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This book was inspired by my mama, who said she spoke to Grandpa standing at the foot of her bed regularly. And it’s dedicated to all the mamas who keep the connection to passed loved ones open and alive. Bless you.

But tell me... Has this ever happened to you?
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Introduction:
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Hi there. I’m Joan Freed. The rebel life coach and nutritional therapist that you may – or may not – have heard about. I work hard to keep a low profile for my own protection. Protection from a few box store coaches who wish I would stop giving clients what they need; help wherever they are and whenever they need it. 

When I’m not saving myself or clients, I write this life-changing series of books to help others in their journey. That’s what I was doing at 3 AM. Writing.

But that’s neither here nor there. It’s only important that you know the following story could wind up in deep do-do for me, my often cohort Jenny Crawford (used to be a client), and the current client, Madeline (from The Vintage Trailer).
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Chapter 1: How it all began
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I got the text at 3 AM. A usual time for me to be up writing. But Madeline? Not so much. 

Madeline: ‘I give up! Please come and help.’

Me: ‘What should I pack?’

Madeline: ‘Your strongest ghost-busting gear’

Me: ‘Where, exactly?’

Madeline: ‘Call me when you get to Deming, New Mexico’

Me: ‘See ya tomorrow’
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Chapter 2: Ghostbusting it is...

[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]

AFTER MADELINE’S WAKE-up call, I had to quit writing. That is, figuring out how to stop the Jeep that was careening down the mountain with no brakes. And three of us in it! Assuring myself it would go no closer to the edge until I get back to it, I shifted gears from writing to packing. Madeline said my strongest ghost-busting gear, whatever that is.

My repertoire did not include ghost-busting experience. I reminded myself that’s what life-coaching is all about. Helping others figure out how to get over or around their current brick wall. Whatever it’s made of. Should I throw in an extra sheet so I can make like Casper, the friendly ghost?
I started with a list of to-dos to close my place down and on down the road in my new (to me) van with bare necessities. Stacking what I could in the doorway, I realized my stack was bigger than the van. A re-sort sent over half of the stack back into the cupboards. 
This will be the maiden voyage in the van. I sold the Wilderness because I was tired of the hassle of a tag-along trailer. While I used to drag it, park it, and leave it there for the summer, I’m more spontaneous now. And still trying to be a ‘tourist’... Check-off my bucket list. Visit my people strung throughout the country; move daily or weekly. 
But living in a van on the move is way different. This will be an adventure in so many ways.
By the time the sun peeked over the horizon, my doorway is jammed. But now I could see without a flashlight to load it all into my tiny new house on wheels. I could also snoop on Jenny to gauge when she and Patches, the polka-dot Chihuahua, were up and about. Will she be ghost-busting with me? 
With the stack moved to clogging the van doorway, I heard Patches barking her greeting to the new day. I slid the door closed to block freeloaders, grabbed my coffee mug and tramped to Jenny’s vintage scotty.
“You up? I have news.” Patches welcomed me with ucky doggy kisses that I tolerate with a shiver, cooing, and a pet. “I missed you, too. It’s been forever.”
“Yep. Come in.” It sounded like she was talking through a yawn. I opened the door and stepped in, “Sit. Do tell. Where we headed in the middle of winter?”
I chuckled, “Not north. And not so far away either. I got the frantic ‘help’ text from Madeline. She says to bring the strongest ghost-busting gear we have.” I swallowed a drink of coffee. “Does this mean you’re in for it?”
She shrugged, “You bet. The one man I was interested in wasn’t the ‘one good man’ I thought he was. I have no unfinished landscaping jobs. Neither do I have any new ones coming up for a month, or so. Might as well ghost-bust with you. 
But tell me. How many ghosts have you busted?”
I counted off on my fingers, “That’s a relative question. Either gazillions or none, depending on how you look at it.” Laughing, I said, “I won’t know what we’re dealing with til we get there. I told her I’d see her tomorrow. That work for you?” 
“Perfect. I only have to hook it up and button it up. I can help you get your place secured. We could leave this afternoon if you want.”
I clapped my hands together, making Patches jump up and bark, “Well then, let’s do it! We can stay at Catalina State Park and sneak through Tucson before the ‘10’ turns into a parking lot. Come when you’re ready.”
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Chapter 3: Load ‘em up! Head ‘em out...
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WITH THE VAN STUFFED full in a disorganized heap, we pulled out at 2 PM. Swapping Picacho Peak State Park for Catalina put us ending our traveling day before 4 PM. 
I will have lots of daylight to reset my tiny house the first time. Or, at least, get my bedroom organized. How many resets will I have to do to live efficiently? I guessed at least three by the time I crawled into my bedroll.
On the road at 2 AM, we sailed through Tucson. and stopped at the Rex Allen rest area for finger food breakfast from our respective totes. I wondered how many movies pretty boy Rex and his horse made. I also wondered how many times my sister, Delores, had seen them. She is the Rope Opera Queen. Soap operas are the norm, but not for sister Delores. She must have guns and horses and dust storms to unwind. Making a mental note to catch up with Delores and my niece. Mary Linn, I saluted the statue of Rex and his steed that gilds the rest area.
Deming, New Mexico is the first town after Lordsburg in southern New Mexico. It’s hi-desert. At the southern end of the Rocky Mountains. A gemstone collector’s paradise. Rockhound State Park is one of my bucket-list items to explore. But I was raised and programmed to tend to chores first, then indulge in the reward. I called Madeline. 
“You made great time! Did Jenny come with you?”
“Yes, she did. How do we find you?”
She gave me directions. We filled our stores while we were in Deming before leaving town. We were only going about 10 miles out of town. Long term survival supplies are not required.
Madeline set us both up next to her antique Aristocrat. and gave us the two-bit tour of the place; a ranch development waiting for life to happen. We could see it all from the guest ramada at the front of the office. We could see it all because she’d had no sales. There were no cabins, houses, or campers to break the desert view. Only roadways, utility posts, and parcel markers. Until your eyes ran into a beat-up, oxidized Subaru with a ramshackle tent at the back of it. 
She had no sales because people saw Ruby and were afraid, according to Madeline. She assured me I’d know more when we had a face-to-face. The oxidized car and ramshackle tent were nothing. 
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Chapter 4: We’re heeerrree...
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I STUDIED THE SUBARU and tent, searching for the infamous Ruby that was controlling so many lives. I spotted her. Even from a distance I could see that her priorities were not personal appearance. I saw a tall, thin blonde with long gnarly hair busy with a shovel.
Madeline belly laughed. her flaming red hair slapping into her mouth from the cool breeze, “You landed on Ruby. I can tell. I’ve seen that look at least a hundred times. I hope you won’t vamoose, too when I tell you the story of Ruby.
Take a potty break and fill your mugs. You won’t want to miss a word of this.”
She’s Madeline. We each did as she ordered without argument, including Patches.
Settled back around the picnic table, she told us about the ghost we were here to bust.
“Ruby is a girl – a young woman—on a mission. She hunts for crystals to use in her jewelry – among other things. That’s how she makes her money. 
But she’s also super shy and super sensitive. She feels vibes from the earth and crystals around her. She appears to be a phenom, but doesn’t claim to be.
When I introduce you, you’ll see she has brown skin, blonde straight hair, and green eyes. Her skin isn’t black, not white, and not yellow. Brown... almost black. Striking and spooky at the same time. If you get past the rare look, wait til she talks. She has a speech impediment – talks with a lisp. It’s disconcerting when you put it all together.
Her mission, you ask? 
She insists a ghost is crying for her to stay here and set it free.” Madeline lifted her shoulders and splayed her hands. “She won’t leave. Her outfit is outside the development property. And I can’t be so merciless as to call the authorities on her for overstaying on government property. 
She’s not hurting anyone. She’s passive, determined, and focused. But if I don’t get this place rolling in another few weeks, they’ll ship me out.”
I sipped at my coffee and fidgeted on the bench. “What are you thinking I can do to help?”
“In a nutshell; help her find her ghost so she can get on out of here. I have work to do!”
I chuckled. Jenny snorted. “I’m taking Patches for a walk while you two work this out. Come and get me when you have a plan.” 
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Chapter 5: Step One...
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SNAGGING MY COFFEE mug, I crawled out of the table, “Let me get my house in better order while I ponder this. I’ll get back to you.”
“Okay, Joan. Thanks for coming. Tell me when you’re ready for an intro. I’ll see you later.”
While I reset my house the second time, I pondered how best to approach this interloping phenom. At least interloping by the standards of the class of people who have the wherewithal to buy into this chunk of desert. 
To this day I can’t relate to people who fear people who don’t look – or live – like them. What determines acceptable class? And why? I’m guilty too. But I fear the opposite. People who flaunt their wealth in material things give me the willies. What are they hiding under their cashmere suits and long noses? 
“Stop that, Joan! You aren’t here to discern good and bad. You’re here to help Madeline do what she wants to do. And that means approaching the so called phenom for productivity and success.” 
“What did you say?” came from the open van door. It was Jenny and Patches.
“Hi there. Talking to myself. Getting sidetracked from the mission into pondering the imponderables.” I perched on a tote that hadn’t found its home yet. “You see what I’m doing. What are you and Patches up to?”
“We’re coming back from our explore around this place. And thinking we should take a nap. Our day started rather early... for us in the real world. Unlike some morning owls I know.”
“Ha, ha, Jenny. You failed the tactful test.
So, did you meet our mission?”
“You mean your mission,” she shook her head. “She’s not mine. I’m curious, but not that curious. I’ll get my need for nosiness que from you. You may have noticed that I’m more the landscape designer and Joan bailer outer.”
“Wow. You’re full of it this afternoon.” I nodded at her through the open door, “And I agree. You and Patches should go take a nap.” Looking around my stacks of disorganized stuff, I added, “Are we supping together? Hint, hint.”
She chuckled, “Why sure. Joan, why don’t I fix supper when I get up from my nap? Will you join us at table #1 in the first Scotty you come to?”
I rolled my eyes, “Yes, I will. And thank you. What time should I arrive? And in what class of dress?”
“Tsk, tsk. Come as you are at around 5ish. With clean hands and face... and a hungry tummy.”
My arm raised in a salute, “Yes, ma’am.” I stood from my tote, bumping my head for the umpteenth time on the (thankfully) well-padded ceiling. “See you later. I’ll be the one walking like this,” I ducked my head and peered at her sideways. But she was gone. My silly performance was between me and God forever.
But back to the case at hand. Getting chummy with a harmless, pesky ghost hunter.
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Chapter 6: The Meeting
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MY OFFICE SORT OF SETUP along one side of the van, my bed on the other. The kitchen behind the driver’s seat; and dual powered fridge at the back (for now). I dusted my hands and declared the 2nd reset finished. I opened my cushioned folding office chair and plopped onto it. Surveying and plotting my next move.
I’m not comfortable cold-calling clients who don’t know they’re a client in waiting. I let them come to me. They know they want me to pry before we ever get the first ‘Hello’ out. Unless they’re little old gray-haired ladies in parking lots that look like sad statues. As was the case with Alo in The Mount Saint Helens Affair. But was she ever a client? The jury’s still out on that one. Or if I’m pedaling my bike up a mountain road steep hill and can’t quite make it. The client (Queenie) was first a saving grace to me.
“Focus, Joan! Focus!” I said out loud.
My head said to take a walk and wing it.
***
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I MEANDERED THE ROADWAYS, stopping now and again to study a particular lot. By the time I wandered into the lot nearest to Ruby, I hoped I had a believable scenario set. Strolling the lot, I stopped when I got to her digs.
“Hi, there. What are you discovering?”
The blonde head stopped digging and turned to look at me. She was tall, slender and had the body of a model. Her long, tangled hair covered about half of her face. The eye I could see was brilliant emerald green. Almost like she wore those colored contact lenses I’d heard about. But it shot fire at me. She shoved her hair behind her ear with a very dirty hand.
The eyes were set into her dark brown skin. Madeline’s description of striking and spooky came to front and center. Prospective buyers feared her. I am intrigued.
“Treathure to me,” she said. Her voice was either unremarkable, or her lisp overshadowed the sound. “Why do you athk? I’ll tell you right now that if you’re next in the line of people who want to chathe me out of here, forget it. I’ll leave when I find the one who fetched me in here. Not before.” She crammed her shovel in the ground again. lifted and dumped the dirt alongside the hole then sifted through it.
“Whoa down! I’m not here to attack you. I’m Madeline’s friend and life coach. I want to help you fulfill your mission. 
Will you let me?”
She stopped digging again, almost evil eyeing me, “You don’t want to threaten to thend me to the looney bin or jail?”
I shook my head, “No ma’am! How can I help?”
She leaned the shovel and plopped onto the rear floor of the open beat-up Subaru. She waved me in and pointed at the camp chair, “Come. Thit.”
I did. And waited, surveying the multitude of holes surrounding me. Spying a bucket about half full of square crystals, I broke the silence. “Did you find all those here?”
She drank from a bottle of water before she answered. “Yeth. I make jewelry from them.” She reached into a fishing tackle box and plucked out a necklace and earrings with gold chains. Passing them over to me, “Like thith.”
I fondled the heavy, gaudy design, peering through the prisms. “You do gorgeous work.” Weighing them in my hand, “Very heavy.” I handed them back to her, “I’m impressed. With both the design and the person who enjoys wearing it. 
Did I understand you right? Somebody’s calling you here? Like a ghost? Help me understand. I’ve never been sensitive to ghosts. Sometimes I wish I was. Maybe you’re here to help me get in touch with my mama or grandma.”
She shook her head, “No. It’th not like that. I can’t contact them. They contact me. And only once in a while. They need a wrong righted tho they can retht, I geth.”
I felt my head nodding, “Have you been successful at righting the wrongs?”
Her head bobbed, “Yeth. Time and again. But none tho powerful ath right now.”
I looked around at the empty glory holes, “So, you’re looking for a body? What are you searching for?”
“I don’t know. That’th the problem.” She made a fist
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