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      Sally O’Brian didn’t always see ghosts. But when she and her husband were murdered, she discovered that she wasn’t allowed to pass on through the Pearly Gates. She miraculously recovered but her husband is only with her as a ghost.

      She has to find out who had killed her husband…and may still be attempting to kill her.

      Sally also wants to help her young assistant Melody realize that her “fake” boyfriend Alan might have “real” feelings for her. Ghosts aren’t the only thing that Sally notices even when most of those around her are oblivious!

      But then Sally’s neighbor “accidentally” falls down the stairs. The talkative ghost can’t remember exactly what happened, but Sally is convinced that it was no accident.
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      1. Along the Coastal Highway

      "I suppose the dinner could have been more pleasant," said Sally O'Brian.

      "You think?" said her husband, Matthew O'Brian. "I felt like I got ambushed!"

      The O'Brians had been driving north on the Pacific Coast Highway from San Francisco for several hours. It was too dark to appreciate the spectacular California coastal scenery, but even if it had been daytime, Matthew's angry mood would have dampened Sally's otherwise enthusiastic joy in the world around her. After twenty-four years of marriage, however, Sally knew that by tomorrow morning, Matthew would have forgiven his brothers and sister for their clumsy ploy to wrest control of O'Brian Corp from him. She also knew that if they had just taken a more conciliatory approach, Matthew probably would have ceded to all their requests. Matthew wasn't interested in keeping control of the family business. Sure, he liked the winery business, but he hardly had time for that anymore. He spent most of his time dealing with his brokerage firm.

      "Why is Henry so interested in the business all of a sudden?" demanded Matt. "I thought he liked dealing with the foundation. Giving away money has always been his forte."

      Sally didn't answer. Harmony, the wife of Matt's younger brother Peter, had confided in her that the O'Brian Foundation was running into financial trouble. Sally suspected that Henry's sudden interest in acquiring more control over the family businesses had more to do with bolstering the Foundation than with wanting to run the businesses themselves. Besides, everyone knew that Susan, the third child in the O'Brian clan, was actually better suited to running a business. She was, after all, the only one Matt trusted with managing the vineyards.

      Sally wanted to pass the tidbit of gossip on to Matthew, but twenty-four years of marriage had convinced her of one thing: don't get involved in family squabbles. Matthew would find out soon enough what was going on at the Foundation. He didn't need her passing on unsubstantiated rumors.

      "It was nice seeing the rest of the family," said Sally. "Claudia was looking pretty good, considering her recent operation."

      Matt laughed. "Come on, Sally, she looked like death warmed over. I'm surprised she was able to last the entire dinner. I suspect the only reason Henry brought her there was to elicit sympathy from the other family members."

      "Oh, Matt, he's not that crass! I saw Claudia a month ago. Believe me, she is doing quite well. I wouldn't be surprised if she outlives all of us."

      "May the Lord be willing," said Matt, almost automatically. He quickly brought the conversation back to the issue that had been bothering him for the past two hours. "Why do you think Richard Findley was there? I thought this was supposed to be a family dinner. He's not family."

      "Richard is one of Henry's oldest and dearest friends," offered Sally in a conciliatory tone.

      "Richard Findley is a snake," said Matt. "I've never liked the man. I certainly wouldn't let him near my business."

      "He helps Henry run the Foundation. I don't think Henry would be able to manage without Richard's advice."

      "Maybe that's part of the problem," grumbled Matt.

      "How much further to Crystal Cove?" asked Sally, trying to change the subject.

      Matthew made a quick calculation. "About another hour," he said. "Fortunately, there's not much traffic."

      "It will be good to get home," said Sally. "I still think we should have stayed the night in San Francisco. Breakfast on Fisherman's Wharf would have been so pleasant."

      "At this time of year? Yes, I suppose we could have eaten indoors. But if I'm going to spend time on a wharf, I'd prefer to do it at Crystal Cove."

      Sally laughed. "We don't have anything like Fisherman's Wharf in Crystal Cove."

      "Maybe we should buy up some property and put one in," joked Matt.

      Sally shook her head. "If you did something like that, poor Henry would have more than a few angry words," she said.

      Matt was silent a moment. "So you think he was angry, do you?"

      Sally bit her lip in frustration. "You know I don't like to get involved in these family matters, Matt. That's always been my one rule, you know that. And that I don't want to be involved in trying to manage the money."

      "Money's not the root of all evil, Sally," said Matt. It was an on-going joke between them. Sally always told him how impressed she was with him that he had never become obsessed with making more and more money. "What I have is enough," Matt had always told her. "After all, I can't take it with me and if I left it to you and Jennifer, you'd both probably give it all away."

      She would always smile and reply, "We're neither greedy nor foolish, Matt. We would hardly give it ALL away."

      Sally pulled down the visor. The mirror light came on automatically.. She was no longer the slim, five foot two cheerleader who had enthralled all the boys at her high school. She had been a sophomore, he was a senior when they first met. She could tell, even as a teenager, that he had fallen completely in love with her. She had been a little more cautious, always telling him, "I know you're the best out there right now, but do you really want a girlfriend who can't see beyond the horizon?"

      It didn’t take her long to realize that he actually was the best out there. His sense of humor, his willingness to put up with her idiosyncrasies, his drive to provide for her, yet give her the room to do what she wanted in life. Who else in the universe could possibly have every trait  that she wanted in the person she intended to share her life with than Matthew O’Brian?

      They had married while she was still attending California State University Chico and he was in graduate school at Stamford. Their marriage survived separation, and it also survived his six years in the Navy. It had also survived two miscarriages, and then the surprise birth of Jennifer, their only child.

      Sally felt his eyes on her. She always knew when he was staring at her. Sometimes she wondered what he saw, what he was thinking, when he was looking at her so intently. Was he disappointed that she had grown plumper over the years? Her hair was naturally ash blond, though now more ash than blond, but her oval face was free of wrinkles or worry lines. "Always keep a smile on your face," her mother had taught her, "and you'll never look old." She had followed that advice, and even tried to pass it on to Jennifer.

      She was no longer the cheerleader he had fallen in love with. But, as he frequently told her, she still had that cheerleader zest for life.

      She smiled to herself. Maybe that's all that really mattered. Having a zest for life.

      Sally became aware of the bright lights behind them. She watched the bright light bounce up and down as the vehicle tried to catch up to them, then fell back.

      "Matt--"

      "I know, I see him. I'm looking for a place I can pull over so he can pass. Not sure why he just doesn't go around me, though. It's not as though there's that much traffic. Damn inconsiderate fellow, whoever he is. He should lower his beams when he gets this close to another vehicle."

      Matthew slowed down and got as close to the shoulder as he could get. Yet, for some strange reason, the vehicle behind him did not take the opportunity to pass on his left, but continued to hover twenty to forty yards behind them.

      "What's wrong with that guy?" growled Matthew. "Damn it, okay, I'll pull over."

      "What are you going to do?" asked Sally.

      "I'm going to pull off the road and stop. Then he'll have to pass me."

      "Is that wise? We don't know who this guy is. What if he stops too?"

      Matthew laughed. "Don't get dramatic, Sally. I doubt that we're going to find a serial killer out here on the highway. I'll just let him pass." Matthew slowed down and edged onto the shoulder, not quite coming to a stop. Without highway lights, it was hard to see just how much space he had. He also didn't know how far ahead of him the shoulder extended.

      Unfortunately, his plan was thwarted by the driver behind him, who also slowed down, and began to creep closer and closer to them. By this time, Matthew could tell that the vehicle behind them was a heavy pick-up truck.

      "I don't like this," he muttered. "Why is he slowing down?"

      "I don't like it either, Matt. I think we should keep going. Maybe go a little faster?"

      Matt frowned. "I've driven this road a lot of times, but going faster is not something I'm comfortable with doing. He hasn't flashed me, so I don't think there's something wrong. Okay, hang on."

      He stepped on the gas and his vehicle roared off of the shoulder and back onto the highway. He inched his speed up past the speed limit, his bright lights on to give him as much visibility of the road as he could get.

      The vehicle behind him also pulled off the shoulder and sped up. It was now quite clear to Matthew that the driver was trying to intimidate him.

      The two cars raced along the highway for another couple of miles. Then the truck began to edge not only closer, but also towards the right side of their vehicle. "What the hell is he trying to do?" demanded Matt.

      "Matt, I'm scared."

      Matt looked grim. "There's got to be a gas station up ahead, if memory serves me. We'll pull in there. Whoever this jerk is, he won't dare try anything around other people."

      But if there was a gas station up ahead of their current location, they did not reach it soon enough. The truck managed to get its left bumper close enough to the back of Matt's car to force him closer towards the center of the road. But as soon as Matt had moved away from the right hand lane, the truck pulled up beside him. Sally looked up, hoping to catch a glimpse of the driver, but the cab of the truck was deep in shadows. She could tell someone was in the truck, but she couldn't identify any features.

      "Damn it!" yelled Matthew as the truck swerved into his vehicle. He tried to keep his car under control, but the bump had forced him entirely into the southbound lane. Fortunately, no other vehicles were coming. He gave his car more gas and surged forward.

      The truck also sped up, and once again closed the gap between the two vehicles. Matthew could hear the screech of metal as the two vehicles came into contact, then he felt his car jolt across the southbound lane.

      He did his best to keep his car under control, but his best wasn't good enough. Worse, the southbound side of the road had only the barest of shoulders. Metal guardrails bordered the road, normally enough of a barrier to keep vehicles from the edge of the highway.

      Sally knew full well what was on the other side of the metal guardrails.

      The Pacific Ocean.

      The truck hit them one more time.

      Their car smashed into the low barrier, as the barrier was crumpled and destroyed.

      For the briefest moment, it seemed as if time stopped, then Sally felt her stomach lurch and her body press upwards against the seatbelt.

      "I'm sorry Sally," Matt said, as their vehicle flew off the cliff, down towards the rocky coast fifty feet below them. "I love you."

      Those were the last words Sally O'Brian heard before blackness enveloped her.

      2. In a Foggy Place

      Sally could remember nothing of the car crash.

      No, that wasn't quite true. She could remember that there was a car crash, but the only part of it that she could remember was the feeling of falling, similar to the feeling of the first big plunge down a roller coaster.

      She couldn't remember actually smashing into the rocks at the bottom of the cliff.

      And if what she was experiencing now was any indication, she didn't smash into the rocks.

      Whatever had happened, the fog had rolled in. That would explain why she could no longer see the car, the rocks, the beach, the waves.

      A deep, dense fog, unlike any she had ever experienced before covered everything. It was a grayish white fog, thick enough to almost have texture. Not a wet texture, as she would have expected from a fog that rolled onto the shore from the ocean. It didn't feel like dust in the wind, either.

      It felt soft and delicate. And it had a scent. Not the scent of moisture. Not the smell of a dust cloud. Almost like a combination of lavender and raspberry.

      This clearly wasn't an ocean fog.

      Now that she thought about it, she couldn't hear anything either. Whatever sounds existed were muffled by the dense fog.

      She tried to take a step.

      Yes, she could do that. There was a sense of "up and down," but she couldn't actually feel the ground under her feet. She tried to look at her feet, to make sure she actually was walking, but the fog hid even her feet from her. In fact, she couldn't even see her hand in front of her.

      No, there it was. If she peered intently, her hand slowly came into view.

      And there was her arm.

      Was the fog getting thinner?

      No...she was just getting better at peering through the dense...did she dare call it material? She moved her arm through the fog. Yes, she could actually feel something on her skin. It had the feel of cotton fluff wafted on a breeze.

      Strange.

      Then she recalled that she had been with Matt. Where was he? She was certain that he had been in the car with her when it crashed. Was he lost in the fog also?

      She called out to him. "Matt, where are you?"

      She listened for his response, but she could hear nothing. She called out again, louder this time. Once more, she was greeted only with silence.

      No, wait! Was that the sound of someone responding to her? Or was it the sound of the wind. She couldn't feel any wind here, but that didn't mean there might be a wind further away from her.

      "Sally?"

      "Matt? Where are you?"

      "I'm in a fog. Are you in the fog too?"

      "I'm in the fog too, Matt. What kind of fog is this?"

      "I don't know," said Matt. "Where are you? You sound close. Keep talking."

      Sally laughed. "How often have you told me to do that?" She backed up, trying to see if there was some direction from which Matt's voice was coming.

      And bumped into Matt.

      They both turned around and grabbed hold of each other.

      As soon as they touched, the fog did appear to dissipate slightly. It didn't go away, but they could clearly see each other's faces.

      "Didn't we just have an accident?" asked Sally.

      "A car crash, I think," said Matt. "At least, it seemed to me that we had a car crash."

      "Then why aren't we dead?" asked Sally.

      "Cars are made a lot better these days," suggested Matt. "Though it did seem like we were going over a cliff. I'm not sure how the car could have survived that."

      "Maybe it didn't. Maybe we are dead." Sally's voice was subdued, by more than the dense fog.

      Matt laughed. "If we're dead, then I'm all for it! I've never felt better!" He flexed his arms. "I think my arthritis has cleared up. Must be the sea air."

      "Matt, I don't think there's any sea air here. It doesn't smell like the ocean. It doesn't smell like anything. Except maybe lavender."

      Matt nodded. "You're right. A touch of raspberry or strawberry. Some fruity scent."

      "Where are we, Matt? Where's the car? Where's the Pacific Ocean?"

      "I don't know, Sally. Are you okay? Are you hurt anywhere?"

      She shook her head. "No, nothing. So if we were in a crash, why don't we feel anything? Not even a bump on the head."

      "Let's see if we can find someone or something. I don't like just standing here."

      "Which direction should we go in?"

      Matt laughed. "I don't think it matters as long as we stay together.”

      They grasped each other's hand and started walking. They walked for seemed like a long time, though they had no way to determine what distance they covered. The ground, if that's what is was, had no discernable features. No slope, no ridges, no depressions. Nothing.

      Then, suddenly, the fog seemed to disappear, at least in front of them. When Sally glanced back over her shoulder, the fog was still as thick and ominous as it had been.

      In front of them was a huge gate. The gate, towering over thirty feet in the center, and each wing fifteen feet wide, stood between two enormous posts. Surprisingly, there was no fence or barrier connected to either side of the posts.

      "How strange," said Sally. "A gate with no fence. What's to prevent someone from just walking around the gate?"

      They walked up to the gate. Matt tried pushing the gate open, but it wouldn't budge. The gate appeared to be made of metal, yellow in color, but it was clearly painted. In fact, in places, the paint was peeling off. "Not very well maintained," observed Matt.

      "Why is there just a gate here?" asked Sally. "What's it for?"

      Matt didn't answer. Then he and Sally walked all around the gate.

      "I guess that answers that," said Sally. "I almost expected invisible walls. What's to prevent someone from just walking past the gate?"

      Matt laughed. "Probably whoever is inside that little guard shack," he said.

      Sally squinted. Yes, there was a guard shack. It had not been there when they had approached the gate. It had only shown up when they walked around the gate.

      The guard shack was barely bigger than one of those British phone booths that Dr. Who used as his Tardis. "Do you think there's anyone inside?"

      Matt smiled. "Let's find out."

      3. At the Gate

      The sudden appearance of the Gatehouse didn't really surprise Sally and Matthew. Its manifestation seemed very consistent with the existence of the fog, the existence of the Gate, and the lack of any other details or features.

      "You know something, Sally," offered Matt as he knocked on the door of the small booth-like building.

      "What, dear?"

      "I think we're dead."

      Sally laughed. "If that's true, it really is strange, because I've never felt more alive!"

      There was a mumbled response to the knock that sounded like "Come in." Of course, it could just as easily have been "Go away," but there didn't seem much sense to that. Where would they go? Back into the fog?

      Matt pushed the door open. Sally wondered how both of them would fit in the small space of the booth. She was surprised when she stepped inside. As Matt joined her, she squealed, "It IS a Tardis."

      Sure enough, the inside dimensions of the booth were not the same as its outside measurements. They found themselves in a fairly large room, filled with couches and small coffee tables near the entrance. On the far side of the room, placed strategically in front of a floor-to-ceiling bookcase that extended across the entire back wall, an old man sat at an enormous empty table. He gestured for them to approach.

      "Come, come, we don't have all day!"

      Sally and Matthew approached the man. He had wrinkled, dark leathery skin, a huge beak of a nose, and enormous flappy ears. A name plate placard on the desk contained one word. "Mimosa."

      "Don't be shy," said the man. "I'm sure you have questions. Unfortunately, I don't have answers. That's for the people inside. Now, when did you die?"

      Matthew looked smugly in Sally's direction. "See, I told you." Matthew cited the year, month, and day.

      "And your names and dates of birth," added the old man.

      Sally gave them their full names. "Matthew Shane O'Brian and Sally Lynn Pierce O'Brian. And what is your name, good sir?"

      The old man pointed at the name plate. "Mimosa. Can't you read?"

      "Are you named after the drink?" asked Sally.

      "What a silly idea," said the man. "There's a drink called Mimosa?"

      The old man stood up and turned towards the shelves behind him. Now that they were closer to the shelves, Sally was able to determine that at the far right hand side, the shelves were filled with clay tablets, rocks, and small earthly objects. A little further to the left, the shelves contained papyrus scrolls. These were followed by parchment, leather, and pounded leaf objects, then thick, hand-crafted leather-bound books, then more modern styles of books, then objects that looked like recorded sound, visual, and computer objects. As the man walked across the room from right to left, he could be heard muttering, "Fifteenth Century, no, no, Sixteenth...Nineteenth...Twentieth...ah, here we are Twenty-first Century." He pulled what looked like an old-fashioned computer from the shelf and placed it on the table. He smiled at Sally and Matthew. "You folks should be in here," he announced.

      Matthew stared at the computer. "Is that an IBM 5150? I haven't seen one of those in decades!"

      The old man smiled. "Yep, we only have the best up here," he said, starting to enter their names and dates on the keyboard. He finished typing, then stared intently at the screen. Scowling angrily, he re-entered the data, but apparently got the same result.

      "Can you give me those names again?" he asked.

      Sally repeated all the information, slowly and carefully, in case the man was a foreigner who did not understand English. He certainly looked like a foreigner, though she supposed that in this strange place, she was probably the foreigner.

      The old man put the information in a third time. Then he banged the side of the monitor, as if that might correct whatever was wrong with the display.

      "Is there a problem?" asked Matthew.

      "No, no, there's no problem," said the old man nervously. "There's never a problem. Just some glitch in the system." He turned to Sally. "Have you ever gone by another name?"

      "My maiden name was Pierce," said Sally. "But I already gave that to you. Don't you have a newer computer? Maybe your information hasn't been updated."

      "Are you questioning our methods?" asked Mimosa.

      Sally frowned, then nodded. "I guess I am," she said. "It seems pretty simple to find a name."

      "I can find his name," said Mimosa. "I can't find YOUR name. You're not supposed to be here."

      "Where am I supposed to be?" asked Sally.

      "You're not suggesting that she's supposed to go to...the OTHER place?" asked Matt.

      "There's another place?" asked Mimosa. "When did they open that up? I never get the memos! What is that place?"

      "You know," said Matthew, his voice quiet and subdued. "The other place...Hell."

      Sally looked startled. "Matt, you think I'm going to hell?"

      "Now, I didn't say that, Sally. I'm just exploring options."

      "The only bad thing I've ever done in my life was take some of Christine Bartlett's Hershey's Kisses, but that was because she wouldn't share with anyone. And I gave her my Reece's Peanut Butter Cups, which she claimed she liked more! I can't go to hell for that, can I?"

      "There is no other place," said Mimosa, "certainly not hell. There's only this place...and the place you came from."

      "The place I came from? You mean, from Earth?"

      Mimosa shook his head. "Why do people have to be so literal? No, I meant from living. You're not supposed to be dead."

      "How can that be? I was in the car with Matthew. We both went over the cliff. That's how it happened, isn't it, Matt?"

      Matthew shook his head. "It's all a bit hazy for me, Sally. I'll take your word for it. I just assumed we were always going to be together."

      Mimosa entered some more information into the computer, then shut everything down. As he picked up the computer to put it back on the shelf, he said, "This sounds like a family squabble. I can't resolve those. And since only one of you has permission to pass through the Gate, you'll just have to resolve it at a later date."

      "What later date?" demanded Sally. "If Matt's supposed to go through the Gate, where am I supposed to go? When are we supposed to resolve this?"

      Mimosa sat back down at the large, empty table. "I'm sorry I can't help you," he said. "I suggest you take your problem outside. I'm a busy man. I have a lot of clients that I have to process. You're just holding up the line, now."

      Matthew's brow furrowed in anger. "There's no line, you idiot! There's no one outside. We need to get this straightened out, right now, right here."

      "Do you have a complaint?" asked Mimosa.

      "You're darn right I do," growled Matthew. Sally had never seen him so agitated and angry before. And he was doing all this for her!

      "Great," said Mimosa. "Go through the Gate. There's a Complaint Desk just to your right. File your complaint with the person in charge."

      "You get a lot of complaints up here?" asked Matthew.

      "Not here," said Mimosa. "Inside. We get a lot of people who really enjoy complaining. As they say on the inside, 'A little something for everyone,' that's our motto. Or at least one of them."

      "We have to leave?" asked Sally.

      Mimosa smiled, his first real attempt at being friendly. "He has to go through the Gate. You have to go back to your life, And Sally Lynn Pierce O'Brian, you can take one of the fortune cookies from the tray by the door. They're for anyone who has to be sent back."

      As they neared the exit to the large room, Sally and Matthew noticed the little table with a bowl of Chinese fortune cookies. She tentatively took one. "Why do you have fortune cookies here?" she asked, picking a second out of the bowl.

      Mimosa looked off in the distance. "Ah, the Yanlou Corporation wants us to sell them, but I just give them to people who have to go back. Just a little something to remember us by."

      Sally and Matt exited the room. As she expected, once outside, the huge room had become the small, tiny guard booth once again. There was nothing else outside, except now the gate looked quite shiny and lustrous, almost pearly.

      "I told you there wouldn't be a line," said Matthew.

      "Matt, what are we going to do?" asked Sally.

      Matt shrugged. "How about we see what your fortune is?" he laughed.

      Sally sighed, then handed one of the fortune cookies to Matt. "I took one for you, too," she said. She cracked open the fortune cookie, then found a small slip of paper. On one side of the paper were printed the words "Yanlou Corporation." On the other side, was a longer message.

      "There's still something you need to do," she read.

      Matt smiled. "See, darling, you do have a reason to go back."

      "I'm not leaving you," said Sally.

      Matthew nodded. "Okay, let's see if we can sneak you past this gate."

      They went to the Gate. Sally tried to push it open, but the Gate didn't budge. However, when Matt pushed against it, the Gate easily swung inwards. He stepped through it and held out his hand. "Come with me," he said.

      Sally grasped his hand, but when she tried to pass through the Gate, she couldn't. "Something is impeding me," she announced. "No matter how hard I try."

      Matt stepped back outside the Gate. "What are we going to do?" he asked.

      Sally looked in the direction of the fog, then back at Matthew. Tears welled in her eyes. "You must go on, Matt. I will go back. I love you and will never forget you." She released his hand and ran towards the fog.

      4. In Crystal Cove Hospital

      Sally O'Brian slowly opened her eyes. The light was bright, way too bright. She closed her eyes, blocking out the glare.

      She had no idea where she was, though it became clear to her that she was lying on her back. In a bed, perhaps? Yes, definitely a bed.

      The first sensation she had, after the unpleasant brightness of the light, was an odor of antiseptic. It was a familiar smell. She had been in her son-in-law's clinic often enough to recognize the scent of alcohol and disinfectant.

      So, she was in a hospital.

      She cautiously tried to open her eyes once again.

      "Sally, you're awake!" someone said.

      She stared at the speaker, his face slowly coming into focus. She tried to smile. "Matt, good morning. How did I get here?"

      "Oh, good, she's back with us," said another voice.

      Sally looked around her. She counted eleven anxious faces peering down at her, most of their expressions hopeful, some faces displaying worry and concern. "Can you tell us what happened?" asked another individual.

      What a strange group of people to have standing around her bed. They were all ages, mixed races and genders. She only recognized one of them, her husband. Only one of them was dressed in a nurse's outfit.

      Sally was confused. "What? What happened? What are you talking about?"

      The nurse's face broke into an expression of joy. "Doctor, she's awake!"

      Suddenly, nine of the faces disappeared. Thankfully, Matthew remained hovering near her bed.

      Hovering? Sally looked around in confusion. "Where did everybody go?"

      The nurse started checking charts, monitoring equipment, and Sally herself. "Don't worry, Mrs. O'Brian. They are probably in the cafeteria. I'll let them know that you've woken up. The doctor should be here soon." She turned as another individual approached the bed. "Oh, here he is. Dr. Winston, she's awake!"

      Dr. Jack Winston stared down at his mother-in-law with professional concern, softened by unconstrained affection. "Sally, it is so good to have you back. We've all been worried about you."

      "Jack, where am I?"

      "You're in Crystal Cove Memorial Hospital," said Jack. "Do you know what happened to you?"

      Sally tried to remember. Her mind was blank. She recalled walking in a fog. Had there been a fog? She looked around for Matthew. He seemed to have stepped out of the room. "Where did Matthew go?" she asked.

      Jack didn't answer her. "Let's see how you're doing." He held up his hand. "How many fingers am I holding up?"

      Sally glanced at his hand. "Four."

      "Good, good." He checked her eyes, felt her pulse, and probed her shoulders, arms, knees, and feet. "I don't know how to explain it.”

      "Explain what?" asked Sally.

      Jack hesitated. "Do you remember what happened to you, Sally? To you and Matthew?"

      Sally tried to concentrate on his question. "Yes..." she said in a hesitant voice. ”We were looking at a computer. There was something odd about the computer."

      "What was odd about it?"

      "It was old. Matt said he hadn't seen one like it in years. In decades, even." She smiled.

      Jack frowned with a puzzled expression. "Do you remember where you saw this computer?"

      "In the guard shack?"

      Jack looked over at the nurse, who raised her eyebrows. "Do you remember having dinner in San Francisco?"

      Sally laughed. "Matt and I have had dinner in San Francisco many times. When are you talking about?"

      "A dinner with Matt's family. In San Francisco. You and Matt were driving home from San Francisco. Do you remember any of that?"

      Sally stared intently at her son-in-law. "Where is Matt, Jack? I want to see Matt."

      Jack hesitated, then spoke slowly and quietly. "I'm afraid Matthew didn't make it, Sally. He died in the accident."

      "Accident? He died? No, no, no, that can't be true. I just spoke with him. Jack, I just saw him a few moments ago!"

      "You both were in a car crash, Sally. Your car went off the road and crashed onto the beach. It's a miracle you survived. I'm sorry, but Matt didn't make it, Sally. His death was quick, though. He didn't feel anything."

      "A car crash, you say. What about the other car? The truck?"

      Jack shook his head. "I don't know anything about another car, Sally. The Highway Patrol thinks the accident happened around midnight, but your car wasn't found until the next morning. You were unconscious, with some cuts and bruises, but miraculously, no other injuries. You've been in a coma for almost three weeks."

      "I don't remember any of that," said Sally. "Where is Matt? He'll explain what happened."

      Jack lowered his head. "I'm afraid Matt is dead, Sally."

      Sally started crying, quietly. She reached for a tissue, which Jack hurried to give her. "Where are Jennifer and Kiera?" she demanded.

      "I have sent for them," said Jack. "Do you feel up to seeing them?"

      "I need to see them," said Sally.

      Jack motioned towards the door, and Jennifer and Kiera raced into the room. Kiera tried to wrap her four-year old arms around her grandmother, but she had problems reaching her. Sally asked Jack to lift the child onto the bed with her.

      "Are you okay, Gramma?"

      "Yes, Kiera, I am okay, at least now. Now that you're here."

      "Gramma sleeped a long time."

      Sally nodded. "I guess I did. Three weeks you said?"

      Jack put a hand on her shoulder. "Someone was beside you every moment you were sleeping, Sally."

      Sally dried the last of her tears. "I know," she said. "I saw a lot of people, including Matt, standing around the bed when I woke up."

      The nurse whispered to Jack, "Doctor, I was here when she woke up. There was no one else in the room."

      Jack didn't say anything, but took Sally's hand and squeezed it gently. "Your family is here, Sally. You're among friends and people who love you and want you to get better fast."

      "But Matthew isn't here," said Sally.

      Jennifer leaned over her mother, hugging her and trying her best not to cry. "I'm so sorry, Mom. We wanted you to be there, but we had no idea when you'd wake up. We buried Dad two weeks ago."

      Sally wasn't sure how to respond. The few recent memories she had of her and Matt were more like a dream she must have had during her coma. An old, dilapidated gate, a tiny guard shack that opened up into a huge room, a funny old man named...what? Oh, yes, Mimosa. What a strange name for the man at the gate. Wasn't it traditionally Peter who greeted people at the Gate to Heaven?

      It must have been a dream.

      She must have unconsciously known that Matthew was killed in the crash. She could even remember Matt asking her in her dream, had they been killed in a car crash.

      It was funny how the mind worked.

      "I can't believe Matt is dead," she said. "But I guess I did see him go through the Pearly Gates. At least they were pearly when he finally got it opened."

      Jennifer gave Jack a worried look, who simply shook his head, a grim smile on his face.

      "I'm sure he is in heaven," said Jack. "He was a good man."

      Jack went over to a small side table next to the bed and opened a drawer. He took out a small piece of paper. "We heard from Matt's family that you had dinner at Bobo's in San Francisco. I've never eaten there, but as near as I can tell, it has roots in Italian cuisine. So we're unsure where this came from. You were clutching it tightly when they pulled your body out of the crashed vehicle. In fact, it was very difficult to get you to release it, Sally. Do you know what it means?"

      He handed Sally the small piece of paper.

      She glanced at it, already knowing what it was. On one side of the paper were the words "Yanlou Corporation." She turned it over and read the fortune.

      "There's still something you need to do."

      She looked at her daughter, granddaughter, and son-in-law. "Yes, I know what it means," she said. It means that it wasn't all a dream, she thought. She looked up and there was Matthew again, back in the room. Although he looked real to her, she realized the others couldn't see him. She met his gaze and smiled.

      “I know what it means,” she repeated.
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