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IT WASN'T OFTEN A SONG stopped me dead in my tracks. All I could do was listen.

And I was filled with feelings of peace and hope. So much I didn't want to move, just listen.

Now there wasn't a tune, a melody, or words to that song. But I was transfixed. If I could have tapped my foot to keep time, I would have. It was a catchy song, and filled my heart to overflowing with love and understanding.

A siren's song.

But not of lust and longing for carnal needs. Just simple hope, love, understanding.

And when it was over, I felt the loss of simpler times, of innocence.

I only wanted to hear that song again, to feel like that all over again.

But how? The song had stopped, and where it came from was anyone's guess.

What was left was the quiet wind though the trees and over the pasture grasses. Songbirds started up their song - or I was able to hear them again. 

Everything seemed back to usual. But without that siren's call, was it? Would it ever be again?

- - - -
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NOW I WAS THE ONE THAT was haunted. John Earl Stark of the Ghost Hunters fame. Writer of mystery stories - where ghosts got their mysteries solved. And supernatural spirits who came to me with their own mysteries, their own problems to solve. 

It's not that I was able to solve all of them, but I wrote up and published the most successful. 

Yes, I'd been haunted by my own thoughts - and the people I'd helped had helped me in turn to get over those scenes. 

This mystery siren I hoped would be a fluke, a mistake, a temporary scene. Hoped, anyway.

But it returned that evening, about twilight. When I usually settled down with a good paperback and studied up on classics. Made for good dreams - unless I stopped on a cliffhanger. (The trick is to force yourself to stop mid-chapter in a slow part.)

I couldn't read that evening. Because the song was in my head again.

This time with words, and a catchy beat - an ear-wig.


De-de-de dum de-de-dum de-de-dum-dum
De-de-de dum de-dum-de-dum dum dum
-
[image: ]


Lilly Lee sang to the hills and the valleys,
Lilly Lee sang to plants, critters, and trees,
Lilly Lee sang from her love and devotion,
Lilly Lee sang about Freedom and Free.

NOW I WAS REALLY STUCK. It had some off-beat rhythm, like a waltz or something. 

That's all I needed, a folk ballad dance-tune.

Who was this Lilly Lee and why was she haunting me? Well, the last half of that answer I knew. It wasn't the first time a ghost had come to me for resolution.

As much as I hated to do what came next - because they'd probably all get the same ear-wig - I sat up, then stood and took a hold of the gold-streaked pendant on a woven thong around my neck. And thought of the Ghost Hunter Library.

My small cabin shimmered around me and disappeared...
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I SHIMMERED INTO THE ageless Library. Long brown-leather couch, mission-style with wood side arms. A wood coffee table with a green marble top stood in front of it, while opposite were two matching side chairs that shared a single side table in between them.

The ends of tall shelves started at that center and marched out into an unseen distance. Indirect lighting bounced off the high ceiling. 

Once you got used to being in an 'information central", it became comfortable, especially when - and I saw her out of the corner of my eye emerge from the stacks carrying a large platter - especially when Grainger brought out stacks of brownies and a big carafe of café-mocha.

Grainger was in her usual brown coarse-weave ankle-length robe, and Roman Caliga sandals. Her graying brown hair was pulled back into a bun, while her eyes, as ever, were ageless.

Once she settled the platter down, and arranged five settings of mugs with small plates, she then came over to me with a mug of my own, steaming of chocolaty caffeine. As I took it out of her hands, she put her arm around my waist and held on, wistfully looking up at me. While her head barely came up to my elbow, the grip was one I would have a hard time breaking if she didn't want to let go.

A throat-clearing from the edge of the library stacks solved that for me. 

Ben was there, with a tall stack of hardback books in his arms. Grainger released at the sound and went back to the coffee table to help him place the books on its green marble surface. 

When everything was in place, Ben nodded to me and then turned to Grainger, who left before him as they both disappeared into the stacks again.

I settled in my usual place in the center of the couch. Usual because the settings called for three people on the couch and one each for the two chairs. A full house. And as I thought "usual" my two spirit-guides appeared to each side of me. Their arrived on their feet, but quickly sank into the couch cushions. Sal, on my right, was typical with her blond hair in a bun, held by two carved ivory pins, and wearing her off-white business suit with gold pinstripes, tailored to her curves. Jude settled by my left side, all in black: leather bolero jacket, knit v-neck cropped top below it, all barely meeting the waist of low-rise, tight black flare-legged jeans that covered all but the toes of her goth-style Timberline boots. Her own black hair was loose mid-way down her back and parted on the side with long bangs that nearly covered one eye.

While Sal gave me a peck on the cheek, Jude took my face with both hands and planted a deep kiss that was just long enough to raise my pulse, but didn't make me gasp for air when she let up.

Sal just shook her head at Jude's antics while she reached forward and poured her own mug of café-mocha. As she leaned back with a brownie in her hand, she also handed one to me. Which might have been to forestall the effect of seeing Jude's obvious display of her décolletage as she poured her own mug, then leaned in again to pick up a couple of brownies - her nearer hand on my thigh as "support."

My “red-blooded male” eyes missed nothing, even though I didn't move other than take a bite of brownie and a sip of steamy brew.

Since we had the library to ourselves, this quiet display of each of these sister's personal style was welcome. Our adventures had long been with a crowd of other people nearby, compared to the early days of our almost solitary Ghost Hunter activities.

And all that almost quieted the ear-wig. Almost. 

It resurfaced about then to remind me what had brought us together that day.


De-de-de dum de-de-dum de-de-dum-dum
De-de-de dum de-dum-de-dum dum dum

"Well, good to see you both." I nodded to Sal and winked at Jude. "A very good sight." Both ladies settled back to their couch, their hands filled with mug and brownie. 

And smiles all around.

While Jude prepared to make room for her second brownie, Sal swallowed her smaller bite first. "What's this - 'The Case of the Unwanted Ear-Wig?'"

I smiled. "So word gets out, if not the tune itself."

Sal
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