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I hadn’t been to my hometown in years. My friend passed away a few days ago. This morning I flew in and caught a taxi from the airport to my motel. Another friend of mine picked me up and brought me to the gravesite viewing. This trip home in early October maybe my last.

Most of the thirty people who attended the service I knew. There were a few I didn’t recognize. One young man in particular stood off from the crowd. He looked familiar but I couldn’t place him. A breeze stirred past me throwing autumn leaves over the covered casket. I turned to ask a woman standing next to me who the man was.

“Say, do you know who that man is over there?” I pointed to the location I had last seen him.

“Where?” she asked, craning her neck.

I looked and he was gone. “Sorry, he must have stepped away,” I said.

Everyone paid their respects to the grieving family. I didn’t see that man again. After I visited a few cousins and friends I hadn’t seen since high school, I walked down Mullen Street to the bus stop on the four-lane Main Street. I sat on the empty bench to wait for the next bus, taking me to the airport.

Since I had a lot of time to spend, I bent down to open my tote bag to pull out my reader. When I rose, I jerked back startled. The same man from the funeral site sat a few inches away from me on the bench. He was young, wearing a tshirt and jeans. His hair was dark and shiny like they use to wear when I was in high school.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t see you sit down,” I said. “Are you waiting for the next bus?” 

“No, I just like to sit here and watch people walk by,” he said, staring ahead.

I glanced overhead at the ominous clouds moving in the sky. “Looks like we’re in for some weather today,” I said. Have you lived here long?”

“Yes, many years, and you?” he asked.

“I used to,” I said. “Do I know you? You seem familiar?”

“I think I was one year behind you in high school.”

I thought his remark was odd since he looked much younger than I.

“I don’t remember many students who weren’t in my class,” I said. “What is your name?”

“Ryan Brandshaw. I remember you.”

I smiled. “I recall the name,” I said. “Is your family still living here?”

“Just my two sisters. Mom and Dad passed away several years ago.”

“I’m sorry for your loss,” I said, inserting my reader back into my tote bag.

“They are at peace now,” he said. 

A car raced past us in front of the curb, causing a gust of wind to brush against me. “This sure is a busy intersection,” I said. “Drivers never used to be this aggressive years ago.”

At first, Ryan didn’t say a word, and then he leaned forward and turned his eyes toward me.

“I was in my car one day. I wrecked it over there.” He pointed to the corner across the street.

“Oh my, were you hurt much?”

I noticed a couple of scars on his forehead and bare arms.

“I don’t remember,” he said and turned toward me. “Will you visit here again?” I noticed his blue eyes seemed sad.

“Probably not, the funeral today was my last connection I had to this town. My friend who brought me lives in the next city.”

The time flew as we talked about old friends and summers down at the river. “Let me show you this,” he said, handing me an old photograph of his family.

I took the black and white photo from his pale hands. “They are nice looking,” I said, studying the family faces. My bus pulled up in front of us. 

I jumped up and looped my tote bag over my arm. “Well, it’s been good talking to you, Ryan. I hope your future is a bright one.”

“Thank you. Not many people take the time to talk to me. ”

As I stepped into the bus, I realized I still had Ryan’s photograph in my hand. I did a glance back toward my new friend, hoping to return it, but the bench was bare. I turned toward the bus driver.

“Did you happen to see where that young man went?”

“What young man? You were the only one on the bench,” he replied.

“You must have missed him,” I said. “I have been talking to him for over thirty minutes.”

“Sorry, ma’am. I only saw you. I’ll give him a minute if he shows up.”

I nodded and pocketed the photograph into my tote and walked to an empty seat. After sitting, I turned and glanced out my window. There was Ryan, sitting on the bench. I stood up to stop the driver from taking off, but when I looked outside again, Ryan had vanished.

I sat down even more confused than before. Then my phone rang. It was from my friend who drove me to the gravesite.

“Hello, Kate? Yes, I just stepped on the bus. Yes, it was a beautiful ceremony. Say, I just had the most unusual encounter with a young man.”

“What was his name?” she asked. “I know most people who live in that town.”

“Well, he said his name was Ryan Bradshaw—“

Her voice changed to a hushed murmur. “Susan, what did he look like?”

“Oh, you know a typical teenager. His hair was kind of—come to think of it he did look a little old fashion.”

“Ryan Bradshaw died two years after you left town. He was in a terrible car wreck on Main and Mullen.”

“But that can’t be. He looked, well, normal. He even gave me a photo of his family. I still have it here.”

“Are you sure?”

“Just a minute. I’ll look in my tote.” I set my phone down on the empty seat beside me and reached into the side pocket of my tote bag. As I pulled out the square photo, it dissolved into ashes before my eyes. I grabbed my phone.

“Oh, Kate, it disintegrated.”

“Ellen, you may have just met the ghost of Huberville. Congratulations,” she said. “Rumor has it, his mother placed a family photo in his hands before the burial for him to remember.”

I stared at the ash leaves covering my tote and looked out my window as the bus left the town. There was Ryan Bradshaw waving slowly at me. I watched him as long as I could until he faded into a glow, rising into the clouds. The sun peeked out and shined its rays in all directions.

“Ellen? Are you still there?” I heard Kate say from my phone.

“Oh yes. But I don’t think Ryan lives here anymore.”

~ The End ~
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I used to live in north Idaho where the tall pine trees grow. Lake Pend ‘Oreille used to be my favorite fishing spot where my father and I would visit. Now in my thirties, I’m a struggling writer for one of the science fiction magazines. I’m not married yet and moved to Salt Lake City a few years ago. Having a hard time developing my premise, I decided to head north for some seclusion to write my next story. I would have never thought my planned seclusion would lead to the strangest experience I’ve ever had.

In early June, I called my sister, Joan, who lives up near Pend Oreille Lake in North Idaho. She told me about a cabin I could rent near the shore. Excited at the prospect of typing out my story without the day-to-day interruptions from friends and co-workers, I packed my bags and caught the first plane north to Spokane.

My sister met me at the airport and drove me up to the small town of Kootenai. We talked about old times living in Coeur d’ Alene and Bonners Ferry where our father worked. She drove me to her home near Kootenai and we stopped only to leave my suitcase in her spare room. From there, we drove downtown to the realtors. 
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“What about neighbors? I don’t want to be too close for them to visit often,” I asked at the realtor’s office.

“Don’t worry the closest home is five miles away. Oh, the owner mentioned if you have an intruder, there is a small revolver in one of the desk drawers. The ammunition is in a separate drawer,” the realtor said.

“Oh, I don’t plan to shoot anyone, but thanks,” I replied aware that someone living alone could be a target. “What about phone service?”

“I’ve heard it’s good but spotty,” she said.

We negotiated a good rental price on the cabin available along one of the tributaries into the lake. I signed the papers for a three-month stay. Afterward, my sister and I stopped at a rental car agency to rent a car.

“Are you sure you don’t want to use my car?” Joan asked.

“No, it’s better this way. Your husband would agree,” I replied.

After we hugged and said our goodbyes, I promised I’d see her before I head back to Utah. Elated with my new temporary car and an unknown destination, I drove up Highway 200. When I reached the turnoff onto Bay Road, I drove down a long lane past several cabins surrounded by many old pine trees.

Up ahead through the thicket, I could make out a brown structure surrounded by the dark stand of pines and shrubs. I parked on one side of the cabin and pulled out the key the realtor gave me. Grabbing my suitcase out of the trunk, I strolled around to the front porch. The view over the shimmering blue lake took my breath away. Stepping on the porch, I observed a wooden table and a padded rocking chair. I inserted my key and unlocked the front doorknob.

I took into account the small kitchenette to my right and the couch and two chairs in the main part of the room. To my left, I could see an open door leading into a small bedroom. Between the kitchen and the living room was another door before me. I opened the door and walked in. The master bedroom was astounding. 

I tried one of the interior doors and found this led to a walk-in closet. The other door in the room was the master bathroom. Feeling intimidated by this spacious layout, I decided to sleep in the smaller bedroom.
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I woke up before the sun rose and opened the front door. The red and yellow streaks across the silver water of the lake made my choice of coming here worthwhile. 

After a long afternoon of arranging my notes and typing out a scene, I prepared a moderate dinner with items left in the refrigerator for guests. I finished my meal and looked over my jottings for the next scene in my novel. Later, I finished my writing for the day and closed my laptop computer. I strolled over to the fridge and pulled out a can of beer. I noticed the evening had cooled after the sunset on the other side of the lake. Grabbing my sweater from my open suitcase, I stepped
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