screams. And listening to someone panic for weeks can be exhausting.
Clothilde is right, though. This guy is more angry than panicked. “Could be a murder victim,” I say. “All the more reason to listen in.” As I learned as a police officer and have observed as a dead ghost, the chances of his murderer being here are actually quite high.
I let Clothilde focus on the family members up front and wander over to what I assume to be a group of friends toward the back. Two dark-haired men in their late thirties, one blond woman who’s obviously just the plus-one of one of the men, and one redhead who’s fighting tears.
“I still don’t understand why he was home that night,” the redhead says, her eyes on the casket. “He was supposed to be in Thailand. They said he used his ticket. How did he even get back?”
The single guy shakes his head. “The police say his business was in trouble. He might have been up to something illegal and using the trip to Thailand as a cover.” He sighs. “The fact that he was brutally murdered in what qualified as his office kind of supports their theory.”
Definitely a murder case then. Which means our new friend will need for his murderer to get caught in order to find peace.
These cases are always the most difficult ones. Solving a murder while out in the real world is hard enough—doing it from the confines of a cemetery and without the possibility of interacting directly with anyone alive borders on impossible.
We’ve done it before, though.
“I heard they found proof it wasn’t actually Henri on that plane to Thailand,” the second man says while trying to free his hand from the death grip his wife has on it. “The images from the airport weren’t top quality, but it seems like it was some sort of Henri lookalike.”
“So Henri sent someone off as a decoy?” the first man says.
The redhead’s lips wobble, but her eyes look angry. “That, or whoever killed Henri planned the whole thing out, and sent a lookalike so nobody would wonder where Henri was until the trail went cold.”
Silence settles as the casket is being lowered into the ground.
Although I understand their wish to pay their respects to their friend, I need more information before they’re all out of reach. Live people can’t actually hear us when we talk, or feel us when we touch them. But there’s something. Maybe their subconscious is able to hear what’s going on on our side.
I don’t know how it works, but I know it does. Sometimes, when we talk to the mourners, they…react to our nudges.
“Who would want to harm your friend?” I ask them. “Could it be linked to this business of his? Did he have any trouble with family members? Will someone benefit from his death?”
Asking a lot of questions in one go like this isn’t optimal. The message might get jumbled, and I can end up with nothing. But I’m short on time, and I prefer throwing a wide net in the hopes of catching at least one fish.
“At least dealing with the estate should be easy,” the married guy says. “There’s nothing but the house, and from what I understand, the bank will take most of that. His brothers should each end up with about five thousand euros when everybody else have grabbed their share.”
One motive ruled out.
“I hear Sylvie is furious,” the redhead says, keeping her voice low.
All four gazes go to a woman with short dark hair standing alone just behind the family members.
“She’d been fighting with Henri about their business for months. She kept wanting to bring in a new accountant and Henri kept insisting on keeping the one they had because they couldn’t afford one who wasn’t a friend. Henri told me she was neglecting her parts of the business in favor of criticizing how he managed his.”
The married guy sniffs. “Sounds like Sylvie, all right.”
I manage to catch Clothilde’s eye and point at Sylvie. “She appears to be a prime suspect. See if you can get something out of her?”
“Complicated if she’s standing here all by herself,” Clothilde yells back. “But all right.” She strolls over to the woman and leans in so close their noses almost touch.
The casket is in the ground and the family seems to have said their goodbyes. People are going to start leaving.
“You think the police are going to find whoever killed him?” the single guy says.
“Not a chance.” The redhead pulls her black shawl closer around her shoulders. “They have no clue who did it. They’ll keep pretending to work the case, but they’ve clearly been going in circles for weeks already.”
As the mourners start moving toward the parking lot, my group follows. I stick close, hoping they’ll give me more information, but their conversation just turns to straight out police bashing and I learn nothing useful.
Clothilde catches up to us when we get close to the gate. “There was a guest hiding in one of the cypress trees. I saw one of the branches move and went over to check it out. Guy was getting a cramp.” She waggles her eyebrows and her eyes twinkle. “He’s definitely related to the dead guy. Looks like a younger, male version of the mourning mother.”
Who cares about gossiping friends? A relative hiding in a cypress has a lot more potential.






  
  Two


Clothilde is right. The guy climbing out of the cypress tree looks a lot like the grieving mother. There’s something in the eyes and the set of his jaw. 
“Did you hear talk of any family history?” I ask Clothilde. “Any estranged family member or someone getting criticized for not showing up?”
“No.” Clothilde is standing at the foot of the tree, hands on hips, frowning at the man as he jumps down from the lowest branch. “From what I understood, Henri was an only child, so it can’t be a brother. Maybe a cousin?”
“There has to be some family feud going on, or he’d participate like everybody else.”
“Maybe he’s a bastard brother.” Clothilde lights up at the idea.
I grunt. “That might work if he looked like the father, not so much when it’s the mother.” Although I guess it’s possible for women to have secret children, it’s a lot more difficult for them to keep it a secret from their family. “Also, Henri was apparently thirty-seven, which must be pretty darn close to this guy’s age.”
“They were twins and the mother decided only to keep one?”
After a quick look to check he’s still alone in the cemetery, the man takes off toward the back gate. He doesn’t even glance at the fresh grave.
If he’d been here to actually mourn Henri, he would have gone over to pay his respects.
So why the hell is he here?
We have about three minutes before he’s out the gate and out of our reach. “How are you related to Henri? Why did you hide in the tree? What are you afraid of?” I bombard him with questions, anything I can think of.
He’s not going to answer, of course, unless he’s extremely attuned to ghosts. But his subconscious might pick up on something, so I watch his face and his gait, hoping I’ll see a tell if I hit on the right question.
I get nothing. His face stays calm and his pace unhurried. When he steps through the back gate, he walks over to an old sedan parked in the shade and drives away.
Clothilde and I are stuck at the gate.
The screams from Henri’s grave continue.
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