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I DIDN’T SEE IT COMING, but that wasn’t unusual. But I didn’t expect the ghost to try for my neck. I felt more than I saw, which was only a smoky shimmering.

A quick shrug and a yell got it off, and it disappeared. I rubbed my neck thoughtfully. No scratches or punctures, just a gnawed feeling. Lucky this time. 

My yell brought Sal and Jude running into the former living room of the empty old Victorian house they had brought me to. Worry crossed both of their faces. 

“What happened? You OK?” Sal sputtered out. 

“Sure, just something trying to clamp onto my neck. But it went away as soon as I yelled.”  I answered.

Jude cocked her head to the side. “Was it trying to take a bite out of you or just give you a hickey?”

Sal frowned. “I think we better get some research on this one. Time to get some data from the 

Librarians.” She nodded to Jude, then the room shimmered and disappeared.
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THEY REAPPEARED IN a house that was floor to ceiling books, the living room had tall ceilings and the shelves covered everything right up to the top, with only enough space at the bottom to keep the books off the floor. Or at least away from the stacks of books which need to be re-filed, or didn’t have a space. And the shelves were crammed solid from side to side, with occasional smallish books wedged sideways above the vertical ones. The hallways that ran off away from this mass of book shelves also had shelves in them. And what I could see of the rooms beyond them were also book-lined. 

I saw no overstuffed chairs or lounges here, like modern libraries, only solid ladder-back chairs around sturdy tables, whose legs themselves were crammed with books stacked in between. Between wasn’t much, here. The aisles between the shelves were barely enough for a smallish person to navigate, and only one at a time.

An old newspaper library flag-stand had been revived with maps and large parchments hanging from their poles. One tabletop had been placed on top of a horizontal gray set of map drawers nearby. More maps and parchments were piled thick on its top also.

With all these books and paper, of course the place smelled of old book store mustiness. And so quiet that even dropping pins would make no noise. There was a hardwood floor, but covered with strip rugs of an oriental pattern in between the tables, only leaving the barest spaces under the tables themselves. 

Jude, Sal, and I arrived in its largest open space. And that made me only wonder again how they did that and never appeared inside something. As it was, I bumped into a table and nearly upset a pile of books on it while catching my balance.

A red tabby cat meowed and pushed against his leg for petting, which I obliged. Taking Sal and Jude in with one look, it quickly sprinted off between the under-table stacks to lose itself again in the forest of book holders. 

“So Hermione is the first to welcome you.” A wrinkled, and weathered old man appeared at my elbow, holding out a gnarled hand as greeting. “You can call me Ben. My full name is too long and convoluted for pronunciation in English. You must be John, the new guy. Heard a bit about you.” 

I shook his hand and found the grip to be a vise, but brief. That surprised me, but Ben seemed not to notice my reaction. 

“Sal, Jude. Glad you could come by again. Don’t see enough of you around. Granger has some brownies she’s just baked. Heard you were coming.” Ben then shuffled off again before Sal or Jude could reply. 

Jude spoke first. “John, that’s Old Ben, whose one of the Librarians. I’m afraid he’s more at home with books than people. That’s the most I’ve heard him say in years, at least all at once. Granger is the other half to this pair and she should be...”

“Right here. Hi John, Sal, Jude.” A similarly wizened and wrinkled form showed up literally at my elbow, her gray head hardly higher than that joint. She grabbed my arm there and pulled it against her face. “Ah, so soft, but so strong. Jude likes them this way, and so do I. But she’s able to get more use out of your qualities than I can these days. Still, one can dream.” 

Her hand was squeezing my elbow and pushing her body against my arm. I moved it up and away from her grip, where she then started cuddling my waist with the side of her face against my hip.

“Granger, I think he has some questions for you. You might want to let up so he can remember what they are.” Sal spoke firmly.

Jude came up and took Granger’s free hand, pulling her away from my side, and putting her on the other side of a table, where her face was just higher than the table top. Granger folded her arms on the table and rested her chin on them, not taking her dream-filled eyes off me.

Jude returned to my side in the space Granger had filled, but not touching me. She tilted her head and whispered in my ear, “This is where I start to protect both your and my reputations. Don’t worry, I’ll be close by.”

I again smelled her rose fragrance and was pleased to have something in my nose besides musty books and old people. This also brought a slight smile to my lips, as meeting these two wizened Librarians was a bit much to take in at once.

Sal spoke. “Granger, it looks like we met a vampire ghost. What do you have for us?”

Granger replied, “Sal, you know we have to start with Ghost Hunting 101 before anything else.”

Sal nodded, with a smile.

Granger continued. “John, this won’t take long, but these points are just the tip of the iceberg. 


“1. Ghosts are incomplete somehow. They want to finish something, or want to tell people something, or are confused about something. It’s your job to figure out what or why and help them find it. All without getting killed in the process.

“2. They don’t create energy, they harvest it. So their appearance requires energy to maintain. You have little time to talk with them before they exhaust themselves and have to go get some more. One of the reasons they appear and disappear.

“3. That energy is the dark kind. Sadness, Anger, Hate, Terror and Fear are the most common. This is why they have to work at harvesting. And they’ll try to make you angry or afraid in order to keep going. That’s the fuel they need. 

“4. Love is a more powerful energy, but it will dissolve the reason they are here. Rational thought is related and usually an approach to get them turned toward what they loved in their last life. Universal solvent, if you can get them to access it.

“5. Ghosts can hurt you physically if you let them. Often this is throwing things at you, although some have been known to spontaneously explode or combust things they target. So don’t get in their way.”


I tried to absorb these rules as best I could, although Granger rattled them off like a literal TV talking head on a 30 second infomercial. 

“So that’s why you won’t see ghosts around churches but will around graveyards?” I asked.

Granger nodded, as much as her arms and the tabletop would allow. “That’s right. Unless it’s a fire-and-brimstone preacher who is using fear to keep his congregation on the ‘straight and narrow’. The modern mega-churches with their emphasis on ‘loving one another as they would want to be loved’ aren’t usually haunted. Graveyards are usually full of grief or the recently departed, so they are like battery packs for the non-departed. Abandoned graveyards are empty of ghosts for the same reason.

Ben appeared right behind Granger and laid a hand on one of her elbows. “But rock bands and carnivals are even better. Chills, thrills, and threatened violence. And movie houses where they routinely show violent movies.”

That said, Ben looked at Sal and nodded his head to his right, glancing that way and then back to Sal. He
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