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      Sally O’Brian sees ghosts.

      

      Not   because she wants to. But when someone tried to kill her and her husband, she discovered that while his time had come, hers had not.

      

      Now she was back in this plane of existence, but this time with a mission. Her role in life was to help those who could not pass over to the other side to do so.

      

      And that mission included the plaintive voice of a young teenager who had witnessed the murder of a young man in the Cliff House.  And the ghost was willing to help Sally solve the current-day murder, but only after Sally had found out who had killed the unfortunate teenager eighty years earlier.
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      1 .  At the Cliff House

      “Help me!”

      Sally O'Brian glanced around the empty house, searching for the source of the voice. The cry was faint, distant. It sounded like a woman's voice, perhaps a child's voice.

      "Where are you?" called out Sally.  Sally had turned fifty-five just this year, but she still had blond hair, cut short, and to the extent that she had lines on her face, they were laugh lines. She was a bit overweight, but still had a bounce in her step and the energy of a woman many years younger.

      "Who are you talking to?" asked Matthew O'Brian, floating a few feet off the floor.

      Sally stared at her deceased husband. He had been killed in an automobile accident earlier in the year. Sally had been in the car with him when it was forced off the highway onto the rocky coast of the Pacific Ocean fifty feet below. The fact that Sally had survived the fatal crash was regarded as a miracle by many of Crystal Cove's residents. Even more miraculous, but unknown to Sally's relatives, friends, and neighbors was that Sally had gone up to the Gates of Heaven (as she and Matt called the place) where she was informed that it wasn't her time just yet.

      She was sent back to the worldly plane of existence, while Matthew was informed that he should proceed through the Gates.

      Matthew, even in death, had a different view of what he should do.

      He returned to Earth to be with Sally.

      Unfortunately, while she recovered in a hospital, Matthew had returned as a ghost.

      "I'm talking to a voice that I can hear," said Sally.

      "I didn't hear anything," said Matt. "Maybe it was just the wind you heard. It can sound pretty weird when it blows through the pine trees in front of the house."

      "I know what the wind sounds like, dear," said Sally, a bit impatiently. "Please be quiet. I can't hear her voice anymore."

      "What did the voice say?" asked Matt. Even in death, he seemed to be sensitive to Sally's moods.

      "It said 'Help me.' At least that's what it sounded like."

      "You mentioned hearing something last week, didn't you?"

      Sally nodded. "This is the second time I've heard someone calling out to me. I think it's another ghost."

      Matt slowly nodded. Being a ghost himself, he certainly wasn't going to plead that ghosts weren't real. But he didn't hide the fact that he didn't like Sally seeing other ghosts. Sally could not tell if he was worried about losing her attention or worried for her safety. She smiled at him. "Don't worry, Matt, you will always be my first ghost."

      Matt laughed. Sally was pleased that he still appreciated her strange sense of humor.

      "Can you come out onto the balcony with me?" she asked.

      Matt nodded. He was still learning how to be a ghost. While some ghosts seemed able to naturally move around the earthly domain, Matt had problems maintaining his equilibrium, his position in space, or his ability to simulate actions he had performed as a living being. Sitting on the sofa, for instance, was a constant challenge for him. Most of the time, he floated a few inches above the sofa. If he tried to lower himself, he would sink into it. "I'm not a very good ghost," he often lamented.

      "You're a great ghost," Sally would insist. "It's just that you're not supposed to be here."

      Matt couldn't disagree with that. "Someone tried to kill us, Sally. I don't want you to be in danger from whoever killed me. I need to be here to protect you."

      Sally exited the solarium in the Cliff House and walked toward the railing. She expected Matt to follow her, but when she turned around to see if he was behind her, she saw him clinging to the glass door of the solarium. He was being buffeted by the wind, which always struck her as odd. How could an immaterial object be affected by the wind? The only other ghost Sally had really gotten to know, Marybeth Baker, had not been affected by the wind at all.

      The wind died and Matt was able to re-right himself. He tentatively let go of the door and walked towards Sally. She reached out to grab hold of him, but her hand passed right through his arm. On the other hand, Matt was able to get hold of the railing.

      "Well, that was an adventure," he laughed.

      "Maybe coming out here was a bad idea," said Sally. "I would hate to lose you over the Pacific Ocean."

      "No, don't worry about that. I'm getting better at controlling my movements."

      Sally wasn't sure she agreed with that opinion, but there was no point arguing with a ghost.

      "Besides, you like being out here. Why don't you move into this house?" asked Matt.

      Sally peered out at the whitecaps rolling in from the Pacific Ocean and crashing on the rocks below them. The ocean was choppy today, and fortunately, the wind was actually blowing in towards the solarium. If Matt lost his grip, he would just be blown against the glass wall of the two-story room. "I do like this house," she said. "But it's actually too large for me. It's much better if we fix it up and rent it out."

      "As part of the Bed and Breakfast business?"

      Sally nodded. "Jack and Jennifer have agreed that I could run the business. Of course, I will run it for them. I certainly don't need the money, right?"

      Matt laughed. "Yes, you did get control over my properties, dear. Much to my brother's chagrin."

      Sally smiled ruefully. "I think he has accepted your will. Our lawyer says there isn't much he can do to contest it. And his attempts to challenge my competency have stopped."

      "No one should question your competency, my dear."

      Sally tried to lean closer to her deceased husband, but she only leaned into an empty space. "If I don't get this place fixed up and furnished, Matt, my daughter and her husband will be questioning my competency."

      2.  At the Big Yellow House

      Ever since Matt had died, Sally dreaded having her phone ring. She wasn't sure exactly why she felt this dread. Maybe because most of the calls presaged some sort of bad news. Demands from Matt's family for resolution of affairs of Matt's estate...calls from creditors...calls from investors ("Why aren't they calling up Roger? I left him in charge, damn it," grumbled Matt)...calls from telemarketers.

      This call was from Sally's sister, Lucy MacDonald. A call from Lucy was just as bad as all the other junk calls, really.

      Why was she calling on a Thursday? Didn't she usually save her calls for the weekend?

      "Hello, Lucy, how are you doing?"

      "We are doing pretty well, Sally, how are you doing? Is it raining up there today?"

      "It doesn't always rain in Crystal Cove," said Sally. But it was, in fact, raining that morning. If Lucy really wanted to know what the weather was, she could check the Weather Channel. "I'm sure you didn't call to talk about the weather."

      "Your weather is so much more interesting than weather here in LA. We're going through a late summer heat wave. Can you imagine? We're halfway through November, and it's still eighty degrees."

      "Wasn't that the reason you moved to Los Angeles, Lucy? For the weather?"

      "No, it was for Travis's career, you know that."

      "Yes, of course, Lucy. I was trying to make a joke."

      "Well, you're not a very good comedienne, Sally. Leave it to the professionals. I'm calling to find out if you're coming down here for Thanksgiving."

      "Thanksgiving? Oh, of course, it's next week, isn't it? Don't you think it is kind of late to be planning for travel? How would I even get a plane ticket?"

      "We could get one for you. Travis has connections."

      "Of course he does. No, Lucy, I wasn't planning on going anywhere. I'm not really into spending holidays with anyone, actually. I am hoping that this Thanksgiving will be quiet and peaceful."

      "Why do you have to make everything so difficult, Sally?"

      "I'm not making anything difficult, Lucy. I just don't want to travel." Sally couldn't admit that she didn't want to drive down the highway where the accident that killed Matthew happened. She wasn't certain that she could identify the exact location of the accident, but she didn't want to take that chance. "Why don't you guys come up here for Thanksgiving?"

      "What? We should pay for several plane fares instead of one? No way!"

      "In that case, I hope you guys have a great Thanksgiving, Lucy. Talk to you later."

      The call ended on what Sally could only imagine was a very sour note. Why did she have such problems getting along with her sister? Weren't sisters supposed to be best friends? Lucy sure proved to be the exception to that rule.

      "You could go down to visit them," said Matt in a quiet voice.

      Sally shook her head. "No, I can't," she said. She didn't dare tell him that she also feared that if she went too far away from Crystal Cover, she might also lose him. She didn't think that ghosts could fly on planes. Matt had enough problems just riding in vehicles.

      "I can't take time off," said Sally. "I have too much to do here."

      "What do you have to do?" asked Matt.

      At that moment, Jennifer Winston entered the living room. "What do you have to do, Mom? Damn, are you talking to Dad again?"

      "Maybe I'm just talking to myself," said Sally, defensively.

      "That's just as bad," grumbled Jennifer. "But I agree, you do need to keep yourself busy."

      "I want to finish fixing up the Cliff House. I just have to wait until it's officially declared no longer a crime scene. Do you think you could get Jack to ask the Police to finish up and release the site?"

      "You know Chief Harvey Morris better than we do," said Jennifer. "Why don't you ask him yourself?"

      "Chief Morris and I aren't exactly getting along all that well."

      Jennifer laughed. "I wonder why? I've told you many times, Mom, stay out of police business."

      "I couldn't do that, Jen," said Sally. "My friend was murdered. I had to find out who killed her." She didn't add that she had made the same promise to find the person who had killed her husband. While Jennifer, and most of the world, believed that Matt's death and Sally's own near death had been a simple road accident, Sally knew that a truck had forced their car off the road, crashing it on the rocky beach fifty feet below the highway. Someone had tried to kill them, and Sally was determined she would find out who that person was.

      "How about instead of fixing up the Cliff House, you spend your time preparing the gardens around this house for winter? It would be nice to have flowers and plants growing in the spring."

      "Sure, when I have time. But the Cliff House takes priority."

      Jack -- Dr. Winston to most of Crystal Cove -- joined them in the living room. "Be careful, Sally. I've seen some lights flashing in the Cliff House. I think there are prowlers around."

      "It might still be the police," suggested Sally.

      "At ten o'clock at night?" scoffed Jack. "I hardly think so. The Crystal Cove Police Force isn't that dedicated to putting in all-nighters. It's more likely high school kids looking for places to do drugs. In any case, one of the first things you need to do is change all the locks on the doors. And stay away from the house after sunset. I plan on putting lights around the house, but it's low on my priority list."

      "What's high on your list, dear?" asked Jennifer.

      "Thursday Night Football," laughed Jack. "The Titans and Packers are playing tonight."

      "I thought you didn't like either of those teams," said Jennifer.

      "Hey, dear, football is football. Any team is better than no team."

      3.  At the Cliff House

      Acting Detective Joshua Rosario Reyes drove up to the large house at the start of Dolphin Point. He had been a reluctant but frequent visitor to this house when he was investigating the murder of Marybeth Baker just a few weeks earlier. At this hour of the night, the yellow house was bathed in shadows. Detective Reyes knocked on the front door.

      Dr. Jack Winston, his attention clearly still focused on a large television screen in the front room, answered the door.

      "It's the Cliff House," he said hurriedly. "It's probably kids looking for adventure after the excitement we had there last month. But I'd like it if you could just chase them away."

      Detective Reyes nodded. He could hear the football game on the television. "Who's winning?"

      "Titans. So far only field goals, though. No one seems to want to get the ball into the end zone." Dr. Winston seemed anxious to get back to the game, so Reyes nodded, and headed towards his vehicle parked in front of the house.

      "I'll give you a call tomorrow about what I find, Dr. Winston. Enjoy the rest of the game."

      The drive down Dolphin Point Road didn't take long. The first building on the road, known as the Cliff House, was only sixty or seventy yards down the road. A large copse of tall pines helped to seclude the house, but Reyes had been here enough times that he knew exactly where to go. However, rather than driving down the gravel driveway to the front of the house, he parked on Dolphin Point Road. His objective was to find out if anyone was in the house. It wouldn't do to have them all scattering in the woods surrounding the house. He had no intention of spending his evening traipsing through underbrush.

      Detective Reyes, at twenty-seven, was the youngest detective on the Crystal Cove Police Force. Actually, he smiled ruefully, he was the only detective on the force, and even that was only in an acting capacity. But he had checked the records and he was the youngest officer ever to acquire that title in the history of the force. That gave him some sense of satisfaction.

      He had joined the Crystal Cove Police Department six years earlier. Last year, Chief Harvey Morris decided that the department needed someone to function as a detective. He sent Reyes back to school, and after months of training and preparation, had designated him Acting Detective. "When you prove yourself," declared Morris, "we'll upgrade your rank."

      Reyes was clean-shaven, with a dimpled chin, soft brown eyes, and close-cropped dark hair. He was in great physical shape, in part due to youth but mainly to a strict regimen on the Force USA G9 All-in-one Trainer he had splurged on and a dedication to running five miles a day every day.

      That, and his job, did not leave him much time for anything else. No girlfriends, not as much contact with his family in San Diego as he would have liked, and certainly not much time for watching football games.

      As he approached the house, he heard a commotion on the west side of the house. He recalled that there was a steep stairway built into the side of the cliff that led down to the stony beach at the base of the cliff. There was a dock there, though as he recalled it was in a state of disrepair. He hurried over to the side of the house and started down the stairway. He had only gotten partway down when he heard a power boat start up. He leaped down the last remaining steps, just in time to see the boat pull away from the dock. While he couldn't recognize the several individuals on the boat itself, he did recognize the boat. When you live in a coastal town where it seems everyone but you owns some sort of sea-going craft, you learn to recognize those things out of your reach.

      The boat belonged to Philip Spencer.

      The Spencer family was one of the "Founding Families" of Crystal Cove. They had roots in the community that extended back for generations. Philip Spencer was just another spoiled scion of a privileged group that thought Crystal Cove was their private kingdom. Yet, to the best of Reyes' knowledge, Philip Spencer wasn't into drugs. More likely he and his friends had been more bent on trashing the O'Brian property. Destroying other people's property was more the Spencer style.

      Reyes watched the boat race away, heading back towards the Crystal Cove Marina. The laughter of several people carried over the sound of waves pounding on the shore.

      Reyes headed back up the stairway to assess the damage done in the house. He had promised Dr. Winston a report of what he found. He smiled to himself. He also had the name of someone Dr. Winston could hold accountable for the cost of repairing the damage.

      He found the front door wide open. He entered cautiously, more out of habit than because he expected any trouble. He pulled out his flashlight and turned it on, swinging the cone of light out in front of him. When the light caught the shape of a person squatting on the floor, all of his police training snapped into action. He started to reach for his baton, fairly certain that one of Philip Spencer's friends hardly posed a risk of deadly encounter. "Put your hands on your head," he commanded.

      The person turned, startled, then quickly stood up, backing out of the cone of light. Reyes would have followed the intruder's movements, but instead he focused on what was on the floor next to where the intruder had been squatting.

      It was the body of a man.

      Reyes immediately sought out the person who had been next to the body, but that person had moved. He sensed, rather than felt, the person rush past him, heading for the door. He dropped his night stick, grasping for the escaping individual. He hand closed on empty space, but he could see the outline of the person dashing through the open door. Hissing a curse of frustration, Reyes leaped towards the door, trying to catch the fleeing person.

      Whoever the prowler was, he was small and fast. By the time Reyes got through the door, the individual was already plunging into the thick undergrowth that surrounded the house. It seemed that Reyes was going to spend his evening traipsing through underbrush after all.

      While the spry young man was quick, he was not very adept at running through the cluttered forest. It took Reyes only a few minutes to catch up with the intruder. When he was close enough, he tackled the individual, thinking incongruously that he was experiencing football on a real time basis.

      He and the intruder crashed into the undergrowth. Reyes was prepared to counter any resistance, but when he pulled the person over, he stopped short.

      He stared at the intruder in surprise. Even in the dim light of the crescent moon shining through the branches of the pine trees, he could tell that she was in her mid-twenties, dark-skinned, and incredibly pretty. He was suddenly conscious of grabbing her in ways he knew to be inappropriate. He pulled his hands away, then struggled to pull himself up from her body. "You're a girl," he said lamely.

      "And you're hurting me," snarled the girl. "Help me get up, you big ape!"

      4. At the Police Station

      Sally arrived at the Crystal Cove Police Station early on Friday morning. The Police Station was on the corner of Apple Street and Fourth Avenue. She had been here frequently in recent weeks. Unfortunately, due to circumstances beyond her control, but for which she had been unfairly blamed, she was someone that the Chief of Police, Harvey Morris, did not want to see in his Station.

      Sally had known Chief Morris ever since High School. She was not intimidated by him one bit.

      She had been shocked when she learned that there was another murder in the Cliff House. What was this? Two murders in two months? Was the house condemned by evil spirits?

      "I don't think I'd go that far," said Matt, as he floated in the entranceway of the Police Station. "I mean, aren't I a spirit? I'm hardly evil."

      "But some are," said Sally.

      Betty Fish, the dispatcher, looked up from behind her protective glass barrier. "What was that, Sally?"

      "Oh, sorry." said Sally, flustered that someone had overheard her again. "I'm here about the crime that happened at the Cliff House."

      "Yes, of course. Just go back and ask for Detective Reyes."

      Matt had already floated through the wall of the entry room. He came back and whispered to Sally, "Check out the interrogation room."

      Sally nodded, and opened the door to the main room of the police station. A dozen desks filled the room, but Sally ignored those. She headed towards the small interrogation rooms at the back of the bullpen, closely followed by Matt, who easily floated through several of the desks. A couple of the officers looked up, recognized her, and smiled. They then ignored her. Sally checked the first interrogation room and found it empty. The second room was occupied by a young woman. Sally recognized her immediately. She was the daughter of the family that lived across the street from her, the Nelson family. Why was Naomi Nelson here?

      Sally entered the room and closed the door. "Hello Naomi. I'm very surprised to find you here."

      "Mrs. O'Brian! I'm so sorry! We didn't mean to trespass on your property. Please don't be angry with us," said Naomi.

      Sally raised her eyebrows and glanced in Matt's direction. He smiled and shrugged, mouthing the word "Kids."

      "I'm not upset about that, Naomi, and that seems to be the least of your problems. I meant that I am surprised to find you still here at the police station. Didn't you give them a statement when they arrived last night?"

      "Yes, but it was very late when we headed back to town. I didn't want to go home or to a hotel, and it was too late to call my friends, so Detective Reyes let me stay in a jail cell."

      "Bet that was fun," laughed Matt.

      "I've never been in jail," said Sally. "Was it scary?"

      Naomi smiled. "Joshua didn't lock the door to the cell."

      "Good enough. So, is it true that you were found with a dead body?"

      "Yes," admitted Naomi. "But I didn't kill him, Mrs. O'Brian. I found him that way, I swear."

      "Do you know who the victim was?"

      "Yes, of course. It was Brandon Morgan. He's one of my friends from work. A bunch of us had gotten together for Thanksgiving week."

      "That's next week."

      Naomi Nelson nodded. "Several of my friends showed up early."

      "How do you take off that much time from work?"

      Naomi shrugged. "Most of us work remotely, Mrs. O'Brian. Only old people go into an office to work anymore."

      Sally didn't like the implication that she was an old person. Sally stared intently at the young woman. Naomi Nelson had soft brown skin, not nearly as dark as her mother's skin, but clearly an improvement over her father's splotchy white skin. Both Matt and Sally had known Naomi since she was born, twenty-five years earlier. The Nelsons, Charles and Patricia, were among their closest friends. "Tell me what happened, Naomi."

      Naomi looked tired. Her straight black hair looked limp, her large brown eyes, normally glistening with joy, looked sad. The smile that normally graced her full lips was also missing. "We were just having fun, Mrs. O'Brian. You know that my family once lived in the Cliff House. A long, long time ago, way before you guys bought it. I was just showing my friends the place where my great, great grandparents lived."

      "Was Brandon part of your group?"

      "Yes. We were actually looking for him."

      "Why?"

      Naomi cocked her head, puzzled by the question. "Because he was missing, of course. He and Ashley had gone out. We thought they went to get beer, but they didn't come back, so we decided to check on them.""

      "Why would you go to the Cliff House if you thought they were getting beer? Wouldn't it have made more sense to go to the Safeway or some other store?"

      Naomi bit her lip, staring down at the table separating them. "Oscar said they might have gone to the Cliff House."

      "Why did he think that?" asked Sally. She didn't know who these other individuals were, but she thought it was more important to keep Naomi talking than try to probe for too many details.

      "I don't know. Only that we had been talking about the Cliff House, so it seemed like a good idea."

      Sally was about to ask another question when the door to the interrogation room opened. Detective Reyes stood glaring down at the two occupants. "What are you doing in here, Mrs. O'Brian?" he demanded.

      "I came to see how my neighbor was doing," said Sally.

      "Your neighbor?"

      "Yes. The Nelsons live across the street from where Matt and I used to live, Detective. She's been a dear friend of the family all her life."

      Reyes looked back and forth at Naomi and Sally, then shook his head. "Well, you shouldn't be in here," he said. "Chief Morris will be very upset if he finds out that you've been talking to a witness."

      "She's just a witness?" asked Sally.

      "For now," said Reyes in a careful voice. "Damn, I hope you haven't contaminated this case, Mrs. O'Brian."

      "Don't worry, sonny," said Matt. "She's just doing your job." But of course, only Sally could hear him. She smiled in appreciation of his support.

      Sally was about to exit the interrogation room when a loud voice thundered in the bullpen. "Where is my daughter? What is she doing here? Where is she?"

      Sally looked across the room, recognizing Charles Nelson, Naomi's father. Charles was eight years younger than Matt, but still looked like he hadn't aged as well, though his appearance may have been affected by his outrage. His heavily creased face was flushed with anger, and he hadn't shaved this morning. He spotted Sally, and headed in her direction.

      "Sally, do you know what's--" He stopped when he saw Naomi getting up behind Sally. "Naomi, you ARE here! Don't say anything until our lawyer is here!"

      "Dad, I'm not under arrest. They just want to talk to me about what I found."

      "Milton Patterson is on his way," insisted Charles. He glared at both Sally and Detective Reyes. "What is your role in all this, Sally O'Brian? I never expected you to turn against us."

      Sally was taken back by the comment. "I haven't turned against anyone, Charles. I came down here to find out what happened on one of my properties."

      "No one's been charged with anything, Mr. Nelson," said Detective Reyes, trying to convey as much calm as he could. "Your daughter was just found at the crime scene and we wanted to find out what she saw or heard."

      "Don't give me any of that crap," snapped Charles. "If you want to talk to my daughter, you have to talk to her with her lawyer. Now get the hell out of my way. Naomi, come with me."

      "But, Dad..."

      "Right now!"

      Sally and Detective Reyes, along with several other police officers watched as Charles Nelson half dragged, half pushed his daughter out of the police station.

      The door to Chief Harvey Morris' office opened up. The Chief came out, looking around. When he spotted Sally, his expression turned sour. "What the hell have you done now, Sally O'Brian?"

      5.  At the Cliff House

      Sally and Matt approached the Cliff House. There was yellow police tape stretched across the door, though there were no signs of any police around the property.

      "They should have finished up whatever they were doing here," insisted Matt.

      "When did you become such an expert on police procedures?" asked Sally. "I watched more episodes of CSI than you ever did. You always insisted it was all just made up for television."

      "Well, I'm sure it was. If the police were so good at their jobs, why would so many people get away with murder?"

      Sally frowned. "I hope that's not true, Matt. People who kill other people should be brought to justice."

      "There's a big gap between what should happen and what actually happens, sugar cake."

      "Don't call me that. It makes me feel fat."

      Sally ducked under the police tape while Matt simply glided through it. The door to the house wasn't locked, although Sally already had the key out. "They could at least have locked it up when they left," she grumbled.

      Once inside the house, they checked the open living room, dining room, and kitchen on the first floor. Over near the stairs, Sally found a dark stain on the floor. To her untrained eye, it did look like blood, but she couldn't be sure.

      "It wasn't here before, was it?" asked Matt.

      "No, not at all. If there were a stain like this, I would have remembered it. Don't they usually draw an outline around the body?"

      Matt laughed. "Now who's showing their ignorance of police procedures? I don't think they do that anymore, Sally. They just take photographs of everything."

      "Yes, I suppose so. So this is where the body was found. What was he doing in here?"

      Matt didn't answer. He was busy floating around the room. After a moment, he called Sally over. He pointed at the wall.

      Sally frowned. "I'm sure that wasn't like that either," she said, staring at a large hole in the lower portion of the wall. The baseboard had been pulled away and the plasterboard had been smashed in.

      "It's clear that someone was looking for something they thought was hidden in the wall," suggested Matt.

      Sally shook her head. "Maybe, maybe not. It looks like they were searching for something, but why in this spot. What would make this more likely than any other part of the wall?"

      "Do you think someone was trying to hide something in the wall? Wouldn't they have to patch up the place they broke into?"

      Sally nodded slowly. "Yes, now that you mention it. But why would Brandon Morgan be looking for something in the wall?"

      "That's a good question. Maybe we need to find out more about Brandon Morgan to answer that."

      "You mean talk to his ghost?"

      Matt smiled. "Sure, why not? You talk to ghosts, don't you?"

      Sally frowned, staring around the room. "Yeah, but I can't very well talk to a ghost that isn't here."

      Sally paced around the living room. "What were they doing here? I don't see any beer cans or bottles. Do you think the police would have taken those?"

      Matt shrugged. "They might have, if they were collecting DNA evidence. Maybe to see who was here."

      "They could have just asked Naomi," said Sally.

      "Charles seemed to have something to say about that," laughed Matt.

      "I don't think it's funny, but you touched on a point. While Naomi is legally an adult, Charles can't really stop the police from talking to her. But he was right about her needing a lawyer."

      "Really? I always thought you were the one who said that if you're innocent, you don't need a lawyer," said Matt.

      "I used to say that. Back when I was naive. But the events of the past year have shown me that life is more complicated than that simple philosophy implies. You can get in trouble with the police even if you are innocent, but get confused or flustered. Besides, who among us is truly innocent?"

      Matt tried to feign shock and surprise. "Who are you and what have you done with my wife?"

      Sally laughed. "I just can't believe that Naomi was really involved in Brandon's death. But if it wasn't her, who did kill Brandon Morgan?"

      "I can tell you what happened," said a high pitched voice. It was impossible for Sally to tell where the voice came from.

      "Did you hear that?" she asked Matt.

      "You mean the person who said she could tell us what happened? Yes, I heard it. It came from...over there...no, maybe over there. Possibly from upstairs? It didn't sound like it was very close."

      "Who's here?" demanded Sally. "Who's in the house? Come out and show yourself."

      But no one came out from any of the corners of the house or from behind the few pieces of furniture still left in the house. "You check down in the solarium," ordered Sally. "I'll check upstairs."

      She quickly ran up the stairs to the bedrooms and bathroom on the second floor, but a search of every room and closet revealed no one. After several frustrating minutes, she returned to the living room. Matt had already searched the solarium and returned also.

      "No one down there," he announced.

      "No one upstairs, either. Could the voice have come from outside the house?"

      "I doubt that I could have heard it," said Matthew. "Now that I'm dead, I can only hear things that are really close to me."

      Sally hadn't known that, but she had to admit that there was a lot she didn't know about ghosts. Until a few months ago, she didn't even believe that ghosts existed. But since her own near-death experience, she had encountered a lot of ghosts. "Remember that voice we heard a couple of weeks ago? The voice that called out for us to help her?"

      Matt nodded.

      "This voice sounded like that voice. I think it was the same person."

      "Or ghost," said Matt. "As I recall, we decided that it might be a ghost haunting this house."

      "I don't know that we really were that definitive about there being a ghost here. But you know what I think?"

      Matt looked at her expectantly.

      Sally nodded. "I think we need to go ghost hunting."

      Matt smiled. "I can't think of anything I would enjoy more." Then he frowned. "Except maybe being able to touch your cheek."

      6.  At the Police Station

      Despite her father's objection, Naomi returned to the Police Station and asked to meet with the detective who had tried to question her the previous day. She had told him that she would make a more complete statement, and despite her father's objections, she intended to fulfill that promise.

      "I'm surprised you came in," said Detective Reyes, when she appeared in the door way of his office.

      "Of course I would come in," said Naomi. "I didn't do anything wrong. I want to find out who killed my friend more than you do, officer."

      "Acting Detective," said Reyes.

      "What?"

      "That's my title. A uniformed policeman is called Officer."

      "Really? You guys make a big deal out of that?"

      Reyes rolled his eyes. "We can do this in the interrogation room," said Reyes.

      "Why not here? Isn't this your office?"

      "There's no cameras in my office," said the detective. "You want a place where there are cameras, Miss Nelson."

      "Why would I want there to be cameras?" asked Naomi.

      Reyes smiled cryptically before answering. "The cameras protect both us and the person we're talking to. It's to your advantage to have documentation of the proceedings. Trust me, Miss Nelson, it's for your own good."

      Naomi laughed nervously. "Yes, I know, Detective," she said, putting particular emphasis on the word detective. "I don't know if you've noticed, but people with my shade of skin are often victims until the cameras show what really happened."

      "Trust me, Miss Nelson, I've noticed everything about you. But no one is going to victimize you here. We just want to get a more complete statement than you were able to give us on Thursday night."

      Reyes led her over to one of the three interrogation rooms, the first one this time. He closed the door after she sat down.

      He pointed in the corner. "That's the camera. The red light indicates that it's recording."

      Naomi looked around. "There's no mirrored wall where other cops can watch the interrogation?"

      Reyes smiled, and Naomi was suddenly aware that he was a very pleasant looking man. "We're a small police station." He recited the date, time, identified himself, and then asked Naomi to state her name and birthdate.

      "Naomi Simone Nelson, born on May 14th, 1997."

      "Thank you. You were present at the house called The Cliff House, on Dolphin Point Road on the evening of November 17th. Is that correct?"

      "Yes."

      "What time did you arrive there?"

      "I don't remember exactly. It must have been around eight o'clock. In the evening."

      "Were you alone or in the company of anyone?"

      "I arrived with several others. Cindi Kinson, Eddie Kellogg, and Oscar Mortenson. Oh, yes, and Philip Spencer. We came in his boat."

      "Why did you go to that location?"

      "We were actually looking for someone. We were looking for Brandon."

      "Brandon Morgan?"

      "Yes. Him."

      "Can you tell me in your own words what you did when you arrived at the dock at the Cliff House?"

      "Yeah, sure. It was getting dark. I remember seeing the sun go down into the Pacific. It was pretty
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