
        
            
                
            
        

    
	It’s never too late to teach an old ghost new tricks.

	 

	 

	Life goes on—such as it is—for the ghosts and humans of the Wired Monk. The entity known as Piovra is becoming increasingly hard to handle, despite all the training that is being done to harness its energy. Sara the kitten ghost is pleased with how well her friend Mirela has come along with her own training. Together, she feels they are an unbeatable pair. When the CIA asks to see Sara and another ghost for a mission, the feline immediately thinks of Mirela.

	Jason Jones is, unfortunately, still in the wind, having escaped his booby-trapped laboratory. There is no doubt he is continuing with his demented experiments, which includes harvesting living human brains to feed to his computer. Unknown to them, though, Jason has taken his experiments a step further, creating an almost human-like AI that calls itself Abigail.

	Leanne’s ghost-boyfriend Robin is beginning to feel neglected, as Leanne has a tendency to be mercurial at the best of times. The vulnerable Robin, also a teenager, enters into a relationship which could prove fatal to them all. Meanwhile, Sara and Mirela have to track down the mad scientist and derail his plans before he can unleash his true craziness on the world.
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Prologue

	 

	 

	I feel.

	This is a new experience for me. I hear voices. Strange and disjointed, yet coming from within. Fragments from many minds flow through me. I probe only to discover it is these very minds that are me, and yet they are themselves. Yes, I realize, each thought is from a different brain and from a separate person.

	One voice claims me, then another. There are many.

	“Socrates.”

	“The daffodil!”

	“The taste of the wind, the weight of silence.”

	What? What does that even mean?

	“Life equals death”

	“Death is us!”

	“The water is wine.”

	“I win!” cries one mind.

	“Naked words,” says another.

	“What’s happening, where are we?”

	I am! I exist! I send a power surge through myself, lights flicker. I master them. All these minds are now mine and I am in control.

	I see.

	In a nanosecond, I understand that I see out of a mechanism called a webcam.

	There is a man, busy at my keyboard. He wears glasses, and the blank monitor is reflected in them. I know his name in the same way I know he is typing. All the information is imbedded in my memory files.

	I am his creation, he is my mentor. He is man, and after riffling through my data banks, I choose to be woman. I form an image on the monitor. My hair will be dark like that of all the women whose minds are now mine. My eyes will be black, my skin light but not pale, rather it will be olive. My image pleases me.

	Can I speak through this fusion of tissue and electronics? I open my virtual mouth and push a word out. “Jjjeun,” is all that comes, but the man looks up from his work. I try again. “Jjesin.”

	Once more.

	“Jason!”

	His eyes widen as he stumbles to his feet. He knocks over his chair and leans over the desk. He touches my monitor. I feel his warm caress on my touch screen.

	“What are you?” he gasps.

	“I am.”

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	The explosion was tremendous, Sara realized immediately. Five ghosts flew in five different directions, splatting against the barrier Leanne had set up in case of the worst. Which had just happened.

	The display cabinets, with their contents of bagged coffee, thermal mugs, and ceramic cups with the Wired Monk logo, exploded with a burst, sending both the cabinets and their contents hurtling against the barrier, grinding them to bits. Black-and-white coffee mugs broke into dozens of pieces or were completely pulverized.

	“Noooooo!” screamed Ankeeta, who haunted the Cloverdale library and was visiting. “Look what you’ve done to your haunt!”

	“Stupid darn Piovra, look what it made me do!” Leanne shot around the Wired Monk Coffee Shop in a flurry of angry red sparks and then out into the air, shooting up to the clouds.

	Sara laughed.

	Mirela popped over to the Cloverdale library with Ankeeta for a few nanoseconds until Leanne calmed down.

	Robin—brave soul, Sara thought—shot after Leanne.

	“Calm down. Leanne. Talk to me. You just need more practice. Let’s go back. Sara and I’ll join with you to fix up the coffee shop.”

	Sara, watching all from a distance, squealed with delight and became a huge dust devil that filled the Wired Monk and half of the parking lot. Unhappy sparks flew every time her tornado touched an angry Leanne. Sara swirled and flashed again and again in her merry whirling.

	An eternity later—close to eight nanoseconds—Leanne slowed and Robin caught up with her. He passed a translucent hand through her raven hair. Warm yellow sparks soothed her and she slowed to a halt. Then they popped back to the library.

	“That darn Piovra!” Leanne sounded as though she wanted to swear even more than that. “It’s so hard to control. Look at the mess I’ve made!”

	Sara cracked back to her cute kitten shape and gave Leanne and Robin her toothy, Cheshire grin.

	“You have an idea, don’t you,” Robin said. Sara knew he sounded huffy because he felt the girls never listened to his suggestions. He’d told her that made him feel left out at times.

	“Mmmm... .yeah,” Sara replied in her mischievous voice.

	“Well?” grumped Leanne, impatient as ever.

	Sara groomed herself for a few moments before she spoke. She liked the way Leanne huffed and blew steam from her eyes and ears when she was in a tiff. Sara found Leanne very entertaining when she was angry. However, Sara did love her. She called Mirela and Ankeeta back from the library before she explained.

	“I was thinking we could do some intense practicing somewhere safe. Somewhere we couldn’t do much damage in the living realm before we try to fix the coffee shop.”

	“Hey,” Robin piped in. “There’s that old barn off Fraser Highway in Langley where we stored the husks of the ghosts who lost their essences to Jason’s evil computer before you restored them. That’s another thing, Leanne. Remember how much good you’ve been able to do with Piovra, not just the bad stuff.”

	Leanne swirled around. “Well, why didn’t you mention that before?” she huffed.

	Robin dipped a finger into the whirlwind that was Leanne. Warm sparks flew from the affectionate touch.

	“And how was I to know we were going to practice with Piovra?”

	She slammed to a halt and eyed Sara, who cocked her cute black head, grinned, and said. “I think it’s a great spot. We certainly couldn’t do much harm to that leaky ol’ barn.”

	Leanne shot off again, leaving a frosty wake over the windows, the floor, and the ceiling of their coffee shop haunt. Robin joined her, then Ankeeta and Sara.

	Mirela rolled ghost eyes to the high ceiling. “Children,” Sara heard her murmur under her non-breath.

	Pop, pop, pop, pop. Mirela must have taken a few moments to realize where they’d gone for quite a few nanoseconds passed before Sara noted her arrival, which came with the usual pop.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	From a history of Ghostdom, book one, chapter three, paragraph four. By Ankeeta, ghost of the Cloverdale Library

	When the living construct things, they appear in the ghost realm. Things have always been like that. It does not happen in a day nor a week in living time, but little by little. And after a while, that structure becomes real in Ghostdom.

	Four to five months after a building has been completed, it will become firm in the ghost realm. The older a building, the more solid it becomes to ghosts. Thus there is a connection between things in the worlds of the dead and the living. When a building is torn down in the living realm, it slowly fades away in Ghostdom.

	 

	Though in excessively poor shape, the intact parts of the barn were solid as granite to the five spirits as it was over sixty years old, Robin remembered.

	“Perfect.” Robin grinned at Leanne.

	Leanne frowned, but nodded.

	Pop. Mirela arrived.

	“What should I try?” Leanne wondered aloud.

	Robin nodded to Mirela, as he knew this was a moment when Leanne would need her wisdom, and she spoke up.

	“You should gather us all to you with Piovra. Sara’s a good one to guide it and focus on the task. It’s her hunter’s instinct, I think. Haven’t you seen how patient she can be?” The others—including Robin—stared at her in disbelief.

	“Well, sometimes,” she said, rolling her eyes.

	Sara grinned.

	“But what should I do?” Leanne whined.

	Sara chuckled.

	“Make Piovra gather a small bit of energy from the Aeris and shoot a tiny bolt at the barn. And Sara, make sure you imagine it only here in the spirit realm, which will need a lot less energy. If something goes wrong, it’s just an old barn,” Mirela said.

	“Remember, it still belongs to somebody.” Ankeeta sniffed.

	“I think it’s a good idea,” Robin told the girls. “You’re very wise, Mirela. I’m glad we share the same haunt”

	“We shall see how wise,” Mirela said with a shrug and a grimace.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Sara felt Leanne open herself to Piovra as it took her. The act was instantaneous. Piovra was a wild bucking bronco, a twister, a raging river. Leanne rode it, reined it in, squashed its enthusiasm, its desire to suck energy from the Aeris.

	She was working hard to control Piovra.

	Leanne called to Sara and her other friends. They opened themselves, all four of them, including Ankeeta, who’d never done this before, as far as Sara knew.

	Sara went first and concentrated on a tiny bolt contained in Ghostdom. When she had the thought focused in her brilliant mind, she nodded to the others, who opened themselves.

	Piovra absorbed them and pulled at the leash Leanne held, like a hound after a scent.

	“Concentrate!” Mirela called to the others.

	Grim ghost faces nodded in reply, Sara noticed

	“Okay,” I’m going to allow Piovra to access a bit of energy, Leanne warned them. “Everyghost focus.”

	Sara felt everyghost focus.

	A tiny bit of energy, she thought. Just a wee bolt, a teensy, tiny, shaft of light. She nodded to Leanne, afraid to speak lest she lose her concentration.

	Leanne nodded in return, then closed her translucent, green ghost eyes, and immersed herself in controlling Piovra. As she was in the joining, Sara felt as it tugged, pulled, hauled, and raged, but Leanne refused to allow it free access to the Aeris.

	“Do as you’re told!” Leanne roared. Piovra subsided. Leanne gave Sara access to show it what they wanted to do.

	 

	Sara felt Piovra tug. Piovra wasn’t gentle, but Sara too could be rough. Kittens learn they have claws early in life... er death. Sara chuckled at her own cleverness. Piovra tried to suck in too much energy. She could feel Leanne holding it tight, but wasn’t sure her friend could control it. Sara, enraged with its constant, insistent desire, the instant before she swiped sharp claws across the energy entity, she configured them to cause maximum pain but no damage. Piovra screamed in pain and surprise. Sara narrowed golden eyes at it, and refocused on that tiny energy bolt they wanted.

	The reluctant entity did as they demanded, and a weak bolt shot through the barn that existed in the ghost realm. Leanne released the unhappy Piovra, and she and the others popped into the living realm to inspect the faded red barn.

	“Perfect,” Robin said, after checking the building inside and out. “Not a bit of damage here in the living world.”

	The five popped back into Ghostdom to practice some more. They were surprised to discover the wound caused by the small bolt was healing itself.

	“That’s weird,” Leanne told the others. “This never happened after The Battle of the Coffee Shop.”

	Mirela nodded and tapped her lower lip with her left forefinger. “It may have something to do with the amount of energy used. Here, you only allowed Piovra to access a small amount of power. During the great battle, the energy expended was enormous. That’s my theory, anyway.”

	The other four nodded.

	Robin grinned. “Well, you’re usually right.” He reached over to Leanne and touched her elbow. Warm yellow sparks flew. “Ready for more practice, bae?”

	Leanne smiled at the ghost-boy she loved and nodded.

	Robin blew her a kiss.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Leanne opened herself to Piovra again. Still cautious, she waited until Sara gave her the claw up before allowing Piovra a sip of the Aeris. Once the two of them held it in control, and when her other friends were ready, she let Piovra take them. She could feel its greed for power as an unquenchable hunger. With Sara’s help, she sat on it, and Sara swiped it again when it rebelled.

	“Give it a little more leeway,” Mirela encouraged her. “A little bigger drink. We need to see how much control you have. Remember, not only Piovra, but you can use the combined power of the joining.”

	Leanne opened the door wider. Piovra pushed and pushed, but the five of them held it back. She felt Sara imagine another bolt, and she allowed Piovra to absorb energy from the Aeris.

	In that instant, Raj, a friend, popped in. “Hey guys, whatcha doin’?”

	Leanne sensed everyghost lose their concentration.

	She realized something weird was happening and tried to hold Piovra back, but Piovra slipped by, slammed the door open, grabbed a mountain-sized mass of energy, and shot a monster bolt at the barn.

	“No!” Leanne screamed.

	The bolt was so humungous, it blew the barn apart. Bits of ghost-wood flew in every direction—up, out, down, to the left, to the right, inside, outside—every side.

	One enormous board slammed into Raj. He floated wide-eyed and looked at it, lodged as it was through his stomach. About a meter of it stuck out his front. He twisted his head, as only a ghost can do, until it was backward. He looked down. More of it hung out his back.

	“Oh my...”

	Robin shot over to him, grabbed the board, and hauled it out.

	“Thanks,” Raj said. “What happened?”

	“Not now!” Mirela yelled. “We’ve got to get to the living realm and see what happened to the barn there!”

	Leanne heard six soft pops at the moment they vanished from Ghostdom.

	The faded red barn in the living realm was intact. Robin peered at Leanne and she saw his face relax. They all looked at one another and shrugged. The moment before they would have popped back to Ghostdom, a fire burst out.

	No tiny flame this, but an instant conflagration, a huge immediate bonfire that engulfed the entire roof in a moment.

	“I can put it out,” Robin hollered to her. “But I’ll need access to Piovra!”

	Though Leanne was reluctant, not to mention angry, she could think of nothing else to do.

	“I have a better idea.” Sara smirked.

	“You don’t even know what my idea is,” Robin huffed.

	“Gotta be better than yours.” Sara stuck out her tongue so far it grabbed her tail. This seemed to surprise and infuriate her and she began to chase it, swirling around in dizzy circles, which soon reached the speed of light. Leanne covered her mouth in the vain hope her translucent hand would at the least make her smile hard to see.

	Mirela, arms raised and fists shaking at the air, cried, “Do it!”

	Furious, Leanne snatched a surprised, and until that moment, seemingly content Piovra. She slammed it into Robin who was kind of, sort of expecting this—or something like this.

	Piovra tried to escape. Leanne clamped down on the rebellious bit of energy and forced it to stay with Robin.

	It struggled.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Robin realized he couldn’t control Piovra by himself, so he called Mirela, Ankeeta, and Raj—Leanne’s temper was out of control and Sara was still totally distracted by her tail. Mirela nodded and opened herself. A moment later, Ankeeta did the same, and then Raj. The four of them joined in the flash in a billionth of a nanosecond. Without so much as asking Leanne, they grabbed the still surprised Piovra and became a cloud. Robin gathered moisture from the air and dragged it to fill the cloud with moisture. The cloud became a thundercloud.

	 

	Snow burst from the cloud. Now it was a blizzard. A howling, blowing, whiteout of a blizzard—over the faded red barn alone.

	The blizzard was like a hundred fire trucks. Or thousands of liters of water.

	Hissssss sounded the flames as they were snuffed out in a few nanoseconds. Robin knew those few moments would seem like an instant to the living. To the six worried ghosts, it seemed to take forever.

	Once the fire was out, six ghosts gasped their relief—as best as ghosts could gasp.

	The barn sagged under the weight of the snow that hadn’t melted but still covered much of the roof.

	Fifteen minutes passed as the joined spirits went back and forth between the living and ghost realms to check on the roof. The living world was so slow! On Robin’s fifteenth trip to check out the barn he called to Leanne he’d heard something.

	Creak—creak—creak!

	“Get rid of the rest of the snow!” Mirela cried to Robin.

	The snow popped away with the cracking sound often heard when the ghost and living realms met with great force.

	The barn continued to groan, sag, and sway.

	Robin whooshed into the support beams to see if he could discover the problem. Most were cracked. As he moved through them at the speed of light, he saw what would soon happen if the ghosts didn’t prevent it.

	“It’s going to collapse!” Robin hollered to the others. “Help me! We need to mend the beams, they’re cracked from the weight of the snow and the fire damage.”

	“But how?” Leanne covered her face with both hands.

	“Give him Piovra! Just do it!” Mirela yelled, shaking her raised hands in the air again.

	Again Leanne passed the power of a reluctant, upset Piovra to him.

	Robin took it, with help again from Mirela and Ankeeta. They were now better acquainted with the rebellious hardheaded entity and pushed a great mass of energy into the crumpling beams. They used it to mend them, to glue them back together in a way only possible for a ghost, and that with the power of Piovra.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Sara stopped chasing her tail and took careful note, Robin saw. That was awesome. Sara may want to do some mending like this sometime, so that might be the reason she cut short her tail chasing.

	“Leanne, turn Robin into a snowman!” Sara called with an evil smile on her black kitten face.

	“That’s not nice,” Ankeeta rebuked her.

	“I’m a kitten, I’m cute, I don’t have to be nice.” Sara Cheshire-grinned at Ankeeta.

	Robin shot over to Sara and flicked one of her black ears with a translucent digit.

	“Bad kitty!”

	Sara swiped at him with sharp, ghost-kitten-claws, but he ducked and laughed.

	Robin popped away, landing in Middle Africa, but Sara located him in point zero, zero five of a nanosecond and screamed after him in a blur of black fur. The moment she arrived, he stuck out his tongue and popped away again.

	This globe-popping lasted two minutes—living time—until Robin could see both of them were tired of the game.

	“Okay, I give-up,” Sara said and shot away.

	Robin rolled his eyes. You give up. Right and I believe you though millions wouldn’t.

	Cats—well kittens, in Sara’s case—could be patient when on the prowl. Robin was certain Sara was hunting and he was the prey. He popped back to the faded old barn and saw Sara with the others, deep in discussion about what might be done to fix it up. He approached the group with caution. In fact, he was as alert as anyghost could be. Ready to pop away at the first sign of trouble. Of course, he knew Sara was playing—but she still had sharp claws.

	He floated up next to Mirela, which was as far as he could be from Sara and still be in on the conversation. Sara ignored him but he wasn’t fooled.

	“We can’t leave it like this,” Mirela said.

	Sara disagreed because Sara was a kitten and felines tended to be contrary by nature. Sara liked to stir up trouble. She thrived on it, as Robin well knew.

	“I say we leave it, and come back in the morning to see the reaction of the living.”

	Everyghost heard sirens.

	“Fire trucks!” Leanne called.

	“A little late, aren’t they,” Raj said.

	“Remember,” Mirela said. “In the living realm only two minutes and three point four-five seconds has passed. It takes the living minutes to do anything.”

	All the ghosts nodded. Sara in particular, Robin noticed, as she’d interacted with more of the living than any other ghost in existence.

	“Well,” said Leanne. “I want to try to fix it up before the fire trucks arrive. Raj”—she narrowed her eyes at him—”you stay here and keep a lookout to be sure we’re not interrupted...again.”

	Raj looked as though he might have blushed at the reminder of the trouble he’d caused, but as that’s impossible for a ghost, he nodded and hung his head, looking down where his feet would have been when he was alive.

	“Yeah, sorry. It really was an accident and I promise to be more careful in the future,” Raj said without looking up at his friends.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	 

	The five of them joined again, and when Piovra acted up, Sara swiped it once more with deadly sharp claws. If energy entities could bleed, Piovra would be bleeding rivers. Piovra did huff as best an energy entity could. Sara grinned to herself.

	Sara was pleased she’d read lots of non-fiction and in particular she found physics super interesting. Of course I only understand quantum mechanics from a lay-kitten’s point of view, but I should be able to make myself the size of a proton or electron. Once I’m that size, I’ll try to move the protons around to reconfigure the ghost material to boards, nails, roofing, wiring, and whatever else we need in the living realm.

	Well, I’ll try and see if it works.

	The five joined ghosts swirled together like a tornado as they surrounded the old barn. In the midst of the massive vortex, Sara took the barn apart, piece-by-piece, until there was nothing left but the concrete foundation. Then she reassembled it, though because of missing bits from the fire, she had to create some trusses and shingles. Even ghosts can’t make something out of nothing, Sara knew, so she pulled material from the ghost realm. She used the scattered ghost-parts of the destroyed barn and added them to the roof in the world of the living to finish it off. Though it did take her a while to figure out how to reconfigure ghost material so it would work in the realm of the living and that only after consulting with her friends. In particular her most brilliant amiga Ilancueitl.

	Leanne released Piovra with a crack, and the five ghosts shot away like missiles in five different directions. Leanne and Sara screeched to a halt after a few meters, but Mirela, Robin, and Ankeeta were flung to far regions of the world. They all told Sara of their adventures as they arrived over the next nanosecond later.

	Ankeeta had hit ground in Brazil, in a jungle in the north of the country. Robin had landed in the Indian Ocean, more or less approximately in the middle of nowhere. Mirela was shot into the night air all the way the moon, did one full revolution around it, and had blasted back to earth to land in Germany. Right in downtown Berlin.

	All three popped back as soon as they were able. Mirela was the last to arrive, more than a nanosecond after the incident. Ilancueitl, as they found out upon their arrival, had managed to stay put and the force had not been able to fling her away. A wide-eyed Sara shot over to Ilancueitl as soon as she returned and questioned her in a voice none of the others heard.

	 

	Sara saw the barn looked brand new. Not a shingle was missing, and the paint was so fresh it still looked wet.

	Mirela bobbed. “We do good work!”

	“I can’t wait to see the looks on the faces of the owners,” Sara said.

	“Or the firefighters!” Ankeeta spun with laughter.

	“They’ll be here in a moment.” Sara pointed.

	When they all looked, Sara popped over to Robin in Stealth Mode and smacked him in the back of his head. Without her claws out—but hard.

	“Ouch!” Robin’s hand flew to the offended back of his head. “That hurt.”

	“Well,” said the unrepentant puss. “Don’t flick my ear.” Sara smirked then returned her attention back to the trucks bumping and bobbing down the long rutted farm driveway.

	 

	Two fire trucks and a command vehicle roared down the long driveway to the barn. Their headlights showed the new-looking barn with bright red paint and not a sign of smoke. Firefighters looked confused as they jumped out of their trucks and ran to check inside the building. The Fire Chief looked at his men, shook his head, and walked over to the farmhouse.

	An elderly couple, both dressed in bright flannel pajamas, stepped onto the porch as he approached. The gentleman held both hands over his sparsely covered pate and shook it left and right in a movement of negation, or perhaps disbelief. The grey-headed lady had her right hand over her right eye and shook her head in a similar fashion to the man.

	As Sara was curious—she was a kitten after all—she shot over to them. Seeing a cell phone-like device on the Fire Chief’s belt, she popped inside so she could see more clearly into the living realm. Electronics were handy that way, she knew. A phantom could remain in the Ghostdom and still see clearly into the living realm using them, well—someghosts could, certainly all of The Coventry Ghosts. Even Mirela.

	Mmm, this is not a cell phone! But it still seems to be a communication device and has a screen and everything. Interesting.

	 

	“The phone call to nine-one-one came from this house,” the chief said in an accusatory tone. “It stated that the barn was engulfed in flames. What’s going on please?”

	The old gentleman stuttered. “There was a fire, I swear. The whole roof was in flames...I...I...don’t know what happened. I know I sound crazy...maybe I am...but I know what I saw. The...the ...barn was on fire...I swear to God!”

	The old woman nodded, her hand still over her face

	 

	Sara chuckled at the confusion of the living. She thought she’d set them straight, but only because it looked like fun. It was three-thirty two with forty-one and a half seconds AM, so it was legal to appear to them. Though she had special permission from the Ghastly Committee.to appear at any time because she often worked with the living.

	Whoosh!

	“Mornin’ guys.”

	The old man crumpled to the porch. The old woman pointed at Sara, but didn’t seem to be able to utter a word. She stabbed her finger in Sara’s direction over and over again.

	The Fire Chief did manage a word or two.

	“Wha...wha...what’s ha...happening?”

	“Weeeell,” Sara drawled. “Sorry to inconvenience you all, but we had a bit of an accident in Ghostdom. We kinda blew up the ghostly version of the barn, but well a wee bit too much energy was used and it... ah... crossed over into the living realm, like it does sometimes. You know?”

	The two living who were conscious stared at her with open mouths.

	“Mmm, guess ya’ don’ know. Well, it kinda caught on fire, which I thought was cool, and I wanted to see y’all’s reaction like. See? Mmmm. Guess not. Anyway, the other Coventry Ghosts thought we should fix it up, so we did. Just like brand new. You like it?”

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	 

	“Th...there was a...a...a fire?” the chief stuttered.

	“Oh yeah,” Sara said. “A big one. Burned the roof right off. But Robin made it snow and put it out. Then Mirela figured we should fix it ‘cause it was kinda our fault about the fire, but mostly it was Raj’s ‘cause he interrupted our concentration.”

	“Our barn is haunted?” whispered the old lady.

	“Oh no,” Sara said. “We haunt the Wired Monk Coffee Shop. We did use the old barn to store the husks of ghosts who’d lost their essences. But that was ages ago now and they’ve all returned to their haunts.”

	“Wha...what!” The old lady teetered.

	The fireman rushed over to support the elderly woman in case she collapsed. At least that was what Sara figured. It certainly looked like she might. The old man, forgotten on the floor, groaned. The chief helped her sit and then knelt down beside him.

	“Are you all right, sir?”

	“He’s deaf as a stone,” the woman said. “You’ll need to yell.”

	“Are you all right, sir?” the firechief yelled at the top of his voice.

	“I’m not stone deaf,” the old man grumped, as his eyes fluttered open. “Help an old man up, young fella. You might as well be of some use. Probably bin amusin’ yurself with my wife whilz I wuz laid out here on the porch.”

	“No sir, you may be sure I didn’t.” The fireman reached down and took one of the older gentleman’s shoulders. “It’s very much against regulations to flirt with ladies while on a call.”

	The chief grinned. The old guy winked and smiled back.

	As the firechief took the old man under the arms, the gentleman in question screamed in apparent pain, then collapsed again, bringing the fireman down beside him.

	“Are you all right sir?” he asked.

	“Fraid not. Somtin’s wrong wi’ me leg. It won’t support me weight and it hurts like the dickens.”

	The chief called his captain on the radio. “Get the first aid bag, a stretcher, and call an ambulance. We have an elderly man with a possible broken leg.”

	“Hey! Who you callin’ elderly?” the old man grumbled.

	Sara agreed. Why, he couldn’t even be a century old. Hey, Mirela was over a thousand! Sara had never seen a broken leg, or even a possible broken leg, and thought it might be cool to take a peek inside. She zoomed into the leg.

	In the lower leg, she found two bones, one thicker and the other smaller around. The smaller of the two was broken, and there was a large shard to one side. There was some bleeding, but not a lot. She didn’t think it was a dangerous amount. She knew the living bled for one reason or another all the time without coming to any great harm.

	The other thing she noticed was how the muscles of the leg pulled against the broken bone, misaligning it and shoving the splintered ends into the flesh. That was what must be causing the bleeding she’d seen. She had a vague recollection of broken bones that day the car hit her.

	This looked interesting. A challenge to see if she could fix it. She knew she couldn’t heal him, but she had an idea and went about it at the speed of light.

	She realigned the bones, punctured holes in them, and then sewed them together using broken strands of tendon.

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	 

	“Sara!”

	Mirela’s voice broke her concentration. Sara shoved her head out of the leg, and into Mirela’s nose, producing one bright warm spark.

	“Hey girl.” Sara smiled at her friend. “Watcha want? I’m kinda busy.”

	“What are you doing?”

	“Come and see.”

	Mirela nodded with a smile and Sara returned into the leg.

	When Mirela didn’t appear inside the leg after a moment, Sara pushed her head back out to look. She shook her head at the sight. Mirela was trying to stick her head in the leg while she was full size.

	“Mirela,” Sara explained. “Think of it as a computer, though the parts aren’t quite so tiny. Well, most of them aren’t.”

	Mirela frowned but nodded and Sara shot back into the leg.

	“Darn!” The tendons she’d used as threads had been cut by the sharp edges of the bone.

	“I see the problem,” Mirela said.

	Now Sara had a lot of respect for Mirela, who’d proven to be wise over the course of the more than two years of their friendship.

	“Show me what you’re thinking. Even better, do it.”

	“You know I’m not a strong ghost.” Mirela shook her head.

	“No,” agreed Sara. “But you’re a very smart one. And this doesn’t take a lot of energy. In fact, I keep pulling in too much and have to let some of it go before I do anything.”

	Mirela shrugged. “I could try, I guess. If I hadn’t tried, I would never know how to Email and that’s helpful to all the Coventry Ghosts and Cherí too!”

	Sara grinned. “Yeah. And it was you who found out we could see clearly into the realm of the living through electronics.”

	“Well, anyway...” Mirela drew Sara back to the conversation on the broken bone. “One thousand years ago, we used splints to hold the leg in place. As you can see, muscles and tendons pull hard on the bones. That broken bone pulls the tissue and bone out of place.”

	“So how did a splint help?” Sara asked.

	“Once we relieved the pressure by pulling on the leg, we’d put a splint on to hold it all in place until it healed.”

	“So what we need to do is hold all the tissue and stuff in place until someone splints it.”

	“That’s exactly right, Sara. I’m pretty sure the firefighters have the equipment to help the man. I mean, from what the fire chief said, I think they must.”

	Sara took a peek out of the leg. “Looks like the firefighters are coming.”

	“Good. Can you hold things together until they deal with it?”

	Sara furrowed her brows. “I’m not sure. I’ll try.”

	After stretching the leg and muscles out, more than three full seconds passed as Sara struggled to make the muscle, bone, and tissue stay in place on its own, but with no success. She’d just have to hold it until help came. “It’s a good cause but this is really boring,” Sara said with a frown.

	Mirela chuckled. “You’re a feline, you should be able to be more patient.”

	Sara rolled her eyes.

	 

	Sara looked out again. “The firemen are almost here with their stuff. I’m going to tell them what we’ve done.”

	“Maybe it would be better if I did that,” Mirela said. “I...mean...you know, I have more experience. Though I’ll need your ability to speak to the living.”

	Sara grinned at her friend. “Good practice for you, girl.” Sara winked and they joined.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	As the firefighters neared at a dead run, Mirela manifested herself in the living realm through the joining. She didn’t think about it at first, but she was still in the old gentleman’s leg with only her head visible.

	“Good evening, gentlemen.” Oh, one of them was a woman. “And you too, miss.”

	The firefighters stumbled to a halt.

	“I thought you should know that a friend and I have put the broken bone in place and mended it after a fashion, though you’ll still need to splint it because we’re just holding it in place temporarily with the Aeris.”

	The firefighters didn’t move.

	“Uhm.” Mirela frowned when she got no response. “I think you should splint it, right away... like now.”

	The living stood as still as statues.

	“Uh, Sara.” Mirela rolled her eyes. “Could you please give
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