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1  SEEING A GHOST
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Willy always said he would come back from the dead, and he said he'd bring his friends with him.

The last time I saw him was after he died. I don't mean I saw him laying in his coffin during the wake, no. I saw him standing in the hallway of my house; he was standing there staring at me.

"Hey, Willy!" I said, "whatchya doin'?" 

He didn't answer; he just disappeared.

Evaporated.

Man, what a rush! I had goosebumps for a week.

This happened during a Friday night party I had here, at the house. About fifty friends from the university had pitched in with me to buy three kegs of beer and some hot dogs. 

Let me tell you, it was a panic. There wasn't one sober faced Archie in the whole place. We partied like it was the end of the world.

I don't know what time it was that I had to go to the kitchen for more hot dogs, but as I staggered into the hall, I saw him. Willy.

Of course, I stopped. I breathed.

Blinked.

Rubbed my eyes.

Tried to focus.

"Hey, Willy!" I slurred, "whatchya doin'?" 

He disappeared. Evaporated.

I went to the kitchen anyway, then back to the party.

Shirl, my date, was wavering with a can of beer.

"Shirl! I just saw a ghost!"

She laughed, took the smoldering joint from between my fingers, and sucked on it.

"But I did!" I protested. “I saw one!”

She only nodded and stared at me as if to say, "sure, bozo." 

I took back my joint and walked away in a huff.

Somehow I found myself on the other side of the room with a hot dog in my hand. Lydia, my best friend's girl, was with me.

"Lydia," I mumbled between mouthfuls, "I just saw a spirit from the other world!"

"You mean Jesus Christ?"

"No! Willy!”

"Willy?”

"Willy!"

She stared at me with glassy eyes. A full minute passed without a word. Then with perplexity glued to her face, she said, "I don't get it," and walked away.

Well, everyone's lousy attitude really got me down. But I refused to let them ruin a good time. So, I cranked up the music, smoked and hit on every female at the party, to no success.

>>>  >>>

Several hours later, we emptied the kegs and finished off the hot dogs.

"Six packs and chips!" was now the call.

Ted Coon and the other guys took a five-car caravan into town for the beer pick-up. When they got back a half an hour later, they had guys from Pi-Kappa-Ku and Sigma-K, as well as from the local pool hall. 

They even brought back straight-laced Stepford-type coeds with big boobs. So many were high from smoking I'm glad I had a roof on the house to keep everyone from floating away.

I told Ted Coon and the other guys what saints they were for bringing back a fresh supply of women. But the music and laughing were so loud I don't think they heard me. Besides, they were too busy unbuttoning blouses.

I went to the kitchen for a six-pack. I opened the fridge and reached in. I rummaged around a mustard jar and some cupcakes. A plastic package of baloney had already been broken into. I was stretching my arm for the cold cans way in the back, really trying not to knock anything down when I heard him.
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2  A TRICK?
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I turned.

The back door was wide open. It was dark outside. I thought maybe Ted Coon and the other guys were playing a joke on me. You know the kind of thing: snapping a twig, rustling dry grass, breathing heavy.

But somehow I knew it wasn't them.

Nevertheless, I was hoping that it was. 

"Ted?"

Silence.

"Ted, is that you?" 

Blackness outside.

"C'mon, you guys. I know what you're doing!" 

No answer.

I walked closer to the open back door. And there was a smell, like garbage or rotting meat. The odor was coming from outside.

"Alright you guys! Enough is enough!" 

I shoved my head outside.

All I could see were several dented and overflowing trash cans by the steps. There wasn't enough light to see anything else.

"A cat."  

-—yeah -—yeah -—a cat made that noise—-

That was irrefutable logic.

I was about to step back inside when I saw something shining in the dark. I strained to see. I caught a gag in my throat.

It was Willy's eye,

The kitchen light was reflecting off the soft moist surface of his blood-shot eye.

He was standing under a tree.

His eyes were open and staring at me.

I tried to speak, but nothing came out.

He pinched his face into a poor imitation of a smile. He raised his arm toward me. His fingers were clawing the night air. 

I stuttered:

"No, Willy! You don't want me! You must have me mixed up with someone else. Get away from here! You weren't invited to this party!"

I slammed the kitchen door shut.

It took me a few minutes to get my nerves back together. I was so shook I felt like taking a liberty in my pants.

Shirl walked in.

"Hey," she asked, "where's the six-pack?"
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3 SHIRL IN DISBELIEF
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All I could do was stare at her, wide-mouthed. I think I was even dripping saliva, but I don't remember.

"What's the matter?" she asked coming closer. "Siler, what's the matter? Are you alright?" Her warm hands touched my cold face. "Siler, what is it?"

I knew if I told her again what I saw she'd think me crazy. Of course, I had no way of knowing if she thought that about me anyway. So, I made up a quick excuse.

“-—uh, I don't know -—maybe I've been smoking too much pot—-"

"Smoking too much! You?" she exclaimed. 

"Yeah!" I answered defensively. "It's possible for even me to smoke too much!"

She laughed: "Oh, please! Give me a frigging break!” She waved me off.

"Hey, give me a break," I demanded, closing the fridge door. "What do you think I am?"

Shirl laughed until her face turned red.

In disgust, I took the can of beer and freshly made joint, which she had in her hands, and exited the kitchen.

Even as I walked into the thick of the blaring party in the living room, I could still hear her laughing hysterically, foully, at me, from the kitchen.
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