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  Foreword

Written by The Grim Reaper


A round wooden table seating two fills an otherwise empty room. The table sits beside a frameless window, appearing as a hole in the wall, but I’ll let you in on a little secret. There are no windows. No walls. Only the void of the Afterlife. 
But don’t let that alarm you. The Afterlife is harmless; I assure you. This room is where I hold Crossover Sessions between myself and those arriving to the Afterlife. Those being spirits, of course.
I’m the Grim Reaper, overseer of the Afterlife, and all those who cross over.
Don’t be frightened; I’ve heard all the rumors about me those in the Living World created. I’m not entirely sure why they’ve chosen to pick on me, but I can confidently say those rumors are untrue.
Yes, I wear a long, black cloak. There isn’t much color here.
Yes, my hood covers my face. A soul separated from its living form isn’t so pretty to look at.
Yes, I carry a scythe. I found it somewhere and thought it looked cool.
I’m an ordinary soul trying to help other spirits understand where they are, why they’re here, and what to do next, because there’s more to life after death.
That’s another common rumor that’s simply not true. Death does not mean you stop living. It’s a new chapter. A new journey. You may not be able to do everything you once did in the Living World, but new experiences are waiting for you.
I sit in this room among newly departed souls, helping them understand their previous lives, their current death, and how to live their lives in death.
I’ve gathered my files from some Crossover Sessions to share with you. Why? Because you’re still in the Living World, and I hope these spirits’ stories help you on your own journey. Live your life to the fullest. Take nothing for granted. Enjoy every moment.
Welcome to Apparitions Anonymous. It may not look like much, but I hope to create a comfortable experience for you. So, please, choose a warm beverage, pull up a chair, and let’s begin. 
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  The First Group


A soul entered, his face scanning the empty room with wide eyes. He sat in the chair seated across from me at the round table, head bowed, fingers intertwining with one another—at least, they would if his hands were solid. Instead, his fingers passed through each other. However, there was nothing else for him to look at other than me. 
And he refused to look in my direction.
“Do you drink coffee?” I asked.
He shook his head, still not looking at me.
“Tea?”
Another head shake. This time he waved his hands, watching one pass through the other.
“Hot chocolate?” I asked, making one appear before him.
It wasn’t often a young soul crossed over, but it happened more often than you’d think. This gentleman before me perished at 27 years old, dying from a car accident. It wasn’t his fault, so it seemed he was in the wrong place at the wrong time. At least, that’s what most people told themselves to justify such an accident.
The soul leaned forward, taking a whiff of the hot chocolate. He cupped the mug in his hands, and I noticed his brows furrow. I smiled, knowing he became confused about his hands being able to touch the mug. Our spirits were physical when they needed to be, though I didn’t explain this. I wanted him to come to me with questions.
He didn’t take a sip of the drink, which was alright with me. I hoped he’d find some comfort in the drink’s warmth and sweet scent all the same. 
“Are you feeling better?” I asked gently.
I knew the answer. Of course he wasn’t. Hot chocolate doesn’t fix everything, even though it should.
He finally glanced in my direction. Progress.
We locked eyes for a moment before he tore his gaze away. I knew he saw the abyss under my dark hood and now he shook, his hands fidgeting once more. Now I understood what the issue was.
“You’re in a safe space here. I know it’s intimidating at first, but you’re alright. I’m here to help.”
His head lifted once more, slow. Hesitation filled his open mouth before he finally stammered out some words. “Help?”
There was a hint of surprise in his tone, and I couldn’t help but chuckle. I nodded. “Yes.”
“But aren’t you the…?”
“I am.”
“Then how…?”
Here we go. The rumors about me from the Living World always carried over with the newly departed spirits. Despite my helping them arrive at the Afterlife in the first place, they were still afraid of me, all because of an assumption. All living beings are judgmental. It’s in their nature and very few of them grow out of it overtime. 
“Everything you learned about me when you were alive isn’t true. I don’t know how those rumors started in the first place, but I’m the Grim Reaper, not death. I help souls like you cross over from the Living World to the Spirit World. This room,” I explained, pointing to the emptiness surrounding us, “is where souls come to talk if they’re feeling troubled, don’t know what to do next, or maybe they want to relive happy memories from when they were alive.”
The young man leaned back in his chair, still tightly gripping his mug. He nodded along, though I felt unsure if any of my words sunk in.
He drew in a sharp breath, breathing in the beverage’s scent once more before frowning, his gaze watching the rich chocolate swirl around.
“I’m scared,” was all he said, his voice meek like a child who had a nightmare in the middle of the night.
I cracked an encouraging smile. “It’s okay to be scared. Perfectly normal. Would you like to elaborate on those feelings?”
I knew what he was afraid of. This place. Death. Me. Next steps. But I needed him to say it out loud. He had to admit it. Otherwise, I couldn’t help.
This was the hard part of conducting these sessions. I wasn’t allowed to put thoughts into the spirits’ minds. Whatever they thought, whatever they felt, they had to admit. They needed to arrive to their own conclusions or else they could never truly rest in peace. If it’s my idea, they’ll only do what they think they’re supposed to do, not what’s best for them.
The soul didn’t answer me. Instead, he cast a somber gaze out the window into the nothingness beyond.
“Do you have questions about this place?” I prompted.
Now he looked at me, his expression curious. He stared at my face as though he were suddenly unafraid. “I don’t know where I am. How I got here, who you are, or why I had to die. I don’t even remember… wait,” he paused, holding up an index finger, “there was a car accident, wasn’t there?”
I nodded.
He put his mug down on the table, using his hands to reenact the moment of the accident. “A car came toward me. I tried to brake, but I don’t think I stopped. Nothing stopped. I don’t remember feeling pain. Is that,” he swallowed, “is that how I died?”
I nodded again. 
“So, I’m here because I wasn’t a good person when I was alive?”
Another rumor from the Living World. Some people believed if you were bad, you’d go underground. If you were good, you’d go to the sky. The truth is, everyone went into the ground unless they choose to turn to ash. 
“You’re here because you’re dead,” I stated. “There is no good or bad place, up or down, whatever you learned in the physical world. This place, the Afterlife, is where everyone goes when they become one with their spirit form again. I bring all the souls here to help them cross over peacefully so none wander aimlessly and unaware in the Living World. I helped you find the Afterlife and now I’ll help you find peace and decide what to do next.”
He tilted his head to the side, a brow raised. “What to do next? I’m dead. Surely there isn’t anything I can do now?”
“Just because you’re dead doesn’t mean you stop living,” I replied.
The young man sighed, slouching in his seat. “But I can’t live the way I did before. I was so close to finishing my degree. My life was finally starting over and now my life is over. What could I possibly do here?”
I shrugged nonchalantly. “There are many things you can do here. You can go back to the physical world from time to time to check in on your loved ones.”
“I don’t know. I feel like it’s too soon for that.”
“You can stay here, roam around. See what the Afterlife offers and meet some other souls. Maybe you’ll find some loved ones who have passed on long before you.”
At those words, the young soul looked worried again. Maybe I had said too much, overwhelming him with things he could do.
The large clock that rested above the door frame where the soul entered turned orange, enveloping the room in a warm hue.
The spirit jumped, startled. “What’s that?”
“The Clock. Orange means our time is almost up for the session,” I explained. Although, I felt our conversation was far from over. The gentleman was still unsure, still afraid.
“Has that been here the whole time?” he asked.
“Yes.”
“Clearly, there’s a lot I have to learn about this place.” He stood. “Maybe I will wander the Afterlife and check things out.”
The Clock turned red.
It was abrupt, but I didn’t question it. I stood, too. “Please don’t hesitate to come back if you need to talk.”
All he did was nod and then exit underneath The Clock, his silhouette fading into the distance. As soon as his spirit disappeared, The Clock turned yellow. Another soul waited their turn to enter the Crossover Room.

      ***I allowed the next soul to enter the Crossover Room. Their spirit staggered over to the table, as though they couldn’t remember how their legs worked. They’d soon find it easier to levitate, but it often took time for the apparitions to realize they could do such a thing.
This soul was an elderly woman. She took her time getting to the table and, when she sat down, The Clock turned green. The session had begun. 
“Tea? Coffee?” I offered.
“Tea, please.” Her voice was throaty with age.
I flicked my wrist and a cup of steaming tea appeared in front of her, and myself as well. I could no longer taste it, but having a warm beverage helped with the cozy ambiance. 
The woman cupped her mug with both frail hands, taking a sip. Soon, she’d no longer be able to taste it, though she seemed satisfied as of now.
“So,” she began, placing her mug back onto the table, “where did you bring me?”
“You’re in the Afterlife, or Spirit World,” I explained frankly.
The spirit before me left her physical form behind in a hospital bed. I watched the whole thing, knowing her time neared the end. When her soul detached, we didn’t linger long before heading to the Afterlife together.
When she had died, she immediately came with me, no questions asked. That happened sometimes. The soul is in such shock that they’ll do whatever you ask of them. They don’t question why they can see themselves outside their body. There are no questions about where they’re going or why. They don’t even recognize who I am until we arrive in the Spirit World.
Every soul acts differently immediately after death. In these cases, something deep inside them knows it’s time for them to go.
“It’s not much, is it?” her plain tone broke me out of my thoughts.
I followed her gaze around the empty room. “No, I suppose not. Although, most spirits don’t spend much time here. They go back to the Living World to watch over their loved ones.”
The woman growled into her mug. “Not me,” she said after taking a sip of tea. “I can’t see my family now.”
I frowned. “Why not?”
“I spent my last few months in a hospital room, not being able to advocate for myself. I could barely speak, let alone keep my eyes open. My daughters visited me, talked to me… but I couldn’t return the conversation. I was a limp fish out of water. Embarrassing.” She glared into the mug now as though it were the drink’s fault. I spoke up before she threw it.
I had a spirit do that once. They were so confused and angry; they threw the mug like a baseball toward the wall where The Clock sat. Except there are no walls and nothing here is truly physical. So, when the mug faded into the distance with no satisfying clatter of glass, the spirit had sat back down, more puzzled than before.
“Your family still came to visit you,” I recounted. “They wanted to be with you and wanted you to have the company.”
She snorted. “They shouldn’t have paused their lives to ensure someone came to visit me in the hospital. I was such a burden. A lost cause.”
I hummed to myself, watching her take another sip. “I don’t think that at all,” I said.
She arched a brow over her mug at me.
“If you were a burden, I don’t think any family member would see you. They wouldn’t have made the effort. Otherwise, what could you do about it? Nothing. You couldn’t. I’m sure they were aware you knew they were present, even though you weren’t able to open your eyes.”
“Eh,” she shrugged, brushing aside my words. She put her mug down, straightening her posture. Her demeanor changed as she looked the other way defiantly. “I’m 85. It was my time to go, not theirs.”
“They didn’t go anywhere,” I replied, a bit confused.
She looked at me, and I noticed a glint of amusement in her eyes. “Not physically, no, but they wasted much of their time sitting around that filthy hospital room. It wasn’t fair to them. They should have just let me go.”
She took another quick sip of her tea before putting it on the table once more. It was then I realized she hadn’t really been drinking it at all.
“You can’t pause love,” I said, watching the ripples spread inside her cup. “Whatever state you’re in—mentally, physically, or emotionally—those who love you will always come back.”
I heard the spirit sigh and cast my gaze back to her. She now looked out the window into the void. I brought my tea to my lips, unsure if my words sunk in. Assuming I said too much, I figured I’d let her come to me.
But then she spoke, her words just as dull as our surroundings.
“I wasn’t a good mom, you know. I’d forget appointments. Miss dance recitals. I’d make them walk home when I didn’t feel like picking them up from school… sometimes I lost track of time. Keeping a job was like catching water for me. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t do it.”
“But you did try,” I concluded.
The woman turned to face me, shock on her face. She slouched, leaning back into her chair.
“Did you have grandchildren?”
“Yes.”
“Then your children know it’s not easy being a parent. Juggling schedules, taking care of everybody and forgetting to take care of yourself in the process. Jobs aren’t easy to come by and when you catch one, there’s no guarantee it’ll make you happy. Every day is different. Some are easier than others, but there are always a few steady people in your life you can count on during each of those days, no matter what.”
There was a moment of silence before she looked down into her lap, smirking. She responded quietly, “Why would they be there for me when I was never there for them?”
“You tried,” I repeated. “For some, blood is thicker than water, and that’s all the explanation they need. For others, they knew how important they were to you. They saw you trying. You must have done something right somewhere that stuck with them for all those years.”
The older woman looked up at me, her expression neutral, lifting her shoulders once more confidently. She hummed, then she snickered. “You know, this tea isn’t that great.”
I chuckled. “Now that you’re a spirit, you’ll lose your sense of taste, smell, and touch.”
“That’s odd,” she observed.
I didn’t make the rules, though she wouldn’t miss her sense of taste. Spirits didn’t need to eat, nor did they get hungry.
She traced the rim of her cup with an index finger. Though she looked deep in thought about something else. That’s when I noticed The Clock had turned orange.
“I don’t feel like I earned my children’s love, let alone any forgiveness they gave me during my final days. But I guess what you speak has some truth to it. No one can argue I didn’t try when they were kids. I didn’t have that village everyone talked about for raising kids. I did my best and… well, I guess my best was good enough.” She smiled.
The Clock turned red.

      ***The gentleman spirit sitting across the table from me hummed a tune as he sipped his coffee. I watched him take a sip, peer inside the cup, then sip again. He didn’t pay me any mind. I glanced at The Clock, which was still green. We had been sitting in this room for quite some time, however long that actually was.
Time was an illusion, something man-made from those in the Living World. They created time to dictate how they run their lives while alive. Whatever position the sun and moon were in, whatever numbers on their clocks showed, that’s how they ran their lives.
The Clock in the Afterlife counted how long a session would last. However, it didn’t hold a certain amount of time, but was based on the feelings of the spirit in this room, whether they were close to being at ease and finding their peace. The Clock was faceless, much like everything else in the Afterlife. It didn’t contain numbers or hands, but changed colors instead. The colors illuminated the Crossover Room, but only dimly. Most of the time, I didn’t think the spirits noticed The Clock, despite its large diameter. That was alright though; I knew the purpose of The Clock and what the colors meant. Each session was green for most of the time, before turning orange to let us know the session was close to ending. Red would end the session and yellow meant a soul waited to be let in. I didn’t know why it was a clock to begin with, but I assumed it was because it was familiar to the recently departed souls.
When the man had entered the room, we politely greeted each other before I offered him a beverage. He graciously took coffee, but I couldn’t tell if he enjoyed it or not. He must have been losing his sense of taste, but he still drank it contently. It was hard to tell without him speaking to me, though I didn’t think he ignored me on purpose. Sometimes the spirit needed some time to process things themselves first.
“What brand is this?” he finally asked, curiosity overpowering his tone.
“Oh,” I hesitated, surprised. No one had ever asked me that before. “Uh, mine.”
He nodded, taking another sip before placing his mug down on the table. He leaned back in his chair, crossing one leg over the other. For a new spirit, he was oddly relaxed. “It tastes like,” he smacked his lips, “it tastes like the coffee my first wife used to make.”
“Really?” I replied, unsure if that was a good thing or not.
He laughed. “She was so terrible at it. Either the coffee was watered down, or you’d be chewing coffee grounds.”
Now he roared with laughter, and I snickered as well. I knew why the coffee tasted off, but for now, I’d let him believe I was terrible at making coffee.
“I think my ex-wife did it on purpose sometimes. She’d always drink the coffee just fine. I mean, she seemed to enjoy it more whenever I made it, but she’d drink hers no problem. Often, I wondered if she made it better for herself and tried to ruin my morning, or if she really was that bad at making coffee and drank it out of stubbornness.”
I nodded along, letting him talk. I never know much about a spirit’s previous life. All I knew was

      ***
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