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            Becoming: A Ghost’s Life

          

        

      

    

    
      Lucas Maxwell wasn’t sure how long he’d been a ghost. Becoming a ghost was sorta like coming out of anesthesia after surgery.

      You wake up. You’re confused for a few seconds, expecting to understand where you are—like waking up in a strange motel room.

      The problem with understanding is you’re either in a coffin or in a cemetery. In Lucas’ case, he was standing in a cemetery right on his in-ground slab with his name written on it.

      There wasn’t a way to keep track of time. So was he in some kind of limbo for years or had only a short amount of time passed? He didn’t know.

      At first, after he realized he was a ghost, he’d just sit beside his stone plaque on the ground and looked at the trees, the sky, and the animals.

      There were wild blackberries all over the cemetery. So birds, squirrels, raccoons, and even sometimes bobcats wandered through. He wasn’t sure if bobcats ate berries, but they might.

      The cemetery was so quiet that even the smallest disturbance was a distraction.

      He figured out he was dead when he discovered the plaque and read it.

      Lucas Maxwell, beloved partner,

      the most decent man

      on the face of the earth.

      He knew Candy wrote those words for him. She used to always say, “You’re the most decent man on the face of the earth,” and when she was angry, she’d say, “Just like a vampire, you’re sucking the life out of me.”

      When Lucas asked her to marry him, she flat out said, “No, are you trying to suck the life out of me.” From that point onward he decided to never speak of marriage again. She definitely equated marriage with death.

      He’d always laughed her drama off. She was a drag queen, and she loved drama. That was one of the things that made him fall in love with her. She dressed in wild colors. He thought of her dancing through life wearing primary colors and lifting her arms to the sky.

      One spring day in the cemetery, when the grass was like velvet and dandelions dotted the lawn, he sat down on the dew soaked grass. He didn’t know for sure, but he guessed the air was chilly. He watched the cloud slowly slink by and tried to figure out what happened to him.

      He couldn’t remember anything about his death.

      That day, his friend, Jeff from work, and Jeff’s wife came walking by him. They both wore jackets proving his theory about the weather correct. They didn’t notice him. More likely than not noticing, they couldn’t see him.

      They were one of those couples who looked like each other. They were tall, lanky, with brown hair and blue eyes. Other than physical appearance, they were nothing alike.

      She chatted all the time, and Jeff rarely spoke in complete sentences, he often nodded or spoke with a series of one syllable words like “Yeah,” or “Sure,” or “Right,” or “Maybe.”

      They stopped and looked right at him, not seeing him.

      “Poor Sam,” Jeff said, “a decent guy.”

      “Well it’s a sad, sad, story. Poor, poor man. His crazy boyfriend poisoned him and is rotting away in prison. That’s where he belongs, that's what I said. What’s that popular saying?”

      “Don’t know,” Jeff said.

      “Oh, yeah, fuck around and find out.”

      “That doesn’t apply here. Someone killed him,” Jeff said.

      Lucas almost teared up. Jeff sounded outraged, defending him, and sad about his death.

      “It applies. His partner killed him.”

      “But I can tell you for sure that Candy didn’t poison him. They loved each other.”

      Sam was pretty sure Jeff’s wife didn’t catch the frown he gave her when she was badmouthing Candy, cause she just kept on talking and talking.

      Their words finally sank deep down into Lucas’ heart. He bolted up off the grass.

      “Jeff! Jeff!”

      No matter how loud he shouted, Jeff didn’t hear or see him. He jumped down in front of them, shouted, and waved his arms.

      He did everything he could to get them to see him.

      That day being a ghost tuned from, “Oaky, I’m dead. I can deal with this” to “Help! Help! Candy didn’t kill me.”

      He didn’t remember what happened but he knew, without knowing how he knew, that Candy did not kill him.

      After that day, all he could think about was Candy.
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