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HE KNEW THAT SOMETHING he was listening/watching to was poisoning and killing him.

Slowly. Painfully. Sinking into a gradual depression and dying of apathy.

He'd seen this happen to others. Suicide, drug overdose. All a permanent solution to a very temporary problem.

Then she showed up. Not your typical haunting ghost or vindictive spirit. Different. In a good way.

She had come to solve his mystery - the one he didn't know he had. It was a haunting problem that she didn't even know if could be solved. But she owed him this chance to solve himself. 

Now she was calling on people he had saved from themselves to come and intervene in his life, his mystery.

To expose the secrets he didn't want anyone knowing - especially himself.
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I - Nightmare
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I WAS SITTING IN MY tiny cabin, depressed. I couldn't even write. And that was my living. If I didn't solve it soon, much worse would happen.

Then the screen of my laptop flopped down on the desk, black and dead. 

When I stood up to see what had happened, I found the screen was completely disconnected. Wires seemed clipped between it and the base.

Then my rolling chair fell apart. Not just the back or the arms, but everything. Completely disassembled on the floor. 

The table was next. I was able to scoop up my mug of honey-sweetened coffee just as it started sliding off the leaning table top - following the remains of my now-uncorking laptop. 

Stepping back carefully, to avoid tripping on the chair parts, I watched the legs of the once-sturdy wooden table simply fold under as the desktop crashed to the floor.

Behind me, the coat rack fell with slightly less noise, as the coat, jacket, and caps all muffled the noise as they fell on top of the work-boots and tall mud boots. 

I was wondering about the couch and small kitchenette, but then felt the floor sag and the roof start to separate from the walls - as the sky beyond appeared in the cracks between.

Then I started sliding, as the narrow hooked rug under my feet lost any grip on the sealed decking beneath it...
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II - Meg
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MY EYES OPENED. I WAS back in my fold-out couch-bunk. Turning to look at the rest of the room, I saw it was still intact. The usual. And relaxed in the darkness of the early morning. 

Just another bad dream. A nightmare. My world literally falling apart.

Before I could consider turning over, or getting up instead, a shimmering appeared by the door - with a bright light that was almost blinding.

"Hello, John."

A very feminine voice, warm and contralto, was reassuring - even though I had my arm covering my eyes against the too-bright light.

"Oh, sorry - just wanted to brighten things, but let it get out of hand. Too used to pitch-black caves, I guess."

The light dimmed and my eyes started adjusting to the room's now-normal lighting. 

Before I could make out her figure, the woman behind that voice sat on my bunk. Through the layers of covers and comforter, I could feel her form next to my legs. Her slight weight moved the light couch-bunk frame as she adjusted - and I moved over to give her more room and comfort on the narrow bunk.

As my eyes adjusted, I could make out her dark russet hair which was braided and coiled about her head in a form of peasant style. Her green vest and sheer sleeves reminded me of someone...

"Meg?" Her smile melted his heart. "Good to see you again, even under these circumstances."

"It's good to see you, too, John."

"Is there something wrong - something you need help with?"

Meg only smiled at me. "No John, and it's so typical of you to think of someone else first." She moved her arm to rest her hand on my hip. I could now feel her heat through the layers bed covers. "I'm actually here to see you, to help you with a problem of yours that's becoming a mystery."

That got my attention. I scooted back against the cabinet behind my head and pushed the pillows along with me so I could sit up. 

Meg's arm went to her lap. And she just looked at me with steady eyes for a bit.

I rolled up the cuffs of my sweatshirt and pushed them onto my forearms. "I can get up and make us some coffee..."

Meg just smiled and gestured, holding her hands up in the air in front of her. A mug of steaming brew appeared in them. She took care in handing it to me, rotating the handle so I could snag it with my index finger. I could smell the dark roast, with the honey as it rose steaming into the air. A sip - pure ambrosia for a waking man.

Another gesture and she had her own cup.

We sat sipping in quiet for a few minutes.

At last I had to ask, "So, what brings you here? A first project for your Ghost Hunter Academy training?"

Meg smiled, looking direct at me over her cup. "You could say that - although my training is long done and complete."

"Well, that's good, congratulations. What project could bring you to me? Not many ghosts in trouble hereabouts."

She just shook her head, then carefully placed her mug on the nearby table. One arm went to the back of the couch, the other to her lap. 

"John, that nightmare you just had..."

I remembered it too clearly. 

"That's just a metaphor for what's happening to your mind - what you can't see, and so it's trying to tell you something's wrong."

"Not like I ate something bad for dinner?"

Meg just gave a small smile. "No, something a bit more serious. The reason you have trouble writing is something you don't want to look at - or don't want to admit."

She stood and turned on the lights to the tiny cabin with a flip of her hand. The coffee mug disappeared from my hand and showed up on the table next to hers.

"Come, get up. I know you're decent under there."

I threw back the covers and swung my sweatpants-covered legs out, to stand on the cold floor. The hooked rug was back in its usual place, but was as cold as the room. I didn't use any space heater unless it really got cold. Just cooking breakfast was usually enough to make the small place cozy-warm.

Another flick of her hand and I was now dressed in my usual outfit - dungarees, red t-shirt, work boots. Meg reached over to take my chore-coat and ball-cap, handing them to me.

"We've got some places to go - there are people who you've helped that want to help you in return with your problem."

"I'm still not convinced this is all that serious."

"Maybe not to you – or maybe you're just denying it - but you're the last to know the ripples your mind is creating for the rest of us."

I shrugged into my chore-coat and appreciated the extra layer of insulation. 

Ball-cap in place, "So, who's first?"

Meg just smiled - as the room shimmered around us.
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