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      Kendrick wrapped up her strange Sunday afternoon shift at Milligan’s Wine and Cheese Shop, reflecting on the day’s events. For the most part it was boring as usual—either the same customers buying the same stuff or tourists wandering around, looking but barely buying anything. Then there had been that one lady who gave off a decidedly powerful vibe that Kendrick had picked up on.

      Namely, she had reeked of death.

      As an avid ghost hunter, Kendrick frequently sensed the presence of spirits around her, particularly here in Colonial Williamsburg. But despite the odd, deathly feeling the woman had exuded, she was most certainly alive. She had touched things and made a purchase just like any other customer. It was so bizarre.

      Though Kendrick was rather tired and had planned to go home and do absolutely nothing after work, she changed her mind after the strange encounter. Ghost hunting was one of the few things she had any interest in; she figured it was time she paid another visit to one of her regular ghostly haunts. Yorktown Battlefield.

      “You headed out?” Sallie asked after Kendrick finished balancing out her cash drawer. Sallie was a pretty girl, with her short black hair and piercing blue eyes. She also had a ton of tattoos, only a few of which Kendrick had actually seen. Sallie was pleasant enough to work with, but she didn’t really know her all that well, even though they worked together several times a week.

      “Yep.”

      “Okay, have a good one,” she said.

      “You too.”

      Kendrick headed out to her car. Thankfully, she’d left her thermal imaging camera in the trunk. She had more elaborate ghost-hunting equipment at home, but the camera would do for now.

      Yorktown Battlefield was a terrific place to ghost hunt. It was mostly just field and trees, with no need for much security. Unlike many famous battlegrounds, there weren’t a lot of monuments to protect. With no fencing around the area, it was easy for Kendrick to roam the fields, though technically it wasn’t permitted after dark.

      Clutching her electric lantern, she trudged onto the battlefield. Sometimes she could explore for hours and not get anything. But after walking for only a few minutes, she froze.

      There’s a presence here.

      Though Kendrick had never actually seen a ghost, she had seen round, glowing orbs on her photographs, had felt cold spots when she walked through allegedly haunted houses and battlefields, and had even heard disembodied voices. Plenty of times, like now, she simply felt an unseen presence close by. Though anybody could be an amateur ghost hunter with the right equipment, she considered herself lucky to have the natural ability to sense spirits.

      A cold shiver rippled through her. Was it a ghost passing nearby or just the crisp November air? Kendrick gazed around at the dark field, lit only by the small lantern she set on the ground by her feet. The Yorktown Battlefield stretched for miles; she had explored all of it. The area included Yorktown National Cemetery, George Washington’s headquarters, and Surrender Field where she stood now. Surrender Field was where the final battle of the Revolutionary War had been waged.

      She held up her thermal imaging camera. The small screen showed a clear blue spot confirming the air temperature change that frequently signaled there was an otherworldly spirit nearby. The cold spot was directly in front of her.

      “You’re right there aren’t you?” she asked, her muscles tight, her senses on edge. She wasn’t afraid, though. Just excited. It was rare to feel a presence this strong.

      To her disappointment, the cold spot on her camera suddenly vanished. She had found that many spirits were skittish. As if they didn’t want to be acknowledged.

      Kendrick gasped and whirled around when the silence of the battlefield was suddenly broken by a deep male voice coming from right behind her.

      “You know, you don’t need all the fancy equipment to see a ghost. All you gotta do is ask,” said a full-bodied yet slightly transparent apparition.

      Eyes wide, she stared at the spirit as it went from transparent to fully formed. If she hadn’t seen the man fade into view, she might never have known he was a ghost.

      She had always dreamed of this, and now she could hardly believe her eyes. He was clearly the spirit of a Revolutionary soldier, in a tricorn hat, black boots, tan breeches and a long blue jacket.

      Kendrick stared into the man’s dark brown eyes, too stunned to speak.

      He smiled, and there was such gentleness to his face. “Are you afraid of me?”

      When she found her voice, she spoke with confidence. “No. I’m just surprised.”

      The man grinned at her, amusement dancing in his eyes. Glancing around at the dark battlefield, he said, “You’re trespassing.”

      “I sure am.”

      A dead guy. I am standing in the middle of a battlefield at night talking to a dead guy.

      Though she wasn’t scared, she did feel a bit dizzy and disoriented. This was all so surreal.

      “Park closes at dusk,” the deceased soldier informed her.

      “You gonna rat on me?”

      The man laughed, making her jump. His expression softened into that gentle look again. He seemed concerned about scaring her.

      “No. I won’t tell anyone. Do you come out here ghost hunting a lot?”

      His question reminded her of the cliched Do you come here often? pickup line. Kendrick nearly laughed at the absurdity of it.

      “Yeah. I do. Had to take yesterday off because of Halloween,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Amateurs all over the place.”

      The soldier laughed and nodded. “Tell me about it.”

      “Security’s tighter in October, too,” Kendrick said, and he nodded again. Halloween was pretty much the only time she saw guards around.

      “What’s your name?” he asked.

      “Kendrick Banner. And you?”

      “Silas Murphy.”

      Such an old-fashioned name. Hearing it made her realize how long he must have been around.

      “You’re really a soldier?”

      “I was,” he said quietly. “That was a long time ago.”

      “Incredible.” Kendrick shook her head in wonder.

      “You should consider yourself lucky. I don’t usually appear like this. Normally, I just touch ghost hunters and let them feel the cold for a second. Enough to give them a cool story to tell, but not enough to scare them too much.”

      “Then why did you show yourself to me?” Her eyes swept over his military clothing as she continued to grasp the notion that she was speaking to a soldier who had fallen in battle.

      “I dunno. You seemed so determined to have a ghost encounter. That, and you’re the prettiest ghost hunter I’ve ever seen.”

      Kendrick met his gaze and smiled. For the first time, she saw him as a man and not as a ghost. “Thanks.”

      “Why are you so interested in ghosts?”

      “I have my reasons,” she said more sharply than she’d intended.

      “Oh. Sorry.” He held up his hands in defense.

      “It’s okay.” Kendrick did have a deeply personal reason for searching for ghosts, and she was sick of defending herself to friends and family about it. She’d stopped talking to others about her hobby long ago, which was why she always hunted alone.

      Staring at Silas, she thought of a million questions she wanted to ask. Who was he, what was death like, what did he do all day, and why was he still here? However, after snapping at him when he asked an innocent question, it felt unfair to grill him about anything.

      Silas smiled at her. “You must have a lot of questions.”

      “You have no idea,” she said. “Is it … I mean, do you mind if I ask you stuff?”

      “I don’t mind at all. You can ask me anything you want.”

      “Anything?”

      “Sure,” he said with a shrug. Kendrick marveled at his lifelike movements.

      “How did you die?” she asked bluntly, both because she wanted to know and to see if he’d meant it when he’d said she could ask anything.

      “I died October 14th, 1781,” he said as if discussing the weather. “I’d been locked in combat with a bunch of redcoats for what felt like hours. Hard to say for sure how long it was. Time on the battlefield can seem to slow down or speed up, depending on what’s happening. I almost had ‘em. I swear. Killed one of ‘em. I managed to hold off three more, but then in the end, blam!”

      Kendrick jumped at his description of that final death shot.

      He chuckled. “Sorry. One of them Brits—I’m not even sure which one—managed to shoot me square in the chest. And that was it.”

      “How old were you?”

      “Twenty-six.”

      “That’s so young.”

      Silas shrugged. “Been a long time since I’ve felt twenty-six. I’m well over two hundred now.”

      “You look good for your age.”

      He laughed. “Thanks.”

      “So what … you’ve just been hanging around the battlefield since your death? How have you not gone completely mad by now?”

      The notion of drifting around the battlefield all alone for hundreds of years was mind-boggling.

      “I’m not always here at the battlefield. I can travel a distance of fifteen miles or so in any direction, from what I can tell. Probably why I haven’t seen you here before, because I tend to wander. That, and I can vanish if I want. Vanishing means I can kinda go unconscious for a while. It’s a lot like sleep. Some spirits choose to vanish for a really long time. I’m talking hundreds of years or so.”

      “Why do they do that?” Kendrick asked, fascinated by this information.

      “They get tired of existing, I guess. Tired of being alone. Sometimes they get to feeling pretty hopeless about their situation. There’s always a reason a ghost gets stuck here on Earth. Most spirits know why they’re still trapped here. Either they don’t want to face it or don’t know how to fix whatever’s wrong with them. And then some of them don’t know why they haven’t crossed over.”

      “Do you know why you’re still here?”

      “Yes,” Silas said. Sadness clouded his expression.

      “Will you tell me?”

      He considered her question for a moment, then nodded.

      “Here, why don’t you sit down?” Silas gestured at the ground. “Doesn’t make any difference to me since I can’t feel anything, but I want you to be comfortable.”

      Kendrick took a seat on the ground, pulling the electric lantern close so she could see. Silas sat down across from her. Sitting here on the dark battlefield, speaking to a Revolutionary soldier, made her feel like she had walked backward in time. She’d always had a vivid imagination, and she loved stories. Being here was like stepping into the pages of a book. Her stomach quivered with excitement, and she felt as if she could talk to this fascinating man all night.

      “I’m still trapped here on Earth because in life I was really stupid and selfish.”

      Kendrick was surprised to hear that. Silas seemed so kind and gentle. At least for the few minutes she had known the guy.

      “I became a soldier for all the wrong reasons. I’m from Massachusetts originally, and people got pretty fired up about the revolution over there. I don’t know how much history you know about the war. You’ve heard of the Boston Massacre?”

      She winced, feeling dumb. “Yeah. I’ve heard of it. I learned about it in school, but I have to admit I don’t remember exactly what it was.”

      “That’s okay,” Silas said with a warm smile. “Happened way back in 1770. A bunch of British troops shot at a bunch of colonists and killed five of ‘em. People weren’t happy with the Brits before, so things really got crazy after that. Have you heard of the Boston Tea Party?”

      “Yes. That I do remember. Colonists were mad that the British were taxing their tea, so they dumped a bunch of tea into the Boston Harbor.”

      “Very good, Kendrick,” Silas said with a rather sexy grin. A shiver of delight went up her spine when she heard him speak her name. The sensation took her by surprise.

      “It’s funny. When I was a kid, we took a trip to Boston,” she said. “We went on this boat ride through the Boston Harbor. They had these boxes of tea strapped to a rope, and we got to take turns throwing tea into the harbor.”

      “Are you serious?” Silas asked, eyes wide.

      “Yeah.”

      “That is hilarious!” he said, chuckling with delight.

      Kendrick laughed. “It was pretty cool.”

      Silas shook his head in wonder before continuing with his story. “So as you can imagine, there was lots of anti-British sentiment throughout all the American colonies, but it was really bad up in Massachusetts. That’s pretty much where the American Revolution got started. Everybody wanted to join up and get the Brits, ya know? Our freedom! Our rights! Kill the tyrants, and all that.”

      He rolled his eyes, acting as if American independence from the British was no big thing.

      “So what, you don’t think Americans should be free?”

      “No, I don’t mean that. Of course they should. It’s just, back then, I didn’t care. I guess I should have, but I really didn’t give a damn. But I sure acted like I did. I joined the fight because I wanted to be a hero, Kendrick.”

      “That’s not a bad thing, is it?”

      “Maybe I’m not explaining it right. I didn’t want to be a hero. I wanted to be thought of as one. Plenty of soldiers joined the fight because they believed deeply in the cause of freedom and independence. They sacrificed their comfortable home life for the life of a soldier because they believed it was the right thing to do. Me? I tore my family apart because I wanted everyone to think I was brave,” he said bitterly.

      “What do you mean you tore your family apart?” Kendrick’s body tensed. Those words hit home.

      “I had a family back home that needed me. My parents, my sisters, my brother. We had a farm in Berkshire County, Massachusetts. But they all supported me. They believed in the cause too, and they knew it was something I just had to do.” Another bitter laugh escaped his throat. “They thought of me as a hero, all right. Maybe that brought them comfort when they shipped my sorry, dead carcass back home.”

      Kendrick’s throat tightened as she listened to his tale.

      His poor family.

      “Just think, I made it almost all the way through the stinkin’ war. Joined up in ‘75. Made it all the way to the very last battle.” Silas glanced around at the dark battlefield. “Then I croaked here in Yorktown. Another day or so and the war would have been over.”

      “What was it like? Fighting in a war?”

      “Kinda hard to explain. Only way you can really understand it is to go through it. Sometimes I miss having my brothers around. I don’t mean blood relations. I’m talking ‘bout other soldiers. They know what it was like.”

      “Are there others still around like you?” Kendrick asked. For all she knew, dead soldiers were floating all around her right now, even though she didn’t sense anyone else present.

      “Not too many anymore,” Silas said, his dark brown eyes filled with sorrow. “There were a bunch of men around after the war, but over the years many of them crossed over. Also, some spirits keep to themselves. During the war, I was lucky to have my childhood best friend with me the whole time. Levi.”

      Silas smiled as he spoke his friend’s name.

      “We fought side by side up until the very end. He was with me when I died.”

      “I’m glad you didn’t have to die alone,” she said quietly.

      “Yeah. So to answer your question, war is basically long periods of real boring time occasionally interrupted by a fight now and again. Believe me, I spent lots more time walking and marching and sleeping in strange towns than I did in actual battle. We soldiers were either real hot or real cold all the time. We were never comfortable. Thing I remember most was we never had enough victuals.”

      “Victuals?”

      “You know, bellytimber! Eatables,” Silas said, his eyes dancing with amusement. “That’s old-fashioned talk for food.”

      “Oh, I see,” Kendrick said with a laugh.

      “There was never enough food is what I’m saying. And when we did get stuff to eat, it was usually awful. We’d get disgusting beef that was burned on the outside and raw on the inside. Sometimes we’d get corned beef and hard bread, and half the time the bread was full of worms.”

      “That’s horrible. And it was like that the whole time you were a soldier? From what, 1775 to 1781?”

      “Yep, pretty much.” Silas grimaced and added, “That’s why I’m so damned scrawny. Not all built up like the guys you’re probably used to.”

      Even in death, he was self-conscious about his weight. It was so odd. And she hadn’t thought of him as scrawny. Just tall and lean.

      “So when we weren’t starving or sleeping on the cold, wet ground, we fought.”

      “How could you have enough energy to fight?”

      “Well, there’s nothin’ like having a loaded musket pointed at your head to perk you up.”

      Kendrick laughed at his comment and the snarky way he’d said it. Then she felt bad for laughing, but he chuckled right along with her.

      “What was battle like?”

      “Could be bad, that’s for sure.” Silas fell silent for a moment.

      “You don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to.”

      “I don’t mind,” he said. “Been a long time since I’ve had anybody to talk to about it.”

      “What’s the worst thing you’ve ever seen in battle?” Kendrick asked, then immediately regretted it. She recalled a presentation about drunk driving in high school given by a medic. The man had told the students never to ask that question. Most EMTs had seen some awful, tragic things, and they may not want to talk about it.

      “That’s easy. I once saw a man get split right in half by a cannon ball,” Silas told her.

      He got quiet after that.

      “I’m sorry, Silas. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      “It’s all right. Truly.” Gazing into her eyes, he asked, “Now will you tell me?”

      “Tell you what?”

      “Since I spilled my guts about my life … and death, will you tell me why you’re so obsessed with ghosts? You said you had your reasons.”

      Kendrick nearly said absolutely not. The words were on the tip of her tongue, yet she didn’t speak them. Something deep in her heart told her it was okay to confide in this relative stranger.

      “I had a twin brother,” she began softly.

      Silas’s expression softened into a tender look of sheer compassion.

      “How old was he when he died?”

      “We were sixteen.”

      He nodded. “I’m so sorry, Kendrick.”

      “Thank you,” she said, looking into his eyes. She didn’t simply hear his words of compassion. She felt them.

      “It was a car accident. He and his friends were driving recklessly, acting stupid.”

      Silas leaned in to listen but kept silent, giving her time to gather her thoughts.

      “I just … I have to believe there’s something more when you die. That he’s not really gone. He can’t be just … gone,” she said, her voice quivering.

      “That must have been hard. To lose him suddenly like that. And when you were so young.”

      Kendrick nodded, still feeling the warmth of his compassion.

      “I know something like that changes everything. Everything you believe and how you see things and even the kind of person you are.”

      “Yes,” she whispered. “I’m glad you get that. Nobody else does. People think I should get over it. It was nine years ago, but I’m not the same. I’ll never be the same. That’s not how it works.”

      “No, it sure isn’t. You don’t get over it. You get through it and somehow you keep going. I always thought of grief as like walking through fire. You come out burned in every way possible. You survive, but you’re never the same. The burns and scars fade a bit over time but they’re still there.”

      Kendrick’s eyes filled with tears. She cried for her brother, but even more, she wept with relief that someone had finally heard her.

      “Are you all right?” he asked tenderly.

      She nodded, wiping her eyes. “I’ve never heard anyone describe grief so beautifully before. Who did you lose?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Only someone who is bereaved can understand it the way you do.”

      He fell silent for a long time. A soft breeze rustled through the dead leaves. Finally, he spoke.

      “Everyone. Everyone I’ve ever known and loved is dead.”

      “My God,” she said. “I can’t even imagine. That’s so much worse than what I’ve been through.”

      “It’s not a contest, Kendrick. And I’m not trying to minimize your pain. I’m just, you know, telling the truth.”

      “I know. And I appreciate it. Believe me, nobody else wants to talk about this kind of thing. Everybody knows in theory that death can happen at any time, but they don’t get it. You don’t really understand until it happens to you. My friends just want to drink and party and have fun, and nobody wants to talk about anything real. I’m not allowed to talk about the heavy stuff on my mind.”

      “That’s the thing about death. When you lose somebody, it ages you. You’re still young and beautiful, Kendrick, but I can see it in your eyes. You aged a million years the day your brother died. You’re every bit as battle-weary as I am.”

      “Yes,” she said, gazing into his eyes. “Thank you for understanding what nobody else does.”

      “Tell me about the heavy stuff on your mind. The stuff you’re not allowed to talk about with your friends.”

      “You don’t want to know.”

      He held her gaze. “Try me.”

      “I want to talk about the way my dead brother looked when he was lying in his casket,” she said bluntly with a harsh edge to her voice.

      Silas smiled gently. “You think you can scare me with talk like that? I’ve seen my own dead body.”

      “Did you really?”

      He shrugged. “Of course.”

      “Wow,” she said, shaking her head.

      “What was your brother’s name?”

      “Kurt.”

      “Tell me what Kurt looked like when he was laid out. And tell me how it made you feel.”

      Kendrick was suddenly overwhelmed with various swirling emotions, but the strongest was still relief. Silas didn’t think she was crazy for needing to talk about something so terrible.

      “He looked … lifeless. Almost unrecognizable. They’d fixed him up pretty well after the accident. He looked like himself … but not like himself,” she said, her words spilling out quickly as a flood of memories filled her mind and heart. “It was as if somebody turned off the light switch on his life. At first, I was just completely numb. In shock. Then I saw that familiar scar on his cheek. Right here,” she said, pointing to just under her eye. “I gave him that scar. Well, sort of. When we were little and chasing each other around, he fell and hit his head on the corner of a table. He needed stitches. We both got ice cream that day, I remember. After the hospital.”

      Her words came quickly as a flood of memories filled her mind and heart.

      “That day of his viewing, it all became real to me when I saw that scar on his cheek. I knew that soon enough they’d close the casket, and I would never see it again. That’s when I lost it. Oh God, I tried to be strong for my parents, but … but …”

      Tears poured down her face as she spoke. She was dimly aware of Silas quietly saying, “You were only sixteen, Kendrick.”

      “I don’t remember a lot after that. I might have passed out. I’m not even sure.” Kendrick laughed bitterly. “Believe it or not, my friends don’t want to hear me talk about that.”

      “It’s hard for them to hear because then they have to face the fact that terrible things happen. They have to know that people can die at any time and with no warning. But if it’s hard for them to even think about, they should stop and think about what it feels like for you to go through it.”

      “Exactly! And I’ve definitely learned that grief can be very different for people. My mother, for example, would never want to talk about stuff like this.”

      Silas nodded. “Yeah, I get that, too. I think if you want to help a grieving person, follow their lead. If they want to talk, for God’s sake let them talk and put aside your own fears. But don’t ask personal questions they may not want to answer.”

      “Yes!” Kendrick said. Where had this amazing, insightful man been all of her life?

      Dead. That’s where he’d been. God, what a weird day this had turned out to be.

      “Kendrick, I want you to know … In my experience, I’ve seen that the dead person is almost always allowed to remain behind for their funeral. Seems to be true whether they cross over after or if they’re left behind like me. I was there, in Massachusetts, for my own memorial services before I had to come back here. On that awful day when you buried your brother, I’m pretty sure he was there by your side to help you through it.”

      “I did feel his presence. I really did. I just thought I—”

      “It was real, Kendrick. I’m sure of it. He was there.”

      “Thank you, Silas. I can’t tell you how grateful I am to you for sitting here and talking with me like this. All this time I’ve never been able to get this stuff off my chest.”

      “I’m glad to be able to help in any little way I can. And I enjoy talking with you. Gets pretty lonely here sometimes. This is the longest I’ve ever spent talking to a living person since I died. Either people are scared, or I have to keep my distance so they don’t find out I’m dead. I can talk to people, but usually not for too long.

      “That does sound lonely.”

      “Must be gettin’ pretty late. And cold, too, for that matter. You better get on to your home. Do you have a family? Are you married? Or …”

      “No, I live by myself.”

      “Me too.” He grinned. “Except for the ‘live’ part.”

      “I would love to talk with you again.”

      “Sure. I’ll give you a call,” he said with a wink.

      She laughed uncomfortably, worried his joke might have been a brushoff. Maybe he just wanted to be left alone.

      “Kendrick, I would love to see you again. Any time, any place. You’re the one with a life, so you tell me.”

      “Tomorrow night. Same place?” she asked.

      “I’ll be here,” he said with a smile.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      Her mind reeling, Kendrick walked back to her car in the dark. She put the electric lantern and camera in the trunk, in a daze, too preoccupied to feel the chill of the November night. She had no idea what time it was or how long she had spent talking to Silas. The entire evening had been utterly surreal. Silas being dead wasn’t even the craziest thing. For her, the most unbelievable part of the whole night was finding someone she connected with so deeply. Not even those closest to her would talk about Kurt. But Silas had listened to her most painful thoughts and feelings with compassion, and most importantly, understanding.

      Kendrick had aged a million years that terrible night when the police came knocking on her door to deliver the news about her brother. Silas was more than two hundred years old, so no wonder she felt connected to him. Talk about an old soul.

      She drove home on autopilot and walked up the stairs to her second-floor apartment, still trying to grasp everything that had happened. After all these years of ghost hunting, today she had finally found proof that there was life after death.

      Which meant that Kurt Banner still existed somewhere, in some dimension or other.

      It was mind-blowing.

      Fumbling with her keys, Kendrick finally stumbled into her barely decorated apartment. She’d never cared to do much with the place. Besides, the one-bedroom unit was really only supposed to be temporary until she got money together to buy a house. She wasn’t particularly excited about owning her own home, it just made the most sense financially. Though she didn’t have any art or other decorations up on her walls, she did have several framed photographs of family.

      Kendrick’s eyes locked onto a picture of her beloved twin brother from a carnival they had attended when they were about eight years old, their faces a messy blue from eating blueberry snow cones. She seized the framed picture from the wall and held it close to her chest, nearly breaking the glass.

      Maybe she really would see him again.

      Tears trickled down her face as some of the deep heartache that had wrapped itself around her since the day Kurt died finally began to ease.

      But then a frightening thought occurred to her. What if Kurt hadn’t crossed over? What if he was out there in the dark, wandering all alone as Silas had been for the last two centuries?

      There was really no way to know, was there? Kendrick had visited the crash site many times over the years. She’d gone to add flowers to his roadside memorial, even though the idea of Kurt wanting flowers was laughable. Still, she’d felt compelled to let passing motorists know that a beautiful life had ended on that very spot. She had even visited the roadside late at night, just so she could stand there and weep, to release all the pent-up emotions she’d had to hide during the week. But she had never felt a ghostly presence.

      Even so, there was that artist lady in the store today who had given off an otherworldly vibe. Kendrick wondered if she could trust her supernatural-detecting abilities at all. Although, she’d been spot on when sensing the ghostly presence of the soldier man she had befriended tonight.

      Sweet Silas.

      Just thinking of his gentle, handsome face made her smile. She hoped he wasn’t too lonely out there on the battlefield. Talking with him had made her feel so much better, and she fervently hoped being with her had brought him comfort as well.

      The things Kendrick was passionate about could be counted on one hand, but she felt her heart skip a beat when she thought about meeting up with Silas again tomorrow night. Everything about this man brought her peace and comfort. She believed she could talk to him about absolutely anything with no fear of judgment. And he made her feel normal again. Like maybe she wasn’t crazy to still be grieving. And that maybe everybody else was wrong to tell her she should “get over it” and “move on.”

      Shakily, she hung the picture of herself and Kurt back up on the wall.

      Even if her darling brother was a ghost somewhere, he wasn’t permanently gone. And that would have to be enough for her.

      After everything that had happened tonight, she figured she would be too wound up to sleep, but exhaustion suddenly hit her. Kendrick glanced at the pile of library books on her coffee table. One of her few pleasures in life was getting caught up in mysteries and thrillers. They grabbed her attention and helped her turn off her obsessive thoughts for a while. She’d been totally absorbed in the book she was currently reading and was eager to finish, to find out who had committed the crime, but that would have to wait. Not only was she overly tired, but she was too caught up in today’s extraordinary events to concentrate on a work of fiction.

      For once, real life was far more interesting.
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        * * *

      

      After wandering the battlefield through the night, Silas headed to Colonial Williamsburg before first light. He’d always considered himself lucky that he could travel as far as the historical district, which attracted lots of tourists. It was great for people-watching and made him feel less lonely. Eternally clad in his Revolutionary War uniform, he could easily blend right in. Living people took him for a reenactor, and he loved talking to the tourists. As long as he took care not to let people get close enough to touch him, they were none the wiser.

      Silas walked the quiet streets of Williamsburg as the sky gradually brightened. A deep, unfamiliar sense of calm filled him, and he knew he had Kendrick to thank. He smiled to himself, picturing her pretty blue eyes and light strawberry-blond hair that fell just below her shoulders. Her hair looked so soft, and he longed to be able to touch it.

      Speaking with her had been lovely. By God, she had been through so much. He truly understood her grief, and he could only hope that letting her talk openly about it had brought her some measure of comfort. He had certainly felt comforted in speaking with her. For the first time in centuries, he had felt normal. Kendrick had treated him like a man and not simply the ghost of one. So often, he’d been driven to despair by the crushing loneliness of being dead. Now he had somebody to talk to.

      Not just somebody.

      Silas had never been this attracted to any woman during his long existence, and he’d seen an awful lot of ladies over the centuries. Kendrick was beautiful, but it was so much more than that. Talking about real things with her had been so refreshing. Everyone thought he was pretending to be a soldier. They couldn’t possibly know what he had been through, the things he had seen. Kendrick didn’t simply know. She understood. He could see it in her eyes.

      Lost in thought, Silas strolled down Duke of Gloucester Street, the busiest thoroughfare of the whole tourist spot. At least it would be, later in the day. Right now, things were quiet, peaceful. He walked past Chowning’s Tavern, the courthouse, and Market Square, which was the open area shopping space where people could buy old-fashioned toys, soaps, and other souvenirs. The historic buildings wouldn’t be open to the public until 9am, so he had the run of the place. Still, he remained invisible so as not to attract the attention of any early morning joggers.

      How he wished he could smell the crisp fall air and feel the breeze on his face. During the day, he often saw the smoke rising from the fire pits where meat was cooked, but he couldn’t smell the wood burning or the smoky beef.

      He gazed up at the tall, lush trees with leaves of orange, red, yellow, and brown. Nature was an inspiring thing to be sure. He had lost a lot when he’d died: his sense of touch and smell and taste. He’d learned to be grateful for what he still had. His eyes that allowed him to see the beauty all around him and enabled him to greet the faces of tourists with a smile. His ears that let him hear the birds and the sounds of children’s laughter. His voice that allowed him to speak to others and maintain some kind of human contact, even if he had to constantly keep people at a safe distance from his fragile physical form.

      But he didn’t have to take such care with Kendrick. She knew what he was, and she was not afraid. A ripple of excitement went through him when he thought about seeing her again tonight. How long it had been since he’d had anything to look forward to! His days were pretty much the same, but now things seemed new and exciting. Anticipation. Silas had truly forgotten what that felt like.

      Another emotion made its way through his ghostly body as he thought about Kendrick.

      Guilt.

      He had lied to her.

      She had bared her soul about things that were deeply personal, and he owed her the truth about his own life. Silas decided to be forthright with her when he saw her tonight.

      He just hoped she wouldn’t be angry when he confessed.
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      Kendrick showed up not too long after dark. Silas hoped she wouldn’t get in trouble for sneaking onto the battlefield at night. Then again, she’d done it who knew how many times before with all her ghost hunting. He figured he could always do something “ghostly” to frighten off any security guards, if need be.

      Silas couldn’t hide his smile when he saw her walking toward him with her pretty hair blowing in the breeze. She looked so lovely in the glow of the electric lantern, and he hoped to be able to see her in the bright light of day someday.

      Unless she got angry with him for lying and refused to see him again. The thought was too painful to imagine. He’d only known her a day, but the idea of being without her was devastating. He would be lonelier than ever before if she abandoned him.

      Silas was determined not to let his fear stop him from being honest with her. Kendrick had spoken to him about the worst, most painful days of her life, and it was wrong not to be completely honest with her.

      She smiled, holding up her lantern. “You’re here, aren’t you?”

      Silas had forgotten to become visible for her and yet she sensed his presence.

      How fascinating.

      He faded into sight slowly so as not to startle her. “Sorry about that. It wasn’t deliberate. I’m not used to having visitors, I suppose.”

      “You didn’t forget that I was coming, did you?” Kendrick looked somewhat self-conscious, like she was afraid she was bothering him.

      “Of course I didn’t. Do you know how long it’s been since I’ve had a meeting scheduled on my calendar?” he asked, eyes wide.

      She laughed, seeming more at ease.

      Even after a full day of thinking about seeing her again, he was unsure how to start the conversation. Lucky for him, she took the lead. Kendrick sat down, and he took a seat not far away from her.

      “So what did you do all day?”

      “Went over to Colonial Williamsburg.”

      “Really? You can do that?” she asked, looking astonished.

      “Sure. Like I told you, I can travel several miles from here, where I died. I love going to the tourist district. So many people around all the time. Gives me somethin’ to do, watching them tour around and all that.”

      “I work there,” she said with a smile.

      “You do? How is that possible?”

      “What do you mean? Why wouldn’t it be possible?”

      “I just mean, I thought I knew every inch of that place. I would have remembered seeing a beautiful woman like you.”

      “Thanks,” she said.

      He stared at her, trying to figure out where she might work. Perhaps he had seen her in costume. The women frequently wore bonnets that covered their hair, and maybe he just hadn’t seen her face. Or perhaps she was a new employee.

      “I work weekend day shifts and some evenings over at Milligan’s Wine and Cheese Shop.”

      “Oh, I see. Over in the modern shopping area.”

      “Right.”

      “I’ve been there of course, but I spend more time in the historical district.”

      “That’s just a part-time job, so it makes sense you probably wouldn’t have seen me. So you just wander around invisible all the time and nobody knows you’re there?”

      “I’m not always invisible. I like to talk to people sometimes, just gotta be real careful so they don’t get close enough to touch me. Other times I do wander around invisible so I can watch people without worrying about getting too close. Every once in a while, somebody senses when I’m there, even when they can’t see me. You know, people like you who are more attuned to the supernatural.”

      She nodded.

      “But even those people can’t sense me if I’m in with a crowd of people. I kinda blend in, I guess. It’s only if I’m the only one around that certain people can feel me there.”

      “Yes, that makes sense. That’s how I am. When things are really still and quiet, I can sometimes feel a presence when I’m supposedly all alone. Except yesterday … It was so weird. I was in Milligan’s, and I got the strongest feeling that there was a ghost nearby. There was a customer in the store, a living one. When I walked closer to her, the feeling got stronger.”

      “That is strange,” Silas said.

      “Yeah, I was beginning to question my supernatural-sensing abilities. I was never totally sure to begin with. I often sense there are spirits nearby, and my thermal imaging camera usually confirms it. Still, I was never totally sure. Until I met you, that is.”

      Silas could see the relief in her eyes. He was glad his mere presence, and the proof of life after death it offered, comforted her.

      “What do you do when you’re not working part time?” Silas asked.

      “I work full time.”

      “But you said you only work part time.”

      “I work part time at the wine and cheese shop. You asked what I do when I’m not working part time. I have a full-time day job as well. I’m an accountant.”

      “You’re a what?” he blurted out, making her laugh.

      “Why does that shock you?” Kendrick asked, eyes filled with amusement.

      “Because you’re so pretty!”

      Kendrick laughed again. The glow of the lantern softly lighted her face, making her look especially lovely. The breeze blew, rustling the leaves on the trees and whipping her hair around slightly. “What does that have to do with being an accountant?”

      “I don’t know. You just don’t look like an accountant.”

      “What, I should be a skinny, balding man with glasses?”

      “Exactly. At least that’s what they look like on television.”

      “You’ve seen television?” she asked.

      “Girl, I
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