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Chapter 1


Ghosts are assholes. They always
demand things. Give this ring to my fiancée. Give this teddy bear
to my daughter. Find out who murdered me. Find out how I died. And
so on and so forth. And are they ever grateful? No, of course not.
They never even say thank you.

“Why? Why? Why?” I heard
her cries late into the night. Why, why, why? At first I tried
ignoring her. Didn’t work. I threw one of my pillows at her to try
and shut her up. It worked as well as you might expect. She just
stared at me as my eyes were drawn to that bloody gash on the top
of her head that seemed to stream blood down to her eyes, and made
it appear as if she were crying blood.

I furiously sat up from where I lay.
“Would you please, please shut up?” I screamed, glaring at
her.

The pale white girl with red splotches
that decorated her torso and legs in an almost random fashion just
ignored me and continued her repetitious cries of “Why?” I groaned
as I slammed my head against my other pillow and quickly covered my
head with it in a vain attempt to drown her out. I was upset, but
honestly, it was something I should have been used to by then.
These kinds of things had been happening since the first ghost I
met.

The first thing you need to know about
ghosts is that not everyone can see them. Only those of a certain
bloodline or lineage are able to do so, and even then, whether you
have the gift or not is really up to chance.

I remember when I saw my first ghost—I
couldn’t have been more than eight or nine years old at the time. I
woke in the early morning hours for no particular reason. You know
how it is; you wake up for a moment, maybe move over to the side a
little bit, adjust yourself, and immediately fall back asleep.
Except this time, I noticed a pale figure with a pale white
mustache, combed over hair, wearing a vest over a T-shirt and what
appeared to be dress pants, sitting on the foot of my bed staring
at me.

At first, I thought it was a strange
dream—I mean, I could literally see through the man. But after
pinching myself a couple of times, as they did in all the cartoons,
I quickly realized I wasn’t asleep.

I didn’t dare move a muscle. I was
almost literally frozen with fear. I wound up not getting any more
sleep that night, and when my mother entered my room to wake me up
for school, she was surprised to see me awake. “Vincent, you’re
certainly up early!”

I whispered back, “Mom, there’s
somebody on my bed.”

Initially, she just smiled at me.
“Really, Vincent? Well, who could that be?” Her smile slowly faded,
and her voice trailed when she turned her head and saw the
apparition. “Vincent, you can see him?” she asked. I nodded my head
silently in confirmation. “That’s amazing! I cannot believe it—you
have the gift!”

I didn’t know this before that night,
but apparently my mother has been able to see ghosts her entire
life. I suppose it should have been obvious; my mother was and is a
spirit medium, after all. I had assumed, though, that my mother
wasn’t really communicating with the dead. I didn’t think she was
outright scamming people, mind you. I just thought it was like
fortune telling, where people generally know it’s fake but they
still pay for it for entertainment purposes. Little did I know that
ghosts were real.

It was well believed that only the
females of our family were able to see ghosts, hence my mother’s
surprise. Indeed, I was the first male ever with this “gift,” as my
mother calls it. I don’t quite agree with her that it’s a gift, but
I suppose it’s a matter of perspective. She believes I have this
ability because I’m such a sensitive young man, which really raises
my self-esteem quite a bit.

My mother claims that we are
descendants of the Biblical Witch of Endor. She was the witch who
summoned Samuel back from the dead at the command of Israel’s King
Saul, at least according to legend. Personally, I’m not sure if I
believe the tale, and I certainly don’t believe that our genealogy
can be traced to the Witch of Endor. It’s probably like the
Mayflower; everyone from Boston claims to be a descendent of one of
the immigrants that arrived on that ship, but very few actually
are. Now that I think about it, did the witch even have any
children?

“Why? Why? Why?” My
ghostly invader continued to whine throughout the night.

“Look, I don’t know why,”
I growled, sitting up once again. “And right now I don’t care. It’s
late. I’m tired. I’ve had a long day. If you would just shut up
until morning, I might be able to help you out and maybe figure out
‘why,’ and maybe ‘who,’ ‘what,’ ‘where,’ and ‘when’ as well. Maybe
‘how,’ too, if I’m feeling especially generous. Are we
clear?”

“Why? Why? Why?” she
ignored me and continued to incessantly whine.

I let out a loud groan and let my head
hit the pillow again. “Why me?” I whined to the ceiling. “Why does
this keep happening to me?”

The second thing to remember is that I
don’t see every ghost out there in the world. In fact, I usually
only see one ghost at a time. Ghosts basically just randomly appear
before me. I kind of assume there are hundreds if not thousands or
millions or billions of ghosts roaming this planet that are
invisible to me, which is unfortunate because if I can’t see them,
probably nobody else in this city can see them either. These poor
souls are just wandering around, wailing about their fate. At
least, that’s what I assume. To tell the truth, I’m not actually
sure what they are doing. I also have no idea why I’m able to see
some and not others, and what allows them to be visible and able to
communicate with the living.

My mother has some theories. She
believes that the reason why ghosts remain hidden most of the time
is because the vast majority of people cannot see or hear them no
matter what they try. They tend to assume that this is true of
everyone as a result. Since most people don’t believe in ghosts, it
appears that most ghosts don’t believe in mediums. This obviously
makes communication very difficult.

Her theory is supported with her work.
She tells clients that she doesn’t guarantee she’ll be able to
contact the dead, and that she is at most a conduit that provides
ghosts the ability to speak to the world of the living. Basically,
during a séance, she sends out a message telling ghosts “I’m
available” and “I’m listening.” Doing that seems to increase the
odds that a ghost will appear and talk to her. I don’t usually make
a great effort to talk to ghosts, so I talk to them far less than
my mother does. It’s as good a theory as any, I suppose.

Of course, the capricious nature of
ghosts can make life quite difficult for a medium. I remember my
senior year. I was on the football team. My primary motivation at
first for playing was to prove to everyone that I wasn’t a
sensitive little boy. But over time, I grew to love the
sport.

It happened during the big homecoming
game. We were playing against our rivals and we just needed a
touchdown to win the game. During the last play of the game, I was
able to break free and was wide open as I ran towards the end zone.
The ball was heaved in my direction and I was about to make the
game winning catch.

“Hey buddy! You gotta help
me!” A large young man suddenly appeared before me. In response, I
reflexively closed my eyes, slowed my pace, put my shoulder down,
and braced for impact, only to find absolutely no resistance. The
jarring effect between expectation and reality made me trip over my
own feet, and I fell down face first in the grass as the ball
sailed over me and fell harmlessly to the ground. It was then I
realized that the man who appeared before me was actually a
ghost.

Like I said, it’s almost random when a
ghost is able to appear before someone like me, and a muscular
ghost, with what was probably blond hair and that wore a
letterman’s jacket over a football jersey and blue jeans, just
happened to appear at the biggest moment of my life to that point.
It wasn’t his fault, I recognized that. Still, this didn’t prevent
me from being enraged with the ghost, as unfair as that might have
been.

I mean, think about it. Nobody else
saw the ghost, so it just looked like I tripped at the most crucial
moment of the game. This hardly helped my reputation at school, and
for quite a while I had to deal with the ire of my classmates. The
whispers I heard behind my back, the mockery in the school paper,
the fact that my date for homecoming suddenly came down with the
“flu,”—they made things very miserable for me for a little while,
and I took my frustration out on my ghostly acquaintance. It was
about a week before I finally began speaking to the apparition in a
civilized manner.

“Okay, look, let me put it
this way,” I said to the young female spirit, rising again from
where I lay, feeling enraged at this point. “If you don’t quit
asking me why, I’m going to take that revolver in my desk, place it
to my temple, and blow my brains out, and I will guarantee that I
will haunt this place with you, and every time you ask me ‘why?’
I’m going to answer, ‘Because you wouldn’t shut up!’ So again, I
ask you, I beg of you—please, let me sleep.”

Her moans abruptly stopped. After what
seemed to be a long period of silence, I heard a meek, demure voice
say, “Okay.”

“Okay as in, ‘I’m going to
let him sleep all night and not say anything until the morning,’ or
okay as in ‘I’m going to say okay but as soon as his guard’s down,
I’m going to continue whining’? Because I know how you ghosts
operate, and I know you guys tend to do that.”

“The first
one.”

“Good. Thank you.” With
that, I was able to rest my head against my pillow and fall asleep
almost instantly.

The third thing you need to know about
ghosts, as I alluded to earlier, is that they always want
something. Often it is one last task that they weren’t able to
complete. That’s how it was for the ghosts I talked about earlier.
The name of the first ghost, the ghost who had kept me up all night
by staring at me, was William Hunter. A divorced father of one, he
was on his way to visit his son to take him home for the weekend.
There, he would give him a gift he knew his son would love, an
official NBA basketball. His plan was to play with him at the park
over the weekend.

Unfortunately, a drunk driver had put
an end to those plans in a head-on collision on the highway. Both
he and the driver were killed immediately. He wanted to give his
son that basketball to let him know that his father was thinking of
him just before the end. It was my mother’s job to do this final
task for him.

Of course, my mother had to explain to
the man that finding that specific basketball would have been
nearly impossible. Either the police already had it in their
evidence locker or, more likely, it was simply destroyed in the
crash.

William settled for my mother buying
another basketball and giving it to his son anonymously. It
couldn’t just be any basketball, though—it had to be an official
NBA basketball, so my mom had to go to a sporting goods store and
buy the most expensive ball in the shop. You better believe I
brought this up, and was quite upset when I received a generic
basketball for my birthday. Women’s size.

With the help of William, we were able
to find his ex-wife’s home. To this day I can still see my mother
from the passenger’s side of that car, knocking on the door and
dashing back to the vehicle moments before the confused son opened
the door. Bewildered, the son looked around a bit before noticing
the package on the ground.

His eyes opened wide and he smiled
when he saw the basketball. He lifted it to his face and noticed
the label. His joy quickly turned to sadness. The label read, “To:
Jeremy, Love Always: Dad.” My last image of William was him fading
away as he attempted in vain to hug his son, who was in his
mother’s arms crying and calling out for his dad.

Yet did William ever thank my mother
for any of her efforts? Of course he didn’t. I know he had other
things on his mind, but a small little thank you before he left
would have been nice. My mother didn’t mind; she tends to forgive
things like that. I don’t. A little gratitude goes a long
way.

Another ghost who wanted something was
Warren—the guy who interrupted my game winning catch. He’d played
on my high school’s football team way back in the day. His team
actually won his homecoming game, an irony that was not lost on me.
Before he could take his lovely date Suzy Charles to the dance,
however, he celebrated his victory with some friends and basically
drank himself to death.

He wanted me to tell Suzy how much she
meant to him and how much he loved her. To do that, he asked me to
give her his high school ring. He had planned to give it to her
during his homecoming dance as an expression of his love. Since he
did not make it to the dance, for obvious reasons, and could no
longer give the ring to her in his present state, it was up to
me.

A horrific thought crossed my mind,
initially. I told Warren that if he was buried with that ring he
would have to find someone else to help him out. I may be a lot of
things, but I certainly didn’t want to be a grave robber. Warren
assured me that he was sure he wasn’t wearing his class ring at the
time of this death. He actually never wore it; he’d bought it
strictly to give to Suzy. Trusting a ghost is always a recipe for
disaster, but this time, the revulsion I had towards exhuming his
body made me surprisingly amenable towards believing my ghostly
acquaintance.

Thus, I had decided that the first
course of action was to see whether his family was still in this
city, and whether any of them had the ring. Through conversations
with Warren, various Internet searches, and perusal of social media
sites, I was able to find out some rudimentary information on
Warren’s family.

His parents had died recently. Neither
parent was ever in particularly great health, so their lifestyle
had finally taken its toll. The father had died only a few months
before I met Warren, apparently from lung cancer, and his mother
had died from a heart attack only a month prior to my meeting with
the ghostly football player.

The only other family member Warren
had was his sister, Anna. Luckily for me, Anna was still around,
relatively speaking at least. Though she had moved out of this
city, she still lived in state, which was pretty fortunate all
things considered. Granted, she lived in Marysville, which was
about an hour and a half drive from where I lived in Tacoma. But
still, she lived near enough that if she had the ring I could get
it easily.

I contacted Anna through a social
media website. Modern technology makes contacting people
surprisingly easy, especially since Anna had made her profile
public.

Now, actually asking whether she had
the ring and whether she could part with it, and even why I was
talking to her in the first place, was challenging. It’s not as if
you can say, “Your brother’s ghost is talking to me, and needs to
give this ring to a girl he dated in high school in order to rest
in peace.” She would have never answered me, and I would have been
blocked immediately.

Instead, I told her that my father had
died recently and was from the same class as her brother. His class
ring was a prized possession of his, and I had, unfortunately, lost
it. Still, I thought it would be appropriate for him to be buried
with a class ring from the year he graduated, even though it wasn’t
technically his own, if only for the symbolism. I also told her
that she was the fifth person I had asked about the ring, the
previous four either refusing to part with the ring or not having
one to give.

That’s one of the things about seeing
ghosts and helping ghosts that you must realize—you have to become
very adept at lying. Very few people actually believe in ghosts,
and those that do probably aren’t the kind of people you would want
to meet, so it’s often better to come up with a plausible falsehood
than to tell the truth.

Fate, in many ways, was definitely on
my side. His sister had the ring. Her parents had kept all Warren’s
possessions, having been unable to part with them after his death.
After Warren’s mother passed on, his things were inherited by his
sister.

It’s worth pointing out that through
my discussions with Warren, I got the impression that he and his
sister weren’t the closest of siblings, an idea that was cemented
during my conversation with her. She told me that she, as she put
it, was stuck with his crap after her mother died. When I asked
whether she would be willing to give me the ring, she told me that
she couldn’t ever think about parting with her brother’s most
prized possession…for free.

After doing some haggling the two of
us were finally able to come to a price we both could agree on,
though I do think she took advantage of the fact that I was a
“grieving son looking for something to bury his father with.” Let
me just say the price was a little more than I could afford on my
own, and I had to borrow some of the sum from my mother. She
understood, though, as she had experienced similar problems with
her misadventures with ghosts.

A long drive to Marysville later, I
was in possession of the ring. The sister barely said anything to
me before practically snatching the money out of my hand. After a
quick count to make sure all of it was in the envelope I gave her,
she shoved the ring into my hand and slammed the door behind her. I
might have said an expletive or two afterwards and made a rude
gesture or three behind her back in response. Still, all her faults
aside, she wasn’t a swindler, as I immediately checked and
confirmed that the ring was exactly the one I needed.

The next step was to actually give the
ring to Suzy. Finding Suzy was also a bit of a task, though not a
Herculean one, admittedly. Once again, social media websites
greatly simplified what could have been an arduous process. At
first, I could not find her anywhere; I mean, I could find hundreds
of women named Suzy Charles, but I could not find Warren’s Suzy
Charles. During my searches, though, I had an epiphany, and
realized that she probably no longer went by the name Suzy Charles,
and had probably married in the time between high school and the
current day.

I then asked Warren if he could
remember some of his friends from his class, and luckily for me he
was a relatively popular guy and could list a multitude of friends.
Through these friends I was able to search through various posts,
pictures, friends’ lists, and other like items on the social media
site to eventually find the woman we were looking for.

She now went by the name Suzy Brown,
having married a man named Thomas Brown, a man who had not gone to
Warren’s high school, nor was he even from the state. Through his
business dealings he had befriended a few of Warren’s old high
school buddies, and it was through them that he’d met Suzy. It was
through their pages that I was able to find out all of this
information.

It took Warren a minute to recognize
the woman. She had aged thirty years since high school, of course,
but he eventually did recognize her and confirmed she was the one
we wanted to find. Locating her wasn’t very difficult at this
point, either. Her address wasn’t displayed on any of her social
media pages, but a quick yellow page search allowed me to locate
her relatively easily. With that information in tow I was able to
find out where Suzy lived, and was on my way to deliver the ring to
her.

I felt like a detective, though
granted, the task was immensely easy seeing that virtually none of
her information was hidden and most of it was public. Let that be a
lesson to you; if you are on a social media site, always make your
information private.

Anyway, the married couple now lived
in Lacey, which was only about a half hour drive south of Tacoma. A
bit of a drive, but not nearly as daunting as the one to
Marysville.

Now, the plan was for me
to drive over to Suzy’s house, place the ring on her doorstep, and
run to the car just before anyone caught
me. Warren was worried that he wouldn’t get to see Suzy, but I had
assured him that he would see her when she answered the door. He
also asked what would happen if Suzy wasn’t home, so I assured him
that he could wait there and eventually she would get home, and
eventually she would get the ring. I also told him that I’d wait in
the car from across the street just in case, and wouldn’t leave
until I confirmed she got the ring. The ghost eventually agreed to
this scheme, and said it was a good one.

We arrived at the woman’s house. As I
walked up to the door, I instructed Warren to stand right at the
doorway while I executed my plan. He nodded in confirmation and
stood silently while I nodded back. I reached my hand back to
knock. My hand was just about to hit the
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