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      The living don't realize the dead walk amongst them.

      On this warm evening in April, the dead were sitting on the steps outside Hunt’s Battlefield Fries on Steinwehr Avenue in Gettysburg, Pennsylvania. Though they could choose to be invisible to the living whenever they liked, right now Jesse Spenser of the First Texas Infantry and Fillis Mungin, a runaway slave from Virginia, were content to have the tourists see them plainly.

      Though their clothing would have looked bizarre anywhere else, the two were taken for reenactors or tour guides. Jesse wore, or at least appeared to wear, gray wool pants, a white cotton shirt with suspenders, and a brown slouch hat. Fillis wore a long, pale blue cotton dress. Their clothing fit in perfectly in the historic town of Gettysburg.

      Jesse never failed to attract attention from the female tourists, as many women loved a man in uniform. He had brown hair that had grown just long enough to start to curl and warm, blue-gray eyes that added to his allure. He never thought of himself as attractive, though. He was just a poor farm boy from Texas.

      A dead farm boy from Texas.

      He had died on the second day of the famed battle of Gettysburg more than one hundred and fifty years ago. Even if he did turn a woman’s head, it would do her no good. She wouldn’t even be able to touch him. That didn’t stop him from flirting, though. Having human interaction like that made him feel alive again.

      A group of teenage girls walked by, and one of them made eye contact with Jesse. He nodded his head and said, “Ma’am,” in greeting. The girls giggled and blushed. Jesse’s accent and Southern manners never failed to charm the ladies. He thought it a shame that people seemed to have abandoned such old-fashioned ways, especially here in Yankee country.

      Jesse also thought it somewhat shameful the way some of these young girls dressed nowadays. Not that he wanted women to go back to dressing the way they did when he was alive, pretty much covered from head to toe, but there had to be some kind of happy medium. Girls had such terrible role models these days; people like those awful Kardashians. Dreadful. Whatever happened to classy women like Lauren Bacall and Audrey Hepburn? Jesse had seen it all through the years. Times had certainly changed.

      A ghostly Union soldier walked by and nodded to Jesse, who nodded back. The Yankee was currently invisible to the living. Jesse could tell because the soldier’s image was transparent. He could see the soldier, but he could also see through him. The vast majority of spirits chose this path—to walk unseen among the living.

      Jesse chose to be visible more often than most spirits because he felt lonely when no one but other ghosts could see him. Still, there was always the risk of frightening people. How he hated when a woman would shriek with terror when he was careless about when and how he disappeared, or when one of them would accidentally bump into him and feel a wisp of frigid cold instead of warm flesh. It hurt so much when a pretty lady’s expression turned to horror at the sight of him. Worse still were the children. Jesse’s ghostly heart ached when he remembered the handful of times he had inadvertently frightened a child. He loved children dearly and couldn’t bear the thought of becoming the subject of their nightmares when all he wanted to do was play with them for a little while.

      Another Yankee drifted by, nodding at him. Jesse was on good terms with most Union soldiers around these parts. So many years had passed since the Civil War had ended, and most Yanks and Rebs got along now that everyone was dead. Though many of the deceased soldiers had gone on to heaven or wherever they were supposed to go, there were a fair number still left behind wandering the battlefields and the town of Gettysburg. It was a lonely existence for sure, so there was no sense in remaining enemies when there were few friends to be found. Jesse’s friendship with Fillis would have been quite odd back when they were still alive. Jesse, a Rebel fighting for the South, and Fillis, a runaway slave.

      Fillis, who had died in her fifties just before the battle of Gettysburg, adored Jesse. She was like an adoptive mother to many of the soldiers who sought her counsel and comfort. She referred to herself as their “Second Mama,” not wanting to take anything away from their real mothers, who had died long ago. Jesse was Southern through and through and would always remain loyal to his beloved Texas, having taken up arms to defend his home and family. In death, he’d become close with Fillis and had learned the truth about the horrors of slavery.

      “Mmmm. My, my, my…” Fillis muttered as she watched an attractive woman in a low-cut blouse walk by. Jesse chuckled softly. That was one thing the black woman and the white soldier had in common.

      Girl watching.

      They both missed the physical companionship of women, that was for sure. Fillis had far more actual experience with that sort of thing than Jesse had. She had lived on a plantation in Virginia until the master of the house discovered Fillis’s indiscretion with his wife. Fillis had run away and had died of tuberculosis not long before the great battle.

      Jesse was still a virgin when he died. There were a handful of women back home that his parents had hoped he might marry, but there was no one who really took his fancy. It had been hard for him during those long nights at camp knowing he had no sweetheart back home waiting for him. Though he would never have wished to cause some poor woman suffering and mourning, it still hurt sometimes to know that there had been no girl thinking of him as he lay cold and dead on the rocks of Devil’s Den.

      Though he had no physical heart anymore, he still felt a horrible ache in his chest when he thought of his mother getting the news of his death. Perhaps it was for the best that he had no other love waiting for his return.

      Still, it annoyed him that he’d died before he’d ever been with a woman. He’d had many opportunities while he was a soldier. Prostitutes were not hard to come by, but he never regretted passing them up. Even now that he was dead, he fantasized about what it would feel like to make love to a woman, but he still couldn’t imagine being so intimate with a stranger.

      The streets were crowded tonight. That was how Jesse knew the weather must be warm and comfortable. He could hardly remember what it felt like to be cold or hot anymore. He wished he could smell the fresh air as he watched the people walking by. Yankees and Confederates in uniform were scattered on the streets here and there; some were real, dead soldiers and some were living people in costumes. Jesse was amazed at how seriously some of the reenactors took their duties as pretend soldiers. When a ghost opted to remain fully visible, as Jesse was now, it was hard to tell who was alive or dead. Jesse could usually tell a real soldier when he looked into his eyes and saw the weary, haunted look of someone who’d been wandering around for a century and a half.

      Though most of the restless soldiers who still drifted through the streets and battlefields got along well or were at least civil to one another, there was one feud that had never died. Jesse’s eyes narrowed when he spied his archenemy, Joel Casey of the 124th New York Infantry, walking toward them. Jesse hadn’t seen him for quite some time and he’d been hoping the Yank had finally crossed over.

      “YEEEEEEEEEEEOOOOOOOOOOOWWWWWWWWW!” Jesse let loose with a fierce Rebel Yell. He ignored the odd looks from tourists while he savored Joel’s gut reaction of visible terror.

      Jesse relished the way that sound still seemed to make Joel’s blood run cold even though he no longer had blood in him. That sound was so frequently a prelude to slaughter on the battlefield that it wasn’t something you ever forgot, no matter how long you existed.

      “Good to see you, baby. Where you been?” Fillis asked, greeting Joel far more warmly than his nemesis had. There was a hint of disappointment in her eyes, and Jesse knew she had also hoped he had crossed over.  Fillis loved Joel as much as she loved Jesse. She had died in Gettysburg shortly before the battle and had witnessed the three-day ordeal as she wandered around in spirit form. She had a tender spot in her heart for all those boys who fought and died that day.

      Ignoring Jesse, Joel smiled at Fillis. Joel was even more dashing in uniform than Jesse. He wore a dark blue, four-button wool coat and blue wool pants. He had light blond hair, and the color of his Yankee uniform set off the blue in his eyes, giving them a startlingly bright look. It was not uncommon for a woman to forget what she was saying when she turned and looked into those eyes.

      “I just, you know, needed a break for a bit,” Joel told her. Fillis nodded, understanding. It was not uncommon for a ghost to disappear for a time. Vanishing was what they called it. Vanishing was different than simply being invisible. Invisible meant you were still hanging around, but only other spirits could see you. Vanishing meant you were not conscious. It was kind of like a ghost’s form of sleep. It would be simply unbearable to be endlessly conscious all night and all day for decades, even centuries, at a time. Spirits could fade away for a bit and then come back after they’d rested for a while.

      Unless they crossed over to the other side. Then they didn’t come back. Jesse had known many spirits who had crossed over. He’d actually seen it happen a couple of times. A bright portal appeared when you were ready to move on. Sometimes you could tell when someone’s time was coming near. Jesse remembered a soldier who was eighteen years old, a baby really, when he died on the Wheatfield on the second day of the battle. A member of the famed Irish Brigade, his name was Daniel Sheehan. In the days leading up to his crossing over, he seemed calm, tranquil. Something in him had changed, and he was finally ready to go. Off in the distance on the same part of the battlefield where Daniel had died, Jesse saw the young boy’s portal open, and then he was gone. He was a good kid. Jesse missed him.

      Jesse wished a portal that led to the extreme Deep South would open up and swallow Joel, and he told him so. “Thought mebbe you’d finally gone down to hell where you belong,” Jesse informed him, his strong Texas accent becoming even more pronounced when he was angry. Known as the Immortal Enemies, all the ghosts in Gettysburg knew that Joel and Jesse couldn't stand the sight of each other.

      “Well, it wouldn’t be hell without you there, Secesh,” Joel said, shooting Jesse a steely glare.

      “Boys…” Fillis admonished gently. She hated when they fought, which was constantly.

      “Mudsill,” Jesse muttered.

      “Traitor!” Joel shot back. A few of the tourists stopped to watch, thinking their bickering was part of some reenactor show. Johnny Reb vs. Billy Yank. “Bunch of pansy-ass, stupid hicks. All of ya.”

      “My stupid hicks beat the tar out of your delicate lil’ Orange Blossoms,” Jesse said. Joel’s regiment had been nicknamed the Orange Blossoms because most of them came from Orange County, New York.

      “Yeah?” Joel said, blue eyes blazing. He jerked his head toward an American flag that was flying just above his head at one of the souvenir shops. “Which flag do you see flying now?”

      Jesse’s reaction to the word “flag” was as pained and full of horror as Joel’s had been when he’d heard Jesse’s eerie Rebel Yell.

      “Joel!” Fillis said sharply, shooting him a warning look that said he’d gone too far. She quietly added, “That’s enough out of both of you.”

      “Sorry, Fillis,” the boys said in unison, like two brothers who were in trouble with Mom for fighting.

      “Good to have you back, honey,” Fillis told Joel. Jesse sneered at him, but stayed silent for Fillis’s sake.

      “Thanks, Second Mama. Missed you, too,” Joel said. He took a seat next to her on the steps.

      “See ya later, Fillis,” Jesse said as he got up. He could only be civil with Joel for so long, so he figured it best to leave. Fillis’s sad expression pained him, but he couldn’t stand to be near that filthy Yank a moment longer. One of the worst things about being a ghost was that he couldn’t punch Joel’s lights out. That was the one thing the two soldiers could agree on. They would give just about anything to finally be able to beat the living—or dying—crap out of each other.

      As Jesse wandered off down the street, he decided to vanish. He’d disappear for a short while, just until the next afternoon when he could see one of the few bright spots of his dreary existence.

      His beloved Lucy Westbrook.
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      Jesse drifted through the town of Gettysburg, slowly but not aimlessly. He was headed to pay a silent visit to the most beautiful woman he’d ever known. He had time, though, since Lucy’s shift didn’t start for another half hour.

      Currently invisible, he was free to wander anywhere he liked. He watched the tourists and residents of the town as he glided. He suddenly stopped short when he caught sight of an older woman with her gray hair pulled back into a loose bun. A bolt of irrational hope coursed through him. Mother.

      Jesse felt stupid as he watched the woman walk past him. Of course it wasn’t his mother. She had to have died more than a hundred years ago, miles and miles away in Texas. Still, he was quite shaken up. The resemblance was so strong—at least from a distance.

      Jesse pictured his loving mother with her gray hair pulled back, wearing a worn, cotton dress. She’d been weeping the last time he saw her. It was the summer of 1861 when he left for battle. Jesse was her only child. After he was born, she was never able to have another. His father was old and sick, and Jesse had always wondered how long the man had survived after Jesse left to fight for the Confederacy. The thought of his mother being left alone was unbearable.

      Fortunately, there had been lots of cousins nearby to help with their small farm, but Jesse knew no one could replace him in his mother’s heart. Even after all this time, Jesse missed his mama. Fresh guilt surged within him as he wondered for the millionth time if he’d made a mistake in joining the war effort, thus destroying his precious mother’s whole world.

      Jesse shook off the sad memories and tried to focus on happier thoughts, and there was no happier thought for him than lovely Lucy. She worked at Meade’s Tavern, a bar and grill that Jesse had avoided for years, mostly due to its name and theme. Who needed to see artwork of General Meade and all those other Yanks all over the place? Then one day while he was drifting around the town, aimless and invisible, he had seen a group of fifth-graders climb out of their school bus. Jesse loved when kids came to visit Gettysburg. He loved the sound of their laughter and enjoyed watching them play, fight, and tease each other. Jesse followed them into the restaurant and sat in the back to watch them.

      It made him smile to see them horsing around and shooting at each other with those little pop guns they sold around here. He never really minded when kids joked about the battle. It was only natural for them to be curious about the blood and guts of the war. However, it bothered him when the older, punk kids reveled in the especially gruesome stories of the fight. They eagerly told horrible tales of bodies blown apart by cannonballs and entrails splattered on the fences. Those kids didn’t seem to understand that this wasn’t some fictional horror movie. Those body parts were all that was left of somebody’s child.

      Jesse had sat, invisible, in the back of the restaurant. He noticed Lucy immediately. She was a pretty, petite girl in her mid-twenties. She had gentle, brown eyes and long, richly dark brown hair that flowed all the way down her back. Jesse loved the way she looked in her waitress uniform—a knee-length black skirt and white button-down blouse.

      While the other servers whined about the kids and the mess they were sure to make, Lucy greeted them with a warm smile. Jesse was instantly smitten with her. It wasn’t just that she was a pretty girl. It was more the way she interacted with the kids. She was calm and patient and seemed happy they were there. Jesse felt the same way about the children and had felt a familiar pain in his heart that day. The one that reminded him that he would never be a father.

      Not all of Jesse’s thoughts about Lucy were so pure. Since the day he first saw her, he regularly fantasized about making love to her right there on the wooden bartop. He imagined carrying her over there, laying her down, and climbing on top of her. In his fantasy, she wrapped her arms around him and cried out his name in pleasure.

      Yeah, right.

      Jesse didn’t know the first thing about pleasing a woman. All he knew about sex was what he saw in those porn movies businessmen sometimes watched at the Days Inn across the street. Jesse couldn’t imagine knowing how to make a woman scream like that. Not that it mattered. He wouldn’t be able to touch Lucy even if she let him. His hands would go right through her, leaving only an icy feeling behind. Even if he were alive, he knew a smart, classy girl like her couldn’t possibly be interested in an uneducated farm boy.

      Already convinced she was wonderful moments after he laid eyes on her, he became even more enamored when she spoke about the war.

      “So, if you’d fought in the Civil War, which side do you think you would have been on?” she asked the kids as she set down cups of ice water in front of each child. The kids answered excitedly.

      “The good side!”

      “The blue ones. The ones who fought with Abraham Lincoln.”

      “The Union side, cause they’re the ones who were trying to stop slavery.”

      Lucy nodded. “I see. So you think the gray guys were bad guys?”

      “Yeah, they were bad. They hated black people! They made them be slaves!”

      “Well, it’s true that some people in the South were mean to black people,” Lucy told them. “But did you know that most of the soldiers who fought for the South were very poor and didn’t own slaves? A lot of them felt like they were fighting to protect their homes and their families.”

      Jesse’s ghostly heart melted as he listened to Lucy defend the Southern soldiers. That was a rarity, especially around these parts. Jesse felt like she was talking about him. How he had given his life for the South. For his home, his parents, his community.

      The children’s teacher, a woman in her late forties or so with slightly graying hair, smiled at Lucy. “Very impressive. It’s nice to hear someone discuss history in less than black-and-white terms, no pun intended.”

      Lucy’s smile broadened. “Thanks. I love history. I’m a student at Gettysburg College. My major is Elementary Education.”

      “So you’re going to be a teacher. Wonderful! I’m sure you’ll make a great one.”

      Jesse smiled at the thought. She would be a wonderful teacher, though he could never have concentrated on the lessons if he were her student.

      He had visited her at the tavern many times since that day. Watching her, fantasizing about her, made him forget his empty existence for a while. He watched her interactions with customers and would often follow her into the kitchen when she grabbed a quick study break. Sometimes he would sit right beside her. Lucy would shiver suddenly, not knowing why.

      Jesse would have loved to have a chance to talk with her, but he didn’t dare take that risk. If he did, it would only be a matter of time until she found out the truth. Though it was painful for him to be literally invisible to her, he couldn’t bear the thought of her thinking of him as some kind of ghoul when she found out he was dead. It was better to watch her in secret. His fantasies of her were one of the only joys he had left anymore.

      Jesse did have one real interaction with Lucy. He’d been people-watching with Fillis one night when a kid, maybe five or six years old and wearing a blue Union cap, walked by him.

      “Oh, no! It’s a Yankee!” Jesse had cried out in his thick Southern accent. “You can’t git me!” he said, winking at the kid, basically telling him to shoot him. The kid giggled and aimed his little popgun at him. “Aggghhhhh!” Jesse cried, and fell flat on his back in a spectacular death right there on the pavement.

      “Ha-ha, I got you!” The kid said in a singsong voice.

      “You sure…did,” Jesse said, groaning for effect as the kid giggled wildly.

      When Jesse opened his eyes, he was horrified to find Lucy standing over him. At first, he felt like a complete fool in front of her, but then she graced him with a beautiful smile. She looked over at the kid, and then back at him. She laughed softly, and then offered her hand to help him up. A bolt of fear had shot straight through him.

      “Oh, that’s all right, Ma’am!” Jesse said as he jumped to his feet. He saluted her and she smiled at him again before turning and heading off to the tavern.

      It always amazed him how physically strong emotions still were, even after death. He had felt electrified, completely lit up inside when she smiled at him. It was terribly tempting to try to speak to her again, but he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t bear the thought of her finding out the truth and then being afraid of him.

      That was the thing about Lucy. She was absolutely petrified of ghosts.

      Lucy was also quite sensitive to the paranormal. She often saw shadows out of the corner of her eye, visions of spirits that others failed to notice. Jesse knew she tried to convince herself that it was just her imagination, but it had happened too many times to ignore. Jesse always knew when she’d glimpsed a ghost, because she often went pale and her hands shook. He ached to comfort her, to ease her fears, but there was nothing he could do.

      Lucy hated walking out on the streets of Gettysburg late at night after her shift when it was dark and silent. She always had someone walk her to her car after work. Jesse didn’t like the idea of her walking out to her car by herself anyway. Lucy was terrified of ghosts, but they couldn’t hurt her. It was the living she should worry about, and Jesse didn’t think any woman should be walking around in a parking lot at night by herself.

      Though there were plenty of male servers there who were willing to walk her out, they teased her mercilessly about her fear of ghosts. Like almost every building, store, and restaurant in Gettysburg, it was rumored that Meade’s Tavern was haunted. Well, of course it was. There were ghosts and spirits everywhere.

      Craig, one of the cooks, was a fairly good-looking guy in his twenties with brown hair, blue eyes, and a lady-killer smile. He loved toying with Lucy when it came to her ghost phobia. Jesse hated when Lucy’s coworkers tried to scare her. With Craig, it seemed almost a form of flirting, which annoyed Jesse even more. Craig and some of the bartenders would often make the kitchen door squeak behind her when she thought she was alone as she cleaned up the main dining room after closing. Sometimes they would slowly tromp down the stairs when there was supposedly nobody up there. Lucy had caught on to their tricks a long time ago, but not before being frightened out of her wits several times.

      It angered Jesse to watch those guys upset her, but there was nothing he could do to stop it. They were only teasing, and they seemed to genuinely like Lucy, but they had really scared her a few times, and Jesse didn’t find it the least bit amusing. That was no way to treat a lady as far as he was concerned.

      Now Jesse sat in the back, lost in his memories of when he first saw Lucy. When she arrived at work, his mind wandered to his favorite sex-on-top-of-the-bar fantasy. As always, she looked so pretty in her waitress uniform. Jesse could practically feel his heart pounding when he saw her. It felt so real, like he still had a physical heart that actually pumped blood faster when she was near. He loved the way she made him feel. Sometimes, when she happened to glance at the back of the room where he sat, he could pretend she could see him. He wished so much that he could talk to her again. So far, “Oh, that’s all right, Ma’am!” were the only words he had ever spoken to her.

      Jesse was disappointed that Lucy never seemed to sense that he was near. He reasoned it was because he didn’t move around too much; he just sat quietly and watched her. It was probably for the best. If she sensed him, she might be frightened by his presence and he wouldn’t be able to watch her anymore.

      Jesse watched her all during her shift. It was Saturday, so the place was busy. He felt badly that she had to work so hard. It must be tough to work and be a college student. She shared an apartment nearby with her best friend, Theresa Hetty. Theresa was a friendly, outgoing girl with pretty strawberry-blonde hair and light blue eyes. Jesse had seen her in the restaurant a few times, and he was fond of her because she was a loyal friend to Lucy. All Jesse knew about Lucy was what he could learn from her conversations here at Meade’s Tavern. Sometimes he wished he could follow her home to her apartment, but it was too far away.

      He had tried. Many times. Each time Jesse had wandered outside of the town of Gettysburg, he would simply vanish in the same way he did when he needed a break like the one Joel recently took. It was probably a good thing that he couldn’t go that far. Jesse knew it would be terrible of him to follow Lucy to her private home. Not that he would ever violate her by watching her changing her clothes or anything like that. It was one thing to watch her, unseen, here in the restaurant when there were lots of people around. It would be quite another to watch her when she was alone in her own home.

      Jesse knew that Lucy had earned a scholarship to school and her parents paid for the rest, but she had to work so she could afford the apartment she shared with Theresa. He felt terrible, watching her work so hard on her feet for hours and hours. It felt so unnatural to watch a woman work while he just sat there. His manners as a gentleman dictated he should help, but he couldn’t do a thing.

      It was getting late, and the bar was nearly empty at closing time. Jesse watched Lucy with concern as she helped wrap up the last tabs for the remaining customers, then locked the front door. This was the part of the night that she hated the most. When the place was empty, dark, and silent. She didn’t need her coworkers to frighten her; she was already scared. Jesse could see it in her eyes. She usually wound up tidying the dining rooms by herself, while the manager wrapped up the receipts in her office and Craig cleaned the kitchen. Every creak, every noise startled her. There was no escaping ghost stories around here. There were dozens of ghost tours out on the streets on a nightly basis, and not a day went by when customers didn’t ask if she’d ever seen a ghost.

      “No, I haven’t,” Lucy always told them with a smile. “But I know a lot of people who have.” That was her stock answer—a better one than just telling them no. That way they weren’t too disappointed. Jesse knew Lucy didn’t want to admit to herself that she had caught glimpses of spirits. She didn’t want to believe ghosts were real.

      Lucy scanned the room, looking for the dustpan that went with the broom in her hand. She spied it on the floor in the back of the room. Without giving Jesse enough warning that she was coming his way, she walked right through him.

      A sudden, frigid chill went through her as she walked through Jesse. She gasped and rubbed her shoulders.

      Still invisible, Jesse froze. He hoped to God he hadn’t frightened her. Everyone had heard stories about feeling a chill when ghosts were near. She paused for a moment, then shrugged off the chill and continued her work.

      Jesse narrowed his eyes and glared at the slightly cracked-open kitchen door where he saw Craig and a teenage busboy named Brayden watching Lucy. They were plotting something. They watched as Lucy picked up a beer glass from a table and set it on the bar. Then she left the room and went into the other dining area with her broom and dustpan.

      Snickering, Brayden snuck into the dining room.

      “Just put it back exactly where it was before!” Craig whispered from behind the kitchen door. Brayden grabbed the glass from the bar and put it back on the table where it had been before Lucy moved it. “Hurry up!” Brayden rushed back into the kitchen, and the two idiots stayed there, waiting for Lucy’s reaction.

      Jesse’s ghostly hands clenched in fury. Lucy was such a sweet girl, and he couldn’t understand their need to torture her. Jesse had half a mind to scare the hell out of those two bastards. It wouldn’t be hard. They were so damned cocky, convinced there was no such thing as ghosts; it would be nothing for Jesse to simply appear right in front of them. He’d growl at them like a monster, and they’d likely piss themselves. It would be glorious. Trouble was, there was really no way to do that without terrorizing Lucy in the process. She would know by their panicked reaction that they weren’t making it up this time.

      Jesse stared at the glass on the table. If only he could move it back to the bar. It was technically possible for him to do it, but it was extremely difficult. It took a great deal of concentration for a ghost to move or touch anything, and it left a spirit very weak afterward. The weakness was no big deal. It simply meant he wouldn’t have the strength to appear visible for a short while. The annoying thing was, the angrier and meaner a spirit was, the stronger he was. If Jesse were a complete jerk, he would be able to overturn tables in the restaurant. But like most spirits that still haunted Gettysburg, he was sad, lonely, and tired of existing. That kind of attitude would never get the job done. Still, if it could keep Lucy from being scared, it was worth a shot.

      Jesse walked over to the table where the glass sat. He closed his eyes and gathered all the strength he could muster. He concentrated, visualizing himself carefully picking up the glass with both hands and somehow getting it all the way to the bar where Lucy had placed it. He opened his eyes to see what he was doing and reached for the glass. A thrill shot through him as he was able to make physical contact. He could actually feel the coolness of the glass. Jesse slowly yet firmly grasped it and lifted it from the table.

      He prayed to God that Lucy wouldn’t come in and see the glass hovering by itself in midair. Holding it with both hands, he methodically turned and began to walk toward the bar.

      Jesse didn’t even realize he had dropped the damn thing until he heard the glass shatter when it hit the hard, wooden floor. The sound of breaking glass would have barely registered if it was midday and the place was full, but in the still of the night, it rang out like a gunshot.

      Great, he thought as he surveyed the shards of glass, which Lucy would now have to clean up.

      Simultaneously, Craig and Brayden walked into the dining room from the kitchen and Lucy came in from the other room. Lucy walked around, looking at the ground for the source of the crash. Jesse watched her carefully, his heart sinking as he waited for her terrified expression when she saw the glass. She spied it, and then looked up at Craig with annoyance.

      “It-it-it wasn’t me!” Craig sputtered, staring at the glass on the ground.

      “Mmm-hmm. Of course it wasn’t,” Lucy said. “Nice try, boys.” She sighed, and then got to work cleaning up the mess.

      Craig and Brayden stared at each other. They looked around the room, searching for a reasonable explanation for what just happened. They couldn’t find one, and they exchanged uneasy looks. Jesse grinned. It wasn’t the terror he would have liked to see, but at least he had managed to frighten the boys while leaving Lucy unscathed.

      Lucy continued her work, and Jesse again wished he could help her. He also wished there was someone other than Craig who could walk her to her car at night. Craig was big and strong and could protect her in case someone tried to rob her—or worse—but Lucy deserved someone who would be more sensitive to her feelings. If it were Jesse, he would walk close to her and talk to her on the way to the parking lot. He knew the deadly silence of the streets near where thousands of people died unnerved her in the middle of the night, so his chatter would have kept her from feeling afraid. But no. All she had was that jackass Craig.

      Then again, it would be terribly painful for Jesse to watch if Lucy did have the kind of boyfriend she deserved. Jesse wanted her to be happy, but if she started dating someone, he would have to stop hanging around Meade’s Tavern. There was no way he could handle watching her with another man. The idea of her kissing someone else made his heart feel like it would rip in two. He knew he was being selfish. Just because he was forced to be alone, that didn’t mean Lucy had to be. He couldn’t possibly be with her, so he knew he should hope and pray that she would find someone wonderful to be with.

      Still, there was no way anyone else could possibly love her as much as he did.
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      Like so many other dead soldiers, Joel Casey frequently tortured himself by visiting the place of his death. After vanishing for a while, he knew it was time for him to head back to Devil’s Den.

      He visited at daybreak. At that hour, it was peaceful and there were few visitors. Aside from the occasional jogger, Joel was alone. As always, his thoughts turned to the horrific violence of that first weekend in July of 1863. Some soldiers, like Jesse, stayed away from the place where they died. Others, like Joel, were drawn to the bloody fields where they took their last breath.

      Invisible to the living, Joel sat on one of the rocks in Devil’s Den. He recalled so clearly the day those rocks dripped with blood.

      He thought back to the days at camp, when they were all rudely awakened by the sound of the bugle far too early in the morning. And the drills. Oh, lord, the drills. It was a wonder they didn’t march in their sleep. It wasn’t all hard work, though. War was very much a “hurry up and wait” affair, with flurries of frenetic activity followed by lots of downtime.

      Joel had been lucky that his best friend from childhood, Charles Clearwater, had volunteered for the 124th Infantry. The two, known as “the brothers” in camp, were inseparable. It was not uncommon for someone to ask Joel to “tell your brother to shut up. I’m trying to sleep!” as Charles had a habit of singing constantly. In the evenings around the campfire, his loud and jolly voice was welcome, as it often reduced the soldiers to uncontrollable fits of laughter. Charles had a tendency to sing about things that would make even the most hardened soldier blush. He also led the troops in boisterous patriotic songs, which helped raise their spirits when they needed it most.

      Joel and Charles were like brothers in every way. They teased and harassed one another, and they shared the same competitive streak. On long days in camp when the soldiers would organize a baseball game, the two always played on opposite sides. They spent the long nights gambling, and it was not uncommon for one of them to lose his shirt––literally––to the other when they played poker.

      Most importantly, they kept each other sane when the fighting got intense. Chancellorsville had been particularly horrific. They had lost many friends that day, and the ferocity of that battle had been a shock to all of them. They had witnessed fellow soldiers, who had been singing and laughing with them just days before, literally blown apart before their eyes. Only those who had lived through the horror could possibly understand, and it had solidified their brotherly bond all the more.

      Then came the battle of Gettysburg. Now Joel sat, transfixed in the early hours of the morning, staring at the rocks where they had faced the bloodiest fighting yet. In addition to horrifying cannon fire and the hail of distant bullets, there was a lot of hand-to-hand combat that day. Dear God, you could see the faces of the men you killed. Joel could still see them. He and Charles had fought side-by-side, doing their best to stay together during the battle. The cannon smoke was so dense and the din of the bursting shells so loud it was difficult to see and hear one another. Yet they had somehow stayed close right up until the end.

      The color bearer of the 124th New York Infantry was shot down right in front of Joel. It was horrible, but no surprise. Color bearer was a suicide mission. Carrying that huge regimental flag, you were a moving target to the enemy who would love nothing more than to capture and destroy the flag. It was like a macabre version of a childhood game. One that ended in death.

      Joel had managed to catch the flag of the 124th New York before it hit the ground. He remembered the surge of adrenaline and raw fear that had charged through his body. A war raged within him. I don’t want to lose our flag, but I don’t want to die. He had grabbed the flag and held it high as the smoke thickened around him. Through all the noise and confusion surrounding them, Charles somehow managed to catch Joel’s eye and grinned at him, giving him the strength to carry on.

      When the smoke finally thinned, Joel and Charles found themselves face-to-face with a line of Rebels. Fighting hand-to-hand, their bayonets were so close they could have been impaled with one jab. A fellow soldier took several bullets to his back and slammed into Charles as he fell dead to the ground. The impact had knocked the musket out of Charles’s hand. With a panicked look, Charles raised his hands in surrender.

      And that goddamned, twisted, sick Rebel soldier looked Charles right in the eye and rammed his bayonet straight through him. Joel watched helplessly as his childhood friend was gutted right beside him.

      In that moment, he saw not the twenty-five-year old man before him, but the face of twelve-year-old Charles. The one who had “died” a hundred times as they played cowboys and Indians.

      Joel had been filled with a primal rage and sorrow he could never have imagined possible. War sends a man’s emotions into overdrive, to heights the civilian man could not possibly understand. His eyes blazed with fury and his body surged with adrenaline. Joel looked into the Rebel's eyes, then aimed his musket and shot him in the head. He watched the man fall to the ground, and then looked over at Charles lying dead right next to him.

      How will I survive the rest of this war without him?

      As it turned out, Joel would only live for a few more hours. The end was mercifully quick. He was blown apart by a cannonball, shot from a distance. He was still holding his regiment’s flag.

      When Joel could no longer bear the horror of his battlefield memories, he allowed his mind to drift to far better times. Memories of his wife, Emma. Even after a century and a half, he remembered her face as if he had seen it yesterday. Her warm yet mischievous blue-green eyes, her long honey-blonde hair. Joel stared out at the battlefield, but instead of the grass and rocks, in his mind’s eye he was reliving his time with Emma. Time that had been cut so short.

      Joel thought about his days working as an apprentice in the shoemaker’s shop that Emma’s father had owned. Richard Arlow had liked Joel right away because he was a hard worker. Emma Arlow was just eighteen years old when Joel first laid eyes on her. When she visited the shop the first time, Joel felt like he already knew her. Richard had spoken at length about his wonderful, virtuous daughter. He had three sons, too, but it was clear that his sweet Emma, the baby of the family, was the apple of his eye.

      Emma was indeed virtuous, but she had a flirtatious streak, which showed when her father wasn’t around.

      “You’re quite a handsome man, Joel Casey,” she informed him the moment Richard had stepped out of the room. “Such pretty blue eyes.”

      Joel, who was hardly pure and virtuous, found himself blushing and stammering. “Th-thank you, Miss.” She had laughed softly, and seemed amused that she had flustered him.

      Emma was constantly catching Joel’s eye whenever her father had his back turned. It thrilled him that she found him attractive, and her boldness aroused him. He adored her combination of sweet yet sexy.

      Joel was desperate to be with her, but he was terrified of what his boss might think of him courting his beloved princess. One day, he finally got the nerve to ask Richard if Emma had a suitor. Joel knew she didn't, but he figured it was a subtle way to let her father know that he was interested in her.

      Richard had broken into a huge grin and said, “Son, I thought you were never going to ask.”

      Joel eagerly courted her, and they fell in love quickly. No woman had ever made him feel the way she did. Emma loved to read and learn, and he found her intelligence alluring. She lit a fire within him; his entire body tingled with desire whenever he saw her. She was determined to remain n a virgin until marriage, mostly in deference to her loving father. Even so, she made it clear that she desired Joel as much as he did her. They talked at length in private about how much they were looking forward to their wedding night.

      They waited to get married until Joel had saved enough money to get a small house for them in New York, not too far from her family’s home. The wedding had been lovely, and Emma had looked so beautiful—and so sexy—that Joel could hardly stand the wait anymore.

      Finally, the time came for them to consummate their marriage. He eagerly carried her over the threshold and laid her down on the bed. Breathlessly, they tore at each other’s clothes, expressing their feelings with “I love you” and “I need you.” After waiting for so long, the explosion of pleasure Joel felt upon first entering her was beyond anything he had imagined…and he had imagined it a lot.

      He’d had his eyes closed at first, and when he opened them he was horrified to see tears streaming down his beloved wife’s face.

      “Oh, my God. Am I hurting you?” Joel asked.

      Emma nodded silently, the tears still coming.

      “Oh, Emma,” Joel whispered. “I’m so sorry.” Charles had warned him that the first time could be painful for a woman. He’d reminded Joel that he would essentially be tearing something inside her, and that he should try to be gentle. How could he have been so careless?

      Joel wiped the tears from Emma’s face and very gently eased out of her. She began to weep openly.

      “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. After all this time…I’ve ruined it!” Emma said between sobs.

      “Emma! You didn’t ruin anything. This is my fault. Entirely my fault. I should have realized…” Joel stroked her cheek gently. “We have time, my love. All the time in the world.” Joel looked down at the bed sheets and saw that she had bled a little. A surge of guilt ripped through him as he couldn’t help but feel disappointed. It had been so exciting to finally see Emma’s beautiful, naked body and he was still quite aroused. He felt horrible for even thinking such a thing with Emma lying there in pain.

      “You just rest. I’m going to get you some hot tea. I’ll be right back!” He kissed her mouth gently and got up. She was still crying.

      Joel quickly went to the outhouse, where he leaned against the wall and stroked himself until he found relief. He wanted to take care of his wife, but he had been so aroused that he could hardly think straight. He sighed, slumping against the wall and catching his breath. He rushed back into the house to fetch the tea.

      He found Emma the way he had left her, in bed, sobbing. Joel set the tea next to the bed and gathered her in his arms.

      “Shhh, my love. Shhhh,” Joel said, gently stroking her hair. “It won’t hurt anymore. I won’t ever hurt you again.”

      “You didn’t…it’s not your fault—” Emma argued.

      “I love you, Emma. I love you.” Joel grinned suddenly.

      “What?”

      “You’re my wife!” Joel exclaimed, as giddy as a schoolboy. “Do you have any idea how wonderful that is? This is the happiest day of my entire life. I can hardly believe it. It’s real. It’s happened. I can’t believe you married me, Emma Arlow!”

      Emma smiled and said softly, “No. Emma Casey.”

      Joel’s grin widened. “Of course. Mrs. Casey.”

      Joel took her in his arms, and he felt her relax. She was safe there. They held each other until they both fell asleep. Perhaps it wasn’t the wedding night he had imagined, but it was still wonderful.

      After allowing Emma some time to heal, they more than made up for the initial disappointment of their wedding night. They spent hours exploring each other’s bodies and learning how to please each other. Joel loved that Emma enjoyed sex as much as he did. She loved pleasuring him, and nothing made him feel more like a man than when she cried out his name when they were making love.

      It was no surprise when Emma got pregnant soon after they were married. She was a fairly small woman and had a low tolerance for pain, so childbirth had been difficult. The sound of her agonized cries tortured Joel, but he was proud of her for soldiering through it bravely. One of his favorite memories was the day the two of them wept together as they held their son for the very first time. Little David had Joel’s piercing blue eyes, as did his little brother, Mathew, who arrived just two years later.

      Joel’s memories turned darker. He recalled the last time he and Emma had made love before he went off to war. It was a somber event, both knowing it could very well be their last time together. The only physical pain Joel could feel anymore was that familiar ache in his chest where his heart had been when he was alive. He still felt it every time he thought of the last time he had held Emma in his arms. Joel remembered stroking her hair as she tried her best to keep from breaking down in hysterics in front of their children, aged only four and six when he went off to war.

      The sharp pain in his chest worsened as he thought of his precious little boys. He could still hear Mathew’s voice. Where are you going, Daddy? Where are you going?

      Joel jumped up from his perch on the hill. He simply could not bear these thoughts anymore. This horrible place where not only his body but his dreams and hopes for the future had been exploded by that cannonball.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

        

      

    

    
      Joel needed to find Fillis. She always knew what to say to make him feel better. They would sit and watch the tourist women walk by. They’d talk and laugh, and he would forget for a while. The memories would return, but he could shut them off when distracted by the living.

      Still invisible for the moment, Joel walked—drifted, really—north. He headed toward the main part of the town of Gettysburg where there were likely to be lots of people walking around, shopping, grabbing lunch.

      Joel’s emotions still churned within him, but he started to calm down as he floated around Cemetery Hill and looked out onto the expanse of the open field. Many people had died there, but no one Joel had known personally, and he had not been on this field during the battle. It was still a somber place to visit, but it didn’t wield the intense power over him that Devil’s Den did.

      It was always interesting to watch tourists as they surveyed the battlefields. Joel had seen pretty much every kind of reaction possible from them over the last 150 years. He’d seen people crack jokes, break down sobbing, and fall asleep from boredom during the tours. He’d witnessed drunk teenagers daring each other to venture onto the fields after dark, hoping to catch a glimpse of a ghost. He understood their fascination with death, but Joel despised the idea of people being afraid of him. He’d never wanted to be the ghost of a Civil War soldier. He’d just wanted to be Joel Casey. Emma’s husband. David and Mathew’s daddy.

      One of the rarest, most bizarre reactions he’d seen had happened only a few times over the years. Someone would actually feel the battle wounds of a soldier. It never caused any lasting physical damage, but the pain was quite real. It seemed to happen to people who were particularly sensitive, the ones who could sometimes sense Joel’s presence even when he was invisible. Joel remembered one young man who had cried out in agony and collapsed on Culp’s Hill, terrifying his poor family. Just a few minutes before, the family had been talking about how they had a relative who fought on Culp’s Hill and probably died somewhere close to where they were standing. They thought he was suffering some kind of life-threatening emergency, and Joel had wished like hell that he could comfort them and explain that everything was going to be fine.

      Joel figured it was a combination of events that caused a person to experience the death wounds of a soldier. The victim had to be fairly sensitive to paranormal things, have some kind of connection to the person who died, and happen to be on the battlefield at the exact time of day the soldier had been killed.

      It was a peaceful day on Cemetery Hill, and the tourists wandering around were mostly quiet and respectful. Joel was angry and depressed after spending the morning torturing himself with memories, and he needed a quiet walk to help him calm down and clear his head.

      What he didn’t need was to run into Jesse Spenser.
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      It was inevitable that Joel and Jesse saw each other often. After all, they were both eternally trapped in a small town they couldn’t escape. For the most part, they either ignored each other or fired off a few insults as they passed, but not today. “Son of a bitch…” Joel muttered as he saw Jesse walking toward him.

      “The pleasure’s all mine, Yankee Doodle,” Jesse said, looking equally thrilled to see him. He was already in a foul mood because he'd gone to see Lucy only to find she'd switched shifts with someone and had the day off.

      “Why the hell are you always in my face, you stupid hick?”

      “Oh, you own this town now?” Jesse fired back.

      “I got more right to be here than you do, Secesh. This is my country, not yours. You’re the one who hates America.”

      “Oh shut up, you Yankee slime,” Jesse drawled. “You folks up North just don’t git it and you never will. All you care about up there is makin’ money.”

      “You’re right. It’s much better to make poor black folks do all your precious farm work for you.”

      “You know goddamn well I never fought against no black folk!” Jesse said, his voice rising. “You think I’d have made somebody like Fillis work for me? I never did nothing like that and never would!”

      “You leave Fillis out of this!” Joel roared back.

      “She’s the one I was looking for anyway. Not you. So get the hell out of my face, Bluebelly!” Jesse yelled.

      “I’m looking for her, too, so why don’t you get the fuck out of my face!” Joel screamed back.

      “It’s so quiet, so peaceful out here on the battlefield,” a tourist woman in her sixties remarked to her husband as they looked out over Cemetery Hill. They had no idea that two invisible Civil War soldiers were engaged in a shouting match right beside them. Those two tourists were clearly not the “sensitive to paranormal” types.

      The soldiers stared at each other, seething. It was the ultimate in frustrating cruelty that they were unable to beat the shit out of each other. A conversation like this should have ended in an all-out brawl, with both boys landing punch after punch until only one of them was standing. It wasn’t physically possible, and it drove them both almost to the brink of madness.

      “You ain’t nothin’ but a kid-glove boy,” Jesse said. They were so engrossed in dredging up the past that they lapsed back into 1860s language, forgoing modern speech in the heat of the moment.

      “At least I’m not a cold-blooded murderer!” Joel said, getting right in Jesse’s face.

      “What was your part of the war effort? Sewin' dresses and writin’ poems? You killed plenty of folks!”

      “Not while they were surrendering, you heartless bastard!”

      “He was not surrendering!” Jesse hollered. They’d had this damned conversation hundreds of times since they’d died. Joel swore that Charles had his hands up in surrender when Jesse had killed him, and Jesse swore that he hadn’t. It was possible that Charles had tried to surrender and Jesse couldn’t tell due to the thick cannon smoke and the deafening roar of battle. Jesse did not enjoy killing people and would never have hurt anyone unless he felt he absolutely had to, but Joel would never see him as anyone but the monster who killed his best friend.

      “Screw you. I’m going to find Second Mama,” Joel said.

      “So am I!”

      And that was how they found themselves both stalking toward the main street of Gettysburg where they were sure to find their adopted mother. She tended to stay around that same area, so her boys would always know where to find her.

      “Oh, lord…” Fillis muttered as she saw Joel and Jesse storming toward her.

      “Hey, Fillis,” Joel said, ignoring Jesse.

      Fillis studied the look on Joel’s face. “You been to the Den again, haven’t you? Baby, why you do that to yourself?” she asked gently.

      Joel shrugged. “What else is there to do around here?”

      “Here. Come sit next to me,” she said, as she gestured to the sidewalk next to her. The three were invisible, and since they didn’t feel anything physical, sitting down was more a habit than a necessity. If you wanted to blend in among the living, you had to learn to act the part, and it was just easier to be consistent even when people couldn’t see you.

      Joel took a seat next to Fillis while Jesse just stood there, glaring.

      “Come on, now. You, too,” Fillis said, gesturing to the other side of her. “Joel won’t bite. Well, mebbe he would, but he can’t. So sit.”

      Still glaring at Joel, Jesse took a seat on the other side of Fillis. He crossed his arms, looking like a toddler in the midst of a tantrum. Fillis chuckled softly, and then turned to Joel.

      “You all right?”

      “Yeah. Yeah, I’m fine.”

      “Let’s see what the view is like today!” she said brightly. “Slim pickins so far, let me tell you.”

      That wasn’t surprising. It was afternoon on a weekday, which meant most of the people on the streets were retired folks out touring the battlefields or people who worked at local businesses. If you wanted to see more interesting people, specifically attractive women, your best bet was Friday and Saturday night. If the weather was nice, there were lots of people at the taverns and walking out on the streets.

      “Bo-ring,” Fillis sang as they watched the thin crowd of mostly men.

      All three heads turned when a tall, leggy woman in shiny black pumps and a short skirt walked briskly by before disappearing into an attorney’s office.

      “Mmmm, that’s a little better,” Joel said, making Fillis smile.

      “Yeah, like you’d ever be able to get a woman like that,” Jesse said.

      “And you could, Romeo of the backwoods? Doubt you saw much action from the ladies back in the day,” Joel said.

      Jesse couldn’t imagine how merciless Joel would be if he knew Jesse was a virgin. He figured Joel had quite a history with women. Bastard.

      “Oh, and you did?” Jesse said, hating that he couldn’t think of anything more clever to say.

      “Well, my wife was beautiful, that’s for sure.”

      “Yeah, right. I bet she was a troll,” Jesse shot back.

      Joel’s eyes grew stormy, but Fillis beat him to the punch.

      “Jesse!” she said sharply. “You leave Emma out of this.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Jesse said, suitably chastened. It was unlike him to say something nasty, especially about a woman, but Joel brought out the worst in him. He was a gentleman, and he knew better than to say something insulting about another man’s wife. Even if that man was Joel.

      “I’m sure she was lovely,” Jesse said, offering an olive branch. “Far too good for you, I’m sure.”

      Joel’s expression softened. “Well, that’s something we can agree on.” There was an intense sorrow about him when he spoke of Emma, and Jesse felt his anger ease a bit. As much as he despised Joel, Jesse knew precious little about him. He did know that Joel was fiercely devoted to his wife. Everybody around here knew that.

      “Well, you just got lucky then. No way could you get a hot girl like that one,” Jesse said, jerking his head toward where the sexy lady had been. Though he felt bad about what he had said about Emma, he felt defensive about his own inexperience and, as usual, was spoiling for a fight with Joel.

      “Oh yeah? Care to put a wager on that, cowboy?” Joel said, eyes narrowing.

      “Sure, let’s make a bet,” Jesse scoffed. “I bet you can’t possibly get a woman to have sex with you. Because it’s not humanly possible, you dumbass!”

      “Of course it’s not. We can still talk to girls, you know. I bet you I can get any random woman to say she’d choose me over you.”

      “Bet what? What could you possibly have to give me when you lose?”

      Joel fell silent for a moment. Jesse had a point. They were spirits. What could they possibly bet? “There must be something we could do. I know damn well I’d win. No question.”

      “Fine. We will make a wager then!” Jesse said, his voice rising. He would give anything to win a bet like that with Joel, but he wasn’t at all sure he could do it. What girl would prefer a raggedly old farmhand to a dashing Union soldier? Everybody around here thought the blue men were the good guys. Oh, but if he did win…he’d make sure Joel never heard the end of it. Jesse’s eyes lit up. “I know exactly what we can bet!”

      “What?” Joel asked, eager to hear the challenge.

      “If I get a girl to say that she would pick me over you, you have to stand in the middle of Lincoln Square—fully visible—and sing ‘Dixie.’”

      Fillis chuckled. “That’s a great idea.”

      “And when I win, which I will, then you have to sing ‘The Battle Hymn of the Republic,’” Joel said, jabbing a finger at Jesse.

      “Fine. But only if I can sing it like Elvis,” Jesse said.

      Fillis laughed again. “I believe I’d like to see that.”

      “Too bad, Second Mama. You won’t get to hear it because I’m gonna win!” Jesse said, suddenly filled with determination. He would beat Joel if it killed him, never mind the fact he was already dead. “And I get to pick the girl.”

      “The hell you do! You’ll pick some woman in a rebel flag bikini.”

      “Damn, that would be pretty hot…” Jesse said. “Well, I’m not letting you pick!”

      Jesse and Joel turned to Fillis.

      “Oh hell, no. I’m not gettin’ involved in this.”

      “Now what? We flip a coin?” Joel said.

      A coin toss was pretty much impossible. One of them might be able to summon the strength to momentarily pick up a coin, but having the coordination to be able to hold it and flip it was highly unlikely.

      “We don’t have to flip it,” Jesse said. “All’s we gotta do is find a coin on the ground. Won’t be hard around here.”

      Joel nodded. With people traipsing up and down the streets day and night, there were bound to be coins on the ground. “Heads I win, tails you lose.”

      It took Jesse a moment to process Joel’s statement. Then he said, “Nice try. If it’s heads, I pick the girl. Tails you do.”

      “Fine!”

      Fillis shook her head as the boys walked away, searching the ground for coins like little kids looking for treasure.

      “Hey, no fair goin’ so far ahead!” Jesse called out to Joel.

      “What do you care where I am?” Joel asked.

      “Cause the deal is we go with the first coin we find. If you find one heads up, you ain’t gonna say nuthin’. Git back here!”

      Grumbling, Joel floated back to where Jesse was and came to a halt right in front of him. “Happy now?”

      “Delighted,” Jesse said. They walked together, practically shoulder-to-shoulder to ensure no cheating. “There! Heads up! Hah!”

      Joel groaned as he looked at the shiny coin, heads up, on the ground. “Oh, and look who it is!” he taunted. It was a penny, so it was Lincoln’s face looking up at them. Jesse stomped his foot down on the former president’s face. Of course, the penny was no worse for the wear as Jesse’s ghostly shoe went right through it.

      “So go pick somebody already!” Joel said irritably.

      Jesse was elated to finally beat Joel at something, even if it was just a silly coin toss. He couldn’t imagine what it would be like to hear a woman say I choose Jesse right in front of Joel’s damned, smug face.

      “Gimme time. I got to think about it!” Jesse said. He did have some serious thinking to do. The question before him was obvious—Lucy or not Lucy? Joel didn’t have any idea who she was, so he wouldn’t argue if Jesse “randomly” chose her for their bet.

      However, if they did involve Lucy in their bet, he would get a chance to talk to her. He felt like a schoolboy with a crush. What he wouldn’t give for her to look him in the eye and say his name just once! Jesse was so much in love with her. Was it too much to ask for her to know who he was?

      But what if she picked Joel?

      Jesse couldn’t imagine how crushed he would be if she chose his most hated enemy over him. Joel would never let Jesse hear the end of it. He’d taunt him endlessly even though he didn’t
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