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      “I had no way of knowin’ that I only had one hour to live.”

      Confederate reenactor and tour guide Jesse Spenser held the rapt attention of the tourists as he told the harrowing tale of the death of a soldier from the First Texas Infantry. Standing among the huge rock formations in the famous battleground of Devil’s Den, Jesse certainly looked like a poor soldier from Texas. He wore gray wool pants, a white cotton shirt with suspenders, and a brown slouch hat. He also sounded like a real Southerner as he spoke with a thick, Texas drawl. The tourists were spellbound by Jesse’s dramatic tale, but none more than the female tourists, who particularly enjoyed his tall, broad-shouldered build, sweet blue-gray eyes, and, of course, that accent.

      “There was bullets whizzin’ from all around, everywhere I turned!” Jesse exclaimed, his eyes flashing with excitement. “Then, outta nowhere, a bullet slammed into my right shoulder.” Jesse grabbed his shoulder dramatically and grimaced like he’d been shot. “But I was okay! Oh, it hurt somethin’ awful, but it wasn’t no mortal wound. But then,” He paused for dramatic effect. “Then another bullet came flyin’ at me and hit me. Right here.” He slowly raised his forefinger and pointed to his left temple.

      A hush fell over the group as they waited for him to continue his story. Enraptured as they were, none of them could have guessed his secret.

      Jesse Spenser had been a real soldier in the Civil War, more than one hundred and fifty years ago, and he was telling the story of his own death.

      Thousands of tourists visited Gettysburg every year, but few were aware that some of the “reenactors” they saw were actually the restless spirits of real Confederate and Union soldiers still wandering the earth. Jesse had been one of them, having been trapped in ghost form for a century and a half. Then he had fallen helplessly in love with a living woman named Lucy Westbrook. After recovering from the shock of learning Jesse was dead, Lucy fell in love with him, too. Instead of crossing over to heaven, Jesse was given the precious gift of life again. Now he was employed in the only job he was qualified for: Civil War reenactor. No one knew more about the town of Gettysburg than he did. He knew everything that had happened in the small town since he died in 1863.

      Jesse groaned as if he’d been shot, then staggered backwards. He closed his eyes and fell to the ground. He lay there for a long time. Long enough for people to wonder if he’d really passed out or something. Jesse heard his co-worker, Remy Waters, giggle softly. She was used to his theatrics, yet she still found him entertaining.

      Jesse suddenly jumped to his feet. “Okay! Now let’s head on up to Little Round Top!”

      The tourists laughed and started heading toward the tour bus.

      As always, Jesse had sanitized the story of his death just a smidge. He had been shot in the shoulder and in the head, but unfortunately, that wasn’t what had killed him. Moments before his death, Jesse had killed a Union soldier with his bayonet. He hadn’t wanted to, but this was war, and he had feared for his life. The flag bearer of the 124th New York infantry, Joel Casey, was that soldier’s best friend. In a fit of grief and rage, Joel shot Jesse in the head and then had stabbed what he thought was Jesse’s corpse with the flagpole. But Jesse had still been alive. The flagpole being shoved through his stomach was what killed him. However, there was no reason for Jesse to horrify innocent tourists with such a gruesome tale. His being shot twice was all they needed to know.

      “Oscar-worthy, Jesse,” Remy said dryly, her pretty blue eyes sparkling with amusement. She pushed her shoulder-length brown hair out of her face as she smiled at him. She, too, wore a period costume: a simple, long-sleeved blue cotton dress with a floral pattern. She was dressed in character as Jennie Wade, a civilian who had been killed during the war as she stood in her kitchen baking bread for the soldiers. A stray bullet had struck her in the back, killing her. Jennie, not Remy. Unlike Jesse, Remy was flesh and blood and always had been.

      “Okay, guys, let’s get back on the bus and head on up the hill,” Remy called cheerfully. An older man stopped to ask her a question, and she smiled warmly as she spoke to him.

      Remy was a wonderful tour guide. She was smart, and she loved talking with people. Warm and friendly, she had a way of making people comfortable within seconds of meeting her. Jesse would never forget how kind she’d been to him on his first day of the job. She had no idea that working for the Blue and Gray Touring Company was Jesse’s first real job ever. He had been terrified of screwing it all up, and she’d put him at ease right away.

      Jesse and Remy rounded up the tourists and boarded the bus. Jesse took a seat at the front, while Remy stood up so she could address the group. She held on tight to the metal pole as the bus lurched forward.

      “Okay, now we’re headed up to Little Round Top. You might want to get your cameras ready, because you’re in for an incredible view of the battlefields from up there. So, how many of you have seen the movie Gettysburg?”

      Some nods from the group, and Jesse raised his hand and said “I have!”

      Remy laughed and so did some of the other tourists.

      Not only had Jesse seen the movie, he remembered when they had filmed it on location here back in the early 1990s. He’d been in spirit form then, and watching them make the movie had provided him with hours of entertainment. As a ghost, he could be invisible whenever he wished and could go whenever he pleased. He even chose to be visible now and again, and often wondered if perhaps he’d made it into the final film somewhere, mixed in with all the reenactors.

      “Little Round Top is the site of the famous, brave fight of the 20th Maine. If you saw the movie, Jeff Daniels played Lt. Col. Joshua Chamberlain, who led the charge.”

      Remy continued with the history lesson during the short drive to the large hill. When they reached the top, she announced, “Okay, we’re gonna stop here for about twenty minutes. That should give you enough time to look around at the view and take some pictures if you like. Jesse and I will be available for questions, but other than that you’re on your own to wander for a bit. There are several monuments here, including one where you can climb to the top and see for miles.”

      Remy and Jesse helped the tourists step down the steep stairs of the bus, taking special care with elderly and children guests.

      Once everyone was safely off the bus, Jesse wandered over to find his new friend, Avery O’Rorke. Jesse always went out of his way to chat with Avery as often as he could, because he knew how lonely the man was.

      Because he was dead.

      Avery had died right here at Little Round Top on July 2, 1863. In fact, he’d been a part of the famous battle that Remy had just described on the bus. The charge of the 20th Maine. Except Avery had been on the losing side—he’d fought with the 15th Alabama Infantry.

      Jesse found him sitting, or at least appearing to be sitting, on a huge rock near the 44th New York Infantry monument. Since he was in ghost form, he couldn’t actually touch anyone or anything. He could choose to be visible when he wanted, so to tourists he just looked like another reenactor. If a ghost did choose to be visible, he’d better act like he was alive, lest he terrorize unsuspecting, breathing guests at Gettysburg. Thus, he chose to appear to be sitting.

      “Avery, my man!” Jesse called.

      Avery turned to him and smiled. He perpetually sported a gray button-down frock coat and gray trousers. He had brown hair and gentle gray eyes that lit up when he saw Jesse approaching. Jesse understood how lonely it was to be a ghost. Other than the occasional greeting or smile from a tourist, no one spoke to you. It was dangerous to get too close to the living, because it wouldn’t be long before they discovered your secret.

      “Jesse! How are ye?” Avery called out to him. Though he lived in Alabama while he was alive, he was originally from Ireland and spoke with a strong Irish brogue rather than a Southern accent. He had been part of an entire company in the 15th Alabama who were Irish, called Oate’s Zouaves.

      “I’m doin’ well,” Jesse responded. He glanced at the tourists milling around, keeping an eye on the ones wearing bright orange stickers indicating they were with his tour group. Everybody seemed okay at the moment, wandering around and taking in the sights, so Jesse sat down on the rock next to Avery.

      Avery looked over at Remy, who was happily chatting with tourists. He stared at her, watching her brush her hair out of her face. She looked lovely as always, the color of her dress bringing out the blue in her eyes.

      “How is she?” Avery asked.

      Jesse smiled. Avery never actually came out and said it, but Jesse knew he was in love with Remy.

      Though Avery had died in 1863 just as Jesse had, he had vanished for most of that time. Vanishing was different than simply being invisible. Being invisible meant you were still hanging around, but only other dead people could see you. Vanishing meant you weren’t really conscious; you were still an earthbound spirit, but it was like being asleep. You could vanish for months, years, even centuries. But when you came back, your problems were still there. You couldn’t cross over until you came to terms with whatever was holding you back. Avery had been gone for most of the time since he’d died, and had returned to consciousness just a few months ago.

      The poor guy had been completely overwhelmed. It was like falling asleep in a time machine and waking up more than a century and a half later. What had been a horrific, bloody battleground was now filled with restaurants, shops, tour buses, and, most confusing, Civil War reenactors. Avery had been lost and terrified upon his return. Remy seemed to have radar for lost souls, usually tourists, and she had approached him with concern. She was the first person to speak to him in more than one hundred and fifty years. He’d stumbled out some story about meeting friends at a restaurant, and she’d cheerfully given him directions.

      Avery hadn’t been able to take his eyes off her since then. Not that Jesse could blame him. Remy was a lovely girl.

      “She’s doin’ much better,” Jesse reassured Avery. Remy had been sick recently. It was nothing major, just a bad cold, but she had lost her voice and had to miss a few days of work. Avery had been worried about her.

      “Good, good,” Avery said.

      Jesse regarded Avery as he watched Remy. His heart went out to him. Jesse understood exactly how it felt to be in love with a woman who didn’t even know you existed. Unlike Avery, Jesse had been conscious for much of the time since his death in 1863. He’d witnessed the changing times over the course of decades, but he had never known a girl as incredible as Lucy. He used to watch her work as a waitress in a local tavern. He would sit in the restaurant for hours, invisibly, falling more in love every day.

      Remy walked past where Jesse and Avery were sitting. She smiled at them as she led the tourists over to the memorial of the 44th New York Infantry, which was a huge stone structure that resembled a small castle. Tourists liked to climb up to the top and look out over the battlefields. Remy obviously didn’t remember speaking to Avery that one time, but then again she spoke to hundreds of tourists every week.

      “Follow me. The staircase is in the back. You won’t believe the view from up there!” Remy told her guests.

      Avery watched longingly as Remy disappeared around the back of the monument. He looked up when he heard her voice coming from above. Remy stood at the top of the stone monument with several of the tourists from her group.

      “Isn’t it just breathtaking?” Remy said, as she looked out at the expansive view of blue sky and open fields all around.

      Avery looked up at her and murmured, “My thoughts exactly.”

      Jesse chuckled softly. “She is beautiful.”

      Remy was a wonderful girl, generous and kind. Jesse considered her one of his closest friends, and he understood why Avery had fallen in love with her.

      Avery continued looking up at her. “I feel like I’m lookin’ at Juliet up in her balcony.”

      Jesse laughed again. “When are you at least gonna let me introduce her to you?”

      “What would be the point?” Avery asked sadly.

      “I dunno. Would be nice if you could at least talk to her. What’s the harm in that?” Jesse asked. When Jesse was dead, he never thought he would get the chance to even speak with Lucy, yet here he was. Alive. And Lucy was in love with him. 

      “She might try to touch me,” Avery said.

      Jesse nodded. Avery knew all about Lucy and how she had come to know Jesse while he was still dead. His rival, the Union soldier who had killed him with the flagpole, had made a bet with Jesse that any random tourist woman would pick him if given a choice between the two. Joel Casey was dashingly handsome, and Jesse wasn’t at all confident that he could win the bet, but he seized the opportunity to talk to his beloved Lucy. She became friends with them, but it hadn’t gone over too well when she discovered the two were no longer alive. She’d accidentally touched Jesse, and her hand went right through his ghostly form. Terrified, she’d fainted.

      “I can’t stand the idea of frightenin’ her,” Avery said.

      “I know,” Jesse said. “Lucy was scared to death of me for a while, and it broke my heart. But she got over it.”

      Avery laughed. “Aye, that she did.”

      “Lucy was already terrified of ghosts when she met me. Believe me, that made it worse for her.”

      Avery nodded. “Yes, I suppose that’s true.”

      They both knew Remy wasn’t afraid of ghosts because she didn’t believe in them. In addition to daytime tours, she moonlighted by giving ghost tours. She humored her guests when they claimed to see, feel, or smell something strange. She knew many of them were eager for ghost encounters, so she encouraged their stories and told many of her own. She didn’t believe any of them, but she was happy to pretend she did.

      “It would be wonderful to be her friend,” Avery said. “I worry that’s she lonely. She’s got no family around here. I’m so glad you and Lucy are such good friends to her.”

      “I think it would be great if you and Remy could get to know each other. But, I gotta tell ya, Lucy doesn’t want me to introduce Remy to you.”

      “Really? Why is that?” Avery asked, surprised.

      “She adores Remy, and she worries about her. I know what it’s like to be a lonely ghost, but Lucy knows what it feels like to be in love with one. She remembers how much it hurt when she couldn’t touch me and how hard it was knowin’ I could cross over any time and be gone forever. It was a miracle when I came back, but it ain’t too likely that would happen again. Lucy doesn’t want Remy goin’ through all that.”

      Avery nodded, understanding. “That’s awfully kind of her to be lookin’ after Remy like that.”

      Jesse nodded and smiled. “Yeah. That’s my Lucy.”

      “But, Jaysus, it’s not like Remy’s gonna fall in love with me. She doesn’t even know me!”

      Remy suddenly appeared from around the corner of the monument. Avery looked horrified. If he had breath, he would have been holding it. Remy was still talking with her tourists and walked right past Jesse and Avery.

      “That was close,” Avery said.

      Jesse let out the breath that he had been holding and nodded.

      “Is that Devil’s Den down there?” a guest in his forties asked Remy.

      “Yes!” Remy responded. “Exactly, that’s where we just came from. Where poor Jesse died.” Remy gestured toward Jesse and laughed.

      Avery and Jesse exchanged amused looks. They had discussed their deaths at length, swapping war stories, and had realized it was likely they had died around the same time on the second day of battle.

      Remy walked off with her guests in tow, and Avery watched her every move. Jesse knew his longing for her was growing stronger every day.

      “Maybe she and I could be friends someday. Maybe soon I’ll be ready to try to talk with her,” Avery said.

      “You just name the time, Avery, and I’ll make it happen. You know, provided I can get permission from my girlfriend,” Jesse said with a grin.
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      Ever since Jesse had joined the Blue and Gray Touring Company, it seemed Remy’s circle of friends had widened considerably. She smiled as she sat at a table with Jesse, Lucy, and Lucy’s best friend, Theresa, at a local pub in Lincoln Square.

      “You weren’t kidding about this place. This burger is delicious!” The huge sandwich tasted especially good since Remy hadn’t had anything to eat since breakfast. Money was tight, and sometimes she had to skip meals to make ends meet. She’d graduated from Penn State last year with a degree in Recreation, Park, and Tourism Management and, between school loans and paying rent, she was pretty broke. She was worried about how much this dinner out would cost, but she was lonely and couldn’t bear turning down the invitation to be with her friends.

      “Is Sean still on base?” Remy asked Theresa, who nodded as she bit into her own sizable burger.

      Theresa’s boyfriend, Sean Stone, was a sergeant in the Air Force and was stationed at Joint Base Andrews in Maryland. Remy hadn’t met him yet, but had heard good things about him not only from Theresa, but also from Lucy and Jesse.

      “Let him stay on base!” Jesse declared. “I like being the only guy around you beautiful ladies.”

      Remy smiled at him. He’s so sweet, she thought. He was handsome and chivalrous, and Remy had developed a huge crush on him when he came to work with her. Then she discovered he had a girlfriend whom he was madly in love with. Remy had been disappointed at first, but soon became quite fond of Lucy. Jesse had told Remy his girlfriend was painfully shy when first getting to know strangers, so Remy had been especially gentle with Lucy when they first met. Now they were close friends.

      “Sean’ll be back this weekend,” Theresa told her. “Then maybe you can finally meet him.”

      “That would be nice,” Remy said.

      “Yeah, you gotta meet him. He’s so nice,” Lucy said. “And he’s gorgeous.”

      Jesse frowned at Lucy, but then shrugged. “Yeah. I can’t even argue. The guy is, as you ladies would say, ‘hawt,’” he said, making air quotes as he spoke.

      All three women laughed.

      “Seriously, he’s really big and really cute, and I was afraid to talk to him at first. I know you’re shocked,” Lucy said. “But he’s such a sweetheart.”

      “He is. And he’s great in the sack,” Theresa said.

      Remy and Lucy giggled. Remy suspected had anyone else said that, Lucy would have blushed fiercely. She seemed to be used to Theresa’s outspokenness by now.

      Sean wasn’t the only one Lucy had been afraid to speak to at first. Lucy had confessed to Remy that she'd been terrified of Theresa when she'd first been paired with her as her roommate at Gettysburg College. However, Theresa was as kind as she was bold, and she had helped draw Lucy out of her shell. They'd been the best of friends ever since.

      Remy checked the time on her cell phone. “Oh, man. I gotta get going. I got two back-to-back ghost tours tonight.” Though she enjoyed the ghost tours because she had fun with the tourists, she was already exhausted after being on her feet all day doing battlefield tours.

      “You work too much,” Jesse observed, worry in his voice.

      “I work or I don’t eat,” Remy said simply. Things had been especially rough lately, as she’d had to miss a few days of work because she’d been sick.

      “Speaking of which, I got this, hon,” Theresa said as she picked up Remy’s dinner bill.

      “No way. I can’t let you do that,” Remy said, reaching for the tab.

      Theresa triumphantly held the bill above her head. “Ha-ha, I’m taller than you! I’m paying it so quit arguing.”

      “Thanks, Theresa. I really appreciate it,” Remy said, relief flooding through her. Theresa picking up the tab was a huge help, and they both knew it. Remy hated being dependent on people, but Theresa came from a wealthy family, and it wouldn’t be a hardship for her to pay for Remy’s meal.

      “See you guys later,” Remy said as she got up from the table.

      “Don’t let them ghosts getcha!” Jesse called out to her.

      Remy giggled and rolled her eyes. “Yeah, okay, Jess.”
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      Lucy, Jesse, and Theresa found it amusing that Remy didn’t believe in ghosts. She had just shared a meal with a former one, not to mention there was a certain dead Confederate soldier who was utterly enamored with her.

      “Remy’s such a sweet girl,” Theresa said. “Can’t help but think she deserves to know how that guy feels about her.”

      “Oh, now, don’t you start,” Lucy said.

      “Well, it’s true! She works herself to death, and I know she’s lonely sometimes, and here she’s got this man who’s totally crazy about her and she has no idea.”

      Lucy nodded, but still felt torn. Theresa was well aware that Avery was dead and understood Lucy’s reasons for not wanting Remy to know about him. Theresa had stood by Lucy during her whole relationship with Jesse, and no one had been happier for her than Theresa when Jesse had been able to come back to life. At the same time, Jesse’s enemy-turned-friend, Joel, had crossed over to finally reunite with his wife and children. In fact, Theresa had been so inspired by what happened that she’d started putting her psychology schooling to good use and ran a counseling group for some of Gettysburg’s dead soldiers. And, since her boyfriend Sean suffered from Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome, she held a special place in her heart for soldiers who were suffering.

      “I know Avery is lonely, too,” Jesse said.

      Lucy sighed deeply. From everything Jesse had told her, Avery sounded like a wonderful man. She knew he was lonely, and that made her sad. But Lucy couldn’t help feeling protective of Remy. She was such a sweet girl, and Lucy didn’t want her going through what she had gone through with Jesse. They’d talked to spirits who had been around since the great battle, and none of them had ever seen anyone else come back like Jesse did. Lucy didn’t want Remy getting attached to this man, only to have him cross over and leave her behind.

      “I know he is,” Lucy said. “But I just can’t stand the thought of Remy getting hurt. She has enough going on.”

      Remy was estranged from her family. Her parents had divorced a long time ago, and her mother was an abusive alcoholic who said terrible things to Remy, often calling her worthless. She’d even called her a mistake. A mistake. How could any mother say such a thing to her child?

      “She sure does,” Jesse said. “So don’t you think she could use another friend?”

      Lucy fell silent for a moment.

      “I just remember how it feels to be like he is. You can’t touch anybody, and people don’t talk to you much.” Jesse took Lucy’s hand in his. “I was so lonely, and I was so much in love with you. I would have given anything just to talk with you, to hear you say my name.”

      Lucy squeezed his hand and smiled at him. She couldn’t imagine what it must be like to exist as a ghost. She felt badly for Avery, all alone and pining for Remy. But Lucy remembered all too well that day when Joel crossed over and Jesse nearly followed him. Lucy wanted Jesse to be at peace and had done her best to put his happiness above her own. When Jesse disappeared into the portal before his last-minute reprieve, Lucy felt like her heart had been torn from her chest. Had he gone, she would have grieved for him for the rest of her life.

      “Do you think he’s in love with her?” Lucy asked.

      “Yeah. I really do,” Jesse said.

      Lucy sighed again. She let go of Jesse’s hand so she could take a sip of her Diet Coke.

      “You know that big memorial thing up on Little Round Top?” Jesse asked. “The one that looks like a castle?”

      Lucy nodded as she drank her soda.

      “Remy went up there today, and Avery said he felt like he was Romeo lookin’ up at Juliet in her balcony.”

      “Oh, my God,” Lucy moaned, putting a hand over her heart. Lucy was a hopeless romantic, and Jesse damn well knew it.

      Theresa cackled. “You’re wicked, Jesse. Wicked.”

      Jesse grinned slyly. “Yeah, I knew that’d do it.”

      “He really said that?” Lucy asked.

      “Yes, my lovely rose. He sure did.” Jesse called her rose because he always said that, though she was a Yankee, she was his honorary yellow rose of Texas.

      Lucy moaned again, and Jesse looked into her eyes.

      “Darlin’, they’ll probably just be friends if I introduce them, and there’ll be nothin’ to worry about. I won’t do it if you don’t want me to, but I really want Avery to have a chance to talk with her.”

      “Really, Jess? The sad eyes?” Theresa asked. “Go ahead, Luce. Say no. I dare you.”

      Lucy slumped back in her chair, resigned to her fate. “I can’t.”

      Theresa chuckled as she polished off the rest of her French fries.

      Jesse grinned. “Thank you, darlin’! Everything is gonna be jus’ fine. You’ll see.”

      “Yeah, yeah,” Lucy said, still unable to look away from that handsome face she loved so dearly. She sat up, gently touched his cheek, and smiled.
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      Jesse sat on the steps of one of the historic buildings on Steinwehr Avenue in the main part of town. When he was dead, this spot had been one of his regular hangouts. It still was, since he was close with many of the spirits in town and it was impossible for anyone who had died in Gettysburg to go beyond the town limits. If they attempted to go any farther, they simply vanished and had to turn back.

      “I told Avery to meet us here, Second Mama,” Jesse said to his favorite spirit, a lady named Fillis who had died in her late fifties. She’d been a slave in life, and had made it as far north as Gettysburg after the master of the house discovered that Fillis had been having an affair with his wife. Fillis had fallen ill and died just before the great battle, and had witnessed firsthand the horrors of war. She was a motherly figure to many of the lost souls who’d died in battle.

      “Good. He’s such a sweet boy,” Fillis said with a smile.

      Like Remy, Fillis was always looking out for people who looked lost, only she focused on the dead. Fillis rarely vanished, and had seen most of the history of Gettysburg since she died in 1863. And, like Remy, she’d spotted Avery right away upon his return to consciousness. She had heard about him from some of the other ghostly soldiers, and when she first spotted him, he’d looked terrified. She carefully introduced herself and had taken good care of him ever since. She loved being called “Second Mama” by her boys because she loved nurturing them but didn’t want to take anything away from their real mothers. She considered herself a surrogate mama until her soldiers crossed over to be with their original families again.

      Avery spotted them from a short distance away, and Jesse could see the relief in his smile. Though he’d died more than fifteen decades ago, he was still fairly new to the ghost life since he’d chosen to vanish for so long. He was nervous about being around the living for fear they would discover his secret. Jesse knew he felt safe hanging out with him and Fillis.

      “Hello there, Jesse, Second Mama.” Avery smiled and nodded his greeting.

      “Hey, baby. How ya doin’?” Fillis asked with tremendous warmth and affection in her voice.

      “Quite well. And yerself?” Avery asked.

      “Jus’ fine, honey,” she answered.

      “I got some good news for ya,” Jesse said with a grin. “Lucy said it’s okay for me to introduce you to Remy.”

      A panicked look crossed Avery’s face, and Jesse couldn’t help but laugh.

      “Come on, man. It’ll be fine. You’re not proposin’ marriage—you’re just gonna say hello. Then she’ll at least know who you are, and mebbe you can visit with her when we make our tour stops at Little Round Top.”

      “I don’t know,” Avery said, looking doubtful.

      “Wouldn’t it be nice if you could talk to her every day?” Jesse prompted.

      Jesse saw the hopeful look on Avery’s face and understood exactly how he felt. The highlight of Jesse’s existence as a ghost had been those days when Lucy was working at the tavern and he could sit and watch her all day. He’d never been happier than the day he finally made his presence known to her and they were able to have an actual conversation.

      “All right. I’m willin’ to give it a chance,” Avery said. “But I don’t have any idea what I’m gonna say to her!”

      “I know. That’s what you got me for. We’re gonna sit here and figure out what you’re gonna say, all right?”

      Avery glanced around at the tourists. “Are you sure it’s safe, you know, for people like us?” He gestured at himself and Fillis.

      “Trust me,” Jesse said, lowering his voice. “Strangers don’t usually reach out and touch us. Sittin’ here you can say hello to folks and not feel so alone, but nobody’s gonna figure out…you know.”

      Avery nodded uncertainly. Sure, there had been a handful of times over the years when a tourist had accidentally brushed up against Jesse, only to find he wasn’t in solid form. Jesse hated frightening people, and he was especially heartbroken when he accidentally scared a child. Still, he usually took the risk to appear visible so he could interact with the living. It was wonderful to be alive again, but he knew he would never forget the loneliness, the isolation of being a spirit. That was why he was so eager to help Avery.

      Avery looked around cautiously, then carefully sat down next to Fillis.

      “You’re fine here with us, honey. You’ll see,” she told him.

      “Okay, Avery. Here’s the plan. The next time our tour bus stops at Little Round Top, I’ll just casually introduce Remy to you. I’m sure she’s seen me sittin’ with you sometimes, so she probably knows we’re friends.”

      Avery nodded nervously.

      “Now we just need to figure out how you’re gonna answer any questions she’ll have for you. You know, the usual polite stuff people ask when they first meet somebody. Easy questions for the livin’ to answer, but a bit harder for you. Ugh, I made a complete fool out of myself the first time I spoke to Lucy.”

      Avery groaned. “That’s just what I’m fearin’!”

      “That’s not gonna happen with you, Avery.” Not on my watch, Jesse thought. “My problem was I never thought I’d get the chance to talk to her, so I never thought about what I was gonna say! Of course, she looked at my soldier outfit and asked where I worked, and like an idiot, I didn’t have an answer.”

      “Well, neither do I!” Avery cried.

      “I know. So let’s think one up.”

      “God, I hate lyin’ to her.”

      “I know,” Jesse said. “But you got to. Okay, so she’s gonna see your Confederate uniform and she’ll probably ask where you work. Joel and I told Lucy that we worked over there.”

      Jesse jerked his thumb at a nearby reenactor store that sold clothing and accessories. It was called the Regimental Quartermaster.

      “That was all fine and dandy, until one day Lucy’s friend, Theresa, went in there askin’ about us.”

      “That’s a fret!” Avery said, looking more scared than ever.

      “I know. So we’re gonna make up a tour company, so there’s no way she’ll know anybody who works there and she can’t ask about ya. We’ll tell her it’s a new company.”

      “All right. Makes sense. What’ll we call it?”

      Jesse thought for a moment. There were all sorts of tours available in Gettysburg. Tour buses, trolleys, horse-drawn carriages, and even those motorized Segways.

      “Tell her you’re part of a walking tour. That way she won’t be expecting to see you get on a bus or nothin’.”

      “Good, good. What’ll we call the company?” Avery asked.

      Jesse’s eyes lit up. “Four Score Walking Tour!”

      Fillis and Avery laughed.

      “Clever, Jesse,” Fillis said. “I like it.”

      “Me, too. I just hope I can get away with it without lookin’ like a damned fool,” Avery said.

      “This girl must be very special to you, Avery,” Fillis said.

      “Aye, that she is,” he said. “She’s a wonderful gal, and that’s puttin’ it simply.”

      “You’d love her, Fillis,” Jesse said. “She’s real sweet. And if anyone needs a mama.”

      “Really?” Fillis asked with concern.

      Jesse nodded sadly. “Well, she has one, but, you know…”

      “Not a good one,” Fillis said.

      “ ‘Zactly,” Jesse agreed.

      “Well, if this girl is as sweet as you say, she’ll want to shake his hand. What then?” Fillis asked.

      “Good point,” Jesse responded. “Lucy was so shy that I knew it’d be a while before she tried to touch me or Joel. Remy’s more outgoing.”

      “What do I do? I can’t bear the thought of frightenin’ her!”

      Jesse nodded, remembering all too well when Lucy had been afraid of him. It had been unbearable. He suddenly snapped his fingers.

      “I got it. Tell her you’ve been sick and you don’t want to spread your germs.”

      “Germs? What are germs?”

      “Damn, you have been gone a long time,” Jesse said with wonder. “It’s how sickness is spread. Tiny little bugs that you cain’t even see. That’s what makes you sick, and you can make other people sick if you shake hands and kiss and whatnot.”

      “Tiny bugs?” Avery asked, looked disgusted and a little worried.

      “Yep,” Jesse said. “Not as bad as it sounds. Least we know more now ‘bout how to keep from gettin’ sick.”

      “I suppose.” Avery looked a tad overwhelmed. “Jesse, I’m so nervous about talkin’ to her!”

      “It’s gonna be just fine, Avery. I promise. You know how Remy is. She’s the easiest person in the world to talk to,” Jesse reassured him.

      Avery smiled fondly. “Now that’s the truth.”

      Fillis smiled as she watched Avery speak fondly of Remy.

      “She has such a way with people, don’t she?” Avery asked.

      Jesse smiled. “Yeah, she sure does.”

      Remy knew how to read people, and she always seemed to know how to speak to everyone on their own level. She could put people at ease and make them comfortable in any situation. She exuded kindness and warmth, and people were drawn to her sweetness, not to mention her soft beauty.

      “Well, I guess I’m as ready as I’m ever going to be. Except…” Avery looked over at Jesse, eyes full of worry.

      “What?” Jesse asked.

      “I know what I’m supposed to say to her, but what about the way I talk? I don’t want to sound stupid to her.”

      “You mean your accent?”

      “O’ course!”

      “Are you serious?” Jesse asked, incredulous. “Women go nuts over a guy with an accent. Lucy is crazy about my Texas twang for some reason, but you’ve got an Irish accent. Women fall all over themselves for a man who talks like you!”

      “You got to be kiddin’ me!” Avery said.

      “You’ll see. Believe me, you got nuthin’ to worry about.”

      “Second Mama,” Avery said to Fillis. “What about you? Would you go fer a man with an accent like mine?”

      “Well, I prefer a woman with an accent,” Fillis told him.

      Both Jesse and Fillis watched Avery for his reaction.

      “Oh? Ohhhhh,” Avery said, understanding. “I see.”

      Avery chuckled softly and smiled at Fillis. Jesse was happy to see that Avery had no problem that Fillis was gay. He was from a different time, after all. So was Jesse, but since he’d been around so long, he felt like he was from the nineteenth, twentieth, and the twenty-first century. He’d pretty much seen it all through the years.

      “I do agree with Jesse, honey,” Fillis said. “I think your accent is lovely to listen to, and I know Remy will be right charmed by it.”

      “Thanks,” Avery said, appearing slightly hopeful but not exactly convinced.

      “Tomorrow, Avery,” Jesse said. “First tour in the morning. I’ll bring Remy over and just introduce her to my friend. It’s gonna be great.”

      “I hope so, Jesse. I truly do.”

      Avery looked afraid.
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        * * *

      

      Avery had been a nervous wreck all morning. He was far too restless to sit still, so he paced back and forth on the high hill of Little Round Top.

      Jaysus, he thought. I haven’t been this scared up here since I fought and died!

      He calmed down a bit whenever he pictured Remy’s beautiful face, with her soft brown hair and bright, friendly blue eyes. He kept reminding himself that she was nothing to be afraid of. She was one of the kindest women he’d ever known, and she would be sweet to him even if he sounded like a bumbling idiot to her.

      Avery’s anxiety level shot up again at the thought of sounding dumb to her. He wanted so much to make a good impression. Other than speaking to Remy once and talking to Fillis, he hadn’t spoken to a woman in decades!

      To make matters worse, Avery had no way of knowing what time it was, so he wasn’t exactly sure when the Blue and Gray tour bus would arrive at Little Round Top. The tour buses arrived on a winding road at the top of the hill that was covered with trees, so he couldn’t see when the bus got here.

      A surge of terror rippled through Avery’s ghostly body when he finally saw Jesse walking toward him. Avery didn’t understand how it felt like his heart was pounding in his chest when he no longer had a physical heart or blood to pump through it. Emotions were just as strong in death as in life; that much was for sure.

      Remy was off in the distance, giving tourists directions about the monuments up here on Little Round Top. Avery was grateful to have a quick moment with Jesse before the big event. He needed a pep talk.

      “How ya doin’?” Jesse asked with a grin.

      “I’m so nervous, Jesse!” Avery answered honestly.

      “I know you are,” Jesse said with tremendous empathy. “I was scared to death, you know, so to speak, the first time I spoke to Lucy. But as soon as I started talkin’, I felt better. You’ll feel the same way with her. I mean, it’s Remy. She’s a darlin’ girl and she’s nothin’ to be scared of.”

      Avery nodded. “I know. You’re right.”

      Remy was headed in their direction, still chatting with tourists. Once the crowd had dispersed a little and people went off on their own to enjoy the view, Jesse called Remy over.

      “Remy! Come ‘ere a minute.”

      Remy walked over to where Jesse and Avery were standing. Avery’s ghost heart hammered wildly.

      “Hey!” Remy said warmly. “What’s up?”

      “Remy, I want you to meet my friend, Avery O’Rorke.”

      “Hi!” she chirped. “Nice to meet you.”

      With that, she held out her hand to shake his.

      Avery held up his hands. “Oh, I’d better not. I just got over gettin’ sick, and I don’t want to give you my germs.”

      Jesse nodded proudly.

      Remy dropped her hand and nodded. “Ugh, I know how you feel. I just got over being sick myself.”

      Avery stopped himself before he said I know. Then he didn’t seem sure of what to say next.

      “So,” Remy began, looking down at Avery’s gray Confederate uniform. “What tour company are you with?”

      “Ah…I’m with one of the walkin’ tours. Four Score Walking Tours.”

      Remy laughed softly. “Clever name. It’s such a nice day for a tour.” She took in a deep breath. “It’s great to have a job where you get to be outside, isn’t it?”

      Avery nodded. “Indeed it is.”

      Avery was still quite nervous, and Remy had noticed. He was sure of it. Avery had watched her interact with people for hours on end. If someone was friendly and outgoing, she freely joked and laughed with him. If a person was shy or even afraid, like on a ghost tour, she switched to gentle mode to make the person more comfortable. She might not know why, but she obviously realized Avery was nervous because she spoke softly and her smile was especially warm.

      “What regiment are you supposed to be from?” Remy also knew how to keep a conversation going when the other person was having trouble knowing what to say.

      “The 15th Alabama Infantry,” Avery stated confidently, grateful for a question he could finally answer honestly.

      “Hmmm. You don’t sound like you’re from Alla-baaama,” Remy said with an exaggerated Southern accent. “Thought you’d sound more like my man here.” With that, she jerked a thumb at Jesse.

      “Ah, but there were a number of us in the 15th Alabama who were originally from Ireland. A whole company of us. Oate’s Zouaves.”

      “Interesting,” Remy said, her pretty blue eyes sparkling. She actually did look interested, rather than just being polite. “Are you really Irish, or are you just good at accents?”

      Avery laughed, feeling more comfortable by the moment. He’d seen her put tourists at ease all the time with her sweet, friendly manner, but this was the first time he’d been on the receiving end. She made him feel warm all over, which was no easy feat when you were a ghost.

      “I am indeed from Ireland,” Avery told her.

      “Really?” Remy said, looking more intrigued by the moment. “Do you speak…what is it…Gaelic? Irish?”

      “Aye, certainly I speak Irish,” he said with a smile.

      “Cool! Can you say something in Irish? I would love to hear it!”

      A thrill went through Avery. This was going far better than he had imagined. He glanced over at Jesse, who smiled at him and nodded encouragingly. He was there to step in in case Avery needed him, but was content to keep quiet and let them talk.

      “Of course! Okay, let me see now,” Avery said, as he tried to think of something good to say. “Tá tú go h-álainn, Remy.”

      Remy’s eyes flashed with pleasure upon hearing her name. She looked at Avery eagerly, waiting for the translation.

      “It means ‘you’re beautiful, Remy,’” Avery said softly, looking into her eyes.

      Remy let out a soft sigh. “That’s lovely.” She was clearly quite touched by his words.

      “And so are you,” Avery said.

      Avery glanced over at Jesse. Jesse opened his eyes wide and nodded slightly as if to say, You’re on a roll. Keep it up!

      Remy turned to look at Jesse and said, “Jesse, where have you been hiding this guy?”

      Jesse laughed. “In plain sight, my dear. His walking tour stops here ‘round the same time our bus does, so I usually stop and chat with him.”

      Remy turned back to look at Avery. “I see.” She looked into his eyes for a moment. “I swear, I could listen to you talk all day.”

      Avery laughed. “Well, then I best keep talkin’ to ya! How is your tour going?”

      “Great! We have a good group today. They’re asking lots of questions, which is nice.”

      “Remy also does ghost tours,” Jesse said.

      “‘Zat right?” Avery asked, looking amused. Of course, he already knew that. He’d followed Remy around on many of her tours while he was invisible. He’d watched Remy guide her group around Gettysburg after dark while the tourists eagerly hunted for ghosts, completely unaware that there was one in their midst.

      “Yeah, but don’t hold it against me. I know lots of, you know, legit tour guides like us don’t like ghost tours, but they can be fun.”

      Avery nodded. Many historians in the area hated the ghost tours because they felt they detracted from the seriousness of the battle and its history, but the truth was the immensely popular ghost tours brought in thousands more tourists every year. There was really no reason the historical tours and the paranormal ones couldn’t co-exist. Nobody did historical battleground tours at night, so they might as well let the ghost folks take over after sunset.

      “I mean, of course there’s no such thing as ghosts, but the guests love that kind of stuff, so why not do it? Brings lots of people to Gettysburg,” Remy said.

      “That it does. Ghosts are a big deal ‘round here,” Avery said.

      “Well, ghost stories are,” she said.

      “You don’t believe in ghosts?” he asked with amusement.

      “No. Do you?”

      “Yes,” Avery said firmly, and Remy laughed good-naturedly.

      Several tourists wearing orange stickers approached them. It was a group of parents who had come on the tour with their kids. One of the mothers gestured up at the monument to the 44th New York Infantry.

      “Is that the one you can climb up in?” she asked Remy.

      “Yes! Here I’ll show you how to go up there,” she said. Then she looked at Avery. “Sorry, gotta go for now.”

      Avery nodded, and Remy headed toward the monument with the parents and kids following her like baby ducklings. Jesse went with her to help herd the group up the narrow staircase around the back of the monument.

      The moment Remy was far enough ahead to be out of earshot, Jesse turned around and whispered to Avery, “You did great! Even I was ‘bout to swoon!”

      Avery laughed and nodded as an intense feeling of relief washed over him. After a shaky start, he felt good about his first real encounter with Remy. Despite what Jesse and Fillis had told him, he hadn't expected Remy to be so enthralled with his Irish heritage. Where, or when he came from, Irish immigrants were looked down upon, and he'd genuinely feared she might think less of him for it. Of course, he should have known better. Remy didn't look down on anyone.

      Avery looked up at the monument where Remy and Jesse had disappeared with their group. He could hear the excitement of the kids as they rushed to the edge of the huge monument and peered out at the view. Little girls particularly loved climbing up there because the ridges on the corner really did make it look like a big stone castle. As always, Avery was hoping to catch a glimpse of Remy. She always looked so beautiful up there in her Jennie Wade dress when she stood and looked out at the expansive view of the battlefields.

      Avery’s ghost heart skipped a phantom beat when he saw her appear at the top. This time, Remy leaned down and looked right at where Avery was standing. As if she was looking for him.

      Avery locked eyes with her, and for a moment she seemed embarrassed to be caught searching for him. Now it was his turn to put her at ease. He smiled warmly at her and waved. She smiled, too, and waved back.

      “Tá tú go h-álainn, Remy!” he called up to her. Though there were many other things he could have said to her, he repeated this phrase because now she knew what it meant.

      Remy’s lovely smile widened, and she tucked her hair behind her ear as she looked at him. Avery hardly considered himself an expert on women, but even he recognized the move as a flirtatious gesture. She obviously found him charming, which thrilled him.

      She reluctantly turned away so she could tend to her guests. Avery continued watching her as she gestured toward Devil’s Den and explained other points of interest in view. He didn’t even care if Remy caught him staring. He wanted her to know he adored her.

      Remy never did look back down, as she was busy with her group. Avery waited patiently at the bottom for her to return, but he knew it would soon be time for her group to move on to the next stop.

      Finally, Remy and Jesse came back down and headed toward Avery. Remy smiled at him as she guided her group.

      “It was so nice meeting you, Avery,” she said.

      Oh, how he loved hearing her say his name!

      “And you as well,” he said.

      Remy held his gaze just a bit longer than necessary, then she headed toward the bus with her group. Jesse walked with her a little ways, then dashed back to Avery.

      “She said you were really cute and she loves your dreamy accent,” Jesse said, grinning at Avery.

      Avery gazed into Jesse’s eyes with intense gratitude and said quietly, “Thank ye, Jesse. For everything.”

      Jesse nodded, still grinning, then he bounded off to join his group.

      Avery sat back down on his usual rock, feeling a sense of happiness and relief. It had been wonderful finally talking to Remy, and he never could have done it without Jesse’s help.

      Avery hadn’t thought it possible, but now that he was able to speak to her and look into her eyes, he was more in love with Remy than ever before.
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      It was after eleven pm, and Lucy was outside on the patio of Meade’s Tavern closing up the restaurant for the night. She was wiping down tables and shutting the huge umbrellas above the tables when Avery came walking toward her.

      Lucy looked up and gasped slightly when she saw him standing just outside the railing that separated the restaurant tables from the street. She glanced at his Confederate uniform, and Avery figured she was trying to determine if he was dead or alive. He knew from Jesse that Lucy used to be terrified of ghosts, but now she was quite comfortable with them. Avery realized she would probably be more afraid of a living, breathing strange man standing here watching her late at night than a spirit. Lucy looked frightened, and he felt awful for scaring her.

      “Hello. I-I’m Avery O’Rorke. I—”

      “Avery!” Lucy cried with delight, her brown eyes lighting up with recognition. She dropped what she was doing and walked over to greet him. “It’s so wonderful to finally meet you!”

      Avery smiled at Lucy. She was just as Jesse had described—long, flowing brown hair and gentle brown eyes. She had such a sweet, friendly smile, and it was easy to picture her with Jesse.

      “I should have realized it was you. Jesse’s told me so much about you that I feel like I know you,” Lucy said.

      “I can say the same about you. He talks about you all the
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