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A door thudded shut downstairs.  Sara sat up in bed. “Hector, is that you?” she called out, before she remembered.  It couldn’t be Hector.  Hector would never close another door.  Hector was lying cold in his grave.

The thought scraped and rasped at her throat, resting there with the ache that was left after too many tears. Oh, Hector, she sighed. Another thud, this time in the kitchen.

Since now she lived alone, it was up to her to investigate strange sounds in the house. “You should be here to do this, Hector!” she muttered to herself as, heart pounding, she rummaged in the closet for the baseball bat.

She slipped into the hall, glancing back and forth to look for any signs of intrusion.  No one in the spare bedroom.  The bathroom door was open; the shower curtain pulled against the wall showing the open space.  No one there, either.  

She crept down the stairs, cautiously skipping the fifth stair. The one Hector promised he’d fix, but never had.

She made her way through the spotless living room, dining room and kitchen.  No sign of any disturbance.  The chairs were all tucked tightly into the tables.  

The cloying scent of lilies was heavy in the air from the arrangements in the living-room.  The church ladies had come through the house like a cleaning tornado.  She’d have drop in guests, they said.  She would not have energy to clean.  They were right of course.  

In the centre of the kitchen she gave the bat a tentative swing, watching herself reflected in the black window.  Her ash brown hair was a mousy grey these days, pulled back and tied at her nape.  Hector liked it long; she preferred it short.  They compromised with shoulder length.  Long enough for her to pull into a pony tail.  

She was at the back door now, still swinging the bat with a meditative ease. 

Something was out of place.  She sensed it more than saw it.  

She studied the neat row of shoes lined up on the mat.  Her sturdy black dress shoes that she’d left here after the funeral.  There was mud on them from the rain at the cemetery, so she’d left them to dry before putting them away.  

Next to them, her plastic garden shoes.  Beside them, Hector’s Wellington boots: the genuine article, posh Wellies, sent from England as a sixtieth birthday gift.  One was upright, the other was lying on its side.  The over-sized clothes pin that normally clipped them together so they didn’t fall over was no where to be seen.

“Hello?” she called, with more bravado than she felt.  “Is someone there?”

No response.

She stepped back into the kitchen, put the kettle on and sat down at the table to consider the situation.  She was rotating Hector’s mug in her hand, the red one that said, “Keep Calm and Bugger Off!” when she froze, staring at it.  

Her heart had stopped beating for a moment, but now it was thundering in her ears.  

Hector’s mug.

It had not been on the table when she walked through the room moments ago.  The counters and the kitchen table had been completely bare.  

Hector’s mug had been washed by the church ladies.  She’d needed the step-stool when she put it away herself, deep at the back of the top shelf where it was safely out of sight for the day when it could no longer make her burst into tears.  The kettle sputtered and began to whistle.  “I hear you,” she muttered.  

As she placed the tea pot on the table, she stared at Hector’s chair, now pulled out as if someone was sitting on it.  She looked between her mug and his and sighed.  “You’ll be wanting some tea, then?”  She poured her cup, and then, knowing she was being completely daft, filled Hector’s, too.

She closed her eyes, sipped her tea and contemplated.  Maybe someone was playing a trick on her.  She should probably get a new lock.  She had no idea what had happened to Hector’s keys.  This being alone was not good if she was imagining things.

Maybe she should get a cat?  Or perhaps a dog?  

Hector had never wanted pets in the house.  Animals had to earn their keep.  They didn’t need a mouser, and they didn’t have anything that needed herding. 

A little dog, she thought would be fun. Lots of the ladies in the neighbourhood did agility with their dogs. They’d be company, too. She’d been interested in that when they’d first moved to down. They’d gone to watch their neighbour compete. Hector scoffed at old ladies running around having fun with their dogs. 

He associated with other retired farmers who were only interested in gardens.  His friends were their friends. She hated gardening.  She would love to train a little dog and run around with those laughing ladies.

“Sometimes, Hector,” she muttered to the empty room, “You were a bit of a jerk.”

There was a sharp knock on wood and she opened her eyes.  The room was empty, but Hector’s mug was empty.  Bloody hell, she thought.

She poured herself another cup and looked between Hector’s chair and his empty cup.  She filled it again.  

She was losing her mind.  She picked up her own cup and stood sipping her tea as she looked out into the blackness beyond the window over the sink.  She drained the last bit and set the cup into the sink.  She reached for the detergent, and instead found her hand on the oversize clip that usually held Hector’s boots together.  Her heart jolted again and she breathed in deeply, trying to contain the roaring that threatened to overwhelm.

She went back into her chair and put her head between her knees to wait for her head to stop spinning.  When she finally felt confident she wasn’t going to pass out, she sat up, and stared into Hector’s now empty mug.

She took another deep breath and set her head back between her legs.  This could not go on. She had loved Hector, but he was that breed of man who thought women were subservient to men.  She’d spent their whole marriage doing whatever he wanted, while he ignored things she wanted.

When the dizzy spell passed, she went to the phone. It was morning in Britain.  “Ma!” she said, “How do you get rid of a ghost?”

“A ghost, did ya say?”

“Aye.”  The accent of her childhood always came back when she was talking to her mother, despite the fact she’d lived in Canada more than thirty years.

“Ah. Hector always was the one to stay at home instead of setting out, wasn’t he?”

Sara could hear the clatter of dishes and running water that meant on the other side of the Atlantic her mother was making herself a cup of tea.

“You had ‘im in the house after he passed, of course.”

“Aye.”

“But you forgot to leave the windows and doors open, then?”

“It were minus twenty on the day he died, Ma.  We would have all frozen solid if we’d opened doors and windows.”  Sara rubbed her temples.

“Ah, well then, you invited him to stay.”

“He can’t.”

“He did.”

Sara coughed.  “Well, I don’t want him to. It
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