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CHAPTER I

The Fog
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“Friend of yours?”

George looked at the girl who had spoken, as if surprised to see her there, sitting at the table with him.  Lost in a reverie, running in his head through the events that had brought him here, to this small café, he’d been sitting there for a long time now, looking through the window into the thick fog, and trying to force his eyes to see the entrance to the place that once had been his home.

Many years had passed since his father, a man of comfortable means, had moved his commercial interests to the United States of America, taking with him his wife and his adolescent son.

He could certainly not complain.  At forty-five lived a comfortable life and provided handsomely for his little family–his beloved wife Jane, and Sharon, the teenage girl they both adored–with a small business that practically ran itself.  He would have lived a uniformly peaceful life, but for the dream.

The dream–or rather, the nightmare–had begun many years ago.  It was a short one, but no less frightening for that.  In the dream, he stooped on his knees in the bathroom of his home, helping someone whose face he could not see, to fill the void beneath the bathtub with sand.  The rest of the space, he knew, was taken up by the body of a woman, whom he was helping to bury.  Although he never saw the woman clearly in the dream, he knew with absolute certainty that she was there.  The exasperating part of it was that he always woke up, often in a sweat, knowing that the meaning of the dream was about to become clear to him, in a manner that would make it look perfectly rational.

He’d had many other nightmares over the years, some of them recurring at various frequencies.  However, this particular one carried a special quality of reality that he did not sense in all other dreams, and that had remained unblemished for decades.  At last, he had come to the realization that there was no way to exorcise the spell, other than to go back to his old neighborhood.  But now that he was here, he didn’t know what to do.

The girl seated at the little round table near the window had attracted his attention.  She was looking around with uninterested, yet deep black eyes.  She was small and young–maybe twenty-two or twenty-three years old–with chestnut hair fastened into a wavy pigtail, and an evening dress unsuitable for the cold evening weather of the early fall.  He had been looking at her for a while, almost hypnotized by her elegant figure.  He didn’t think that she had noticed him.  But he could not take his eyes off her; how fragile she seemed.  He wondered what she was doing there all alone.

Time passed without her giving any sign of leaving.  It looked as if whomever it was that she was waiting for, had stood her up.  Quite a jerk, he must be, letting such a nice girl wait.

He hadn’t had a real conversation with anybody for too long now, and had started to feel lonesome.  He resolved to approach her and, having built up the courage to do so, got up and walked slowly to her table.

“May I join you, Signorina?” he asked.

She looked up briefly, barely taking the time to size him.  “Please do,” she answered, looking back at the tablecloth again, without any display of interest, or show of surprise.

He sat down and hesitated for a few moments before speaking. “I saw you looking out of the window at that building,” he started out apologetically, “and I wondered–I lived there as a child.”

“You did?” she asked, without managing to show surprise, or an interest.  “You sound like a foreigner, though.”

“I have been abroad for over thirty years now.  I guess that makes me sound a little funny.   Tell me, if it is not too rude of me to ask, what are you doing out here at night?  This is not a place for a nice girl like you, and may be dangerous too.  It used to be crowded and busy here, when I was young, but now–”

For a moment the room seemed transformed, as he recalled the way it had been.  There, behind that bench, stood the pizza man, turning small dough balls into flat pizza bases.  He had always admired the way the Pizzaiolo, as they used to call him, performed his magic by turning the dough in the air between the palms of his hands, until the small ball became a flat, thin plate.  And for a moment he had a vision of the oven just behind him, now gone, from which the Pizzaiolo withdrew gorgeous pizzas dripping with mozzarella cheese; the scene came alive in his mind for a moment, only to vanish immediately again.

The laughter of the once light-hearted couples that filled the room and turned it into a warm sanctuary, faded away quickly as they had arisen in his head, leaving them again in the cold atmosphere that the street window cast upon their table.

“I am sorry,” he said, “I let my mind wander.  You were saying?”

“I was asking if he is a friend of yours,” she said, looking at the window beside them.

George turned to his right, following her amused gaze, and gaped at the window in astonishment.  A man was standing outside, a few inches from him, his face pressed to the window.  He looked familiar.

“He–he looks like my Uncle Henry,” George said slowly.  “But, of course, he can’t be him.  Uncle Henry died many years ago.”

“A relative, perhaps?” said the girl.

“No, no.  He had no relatives other than my mother,” he said in a murmur, brushing the notion aside.  The man was standing, motionless, staring at George, with his right hand above his eyes, apparently in an attempt to shade whatever little light came from the inside.  George was staring back, unable to decide how to react.

“But what does he want?  Why is he staring at me like this?”

The man now stepped back from the glass window, smiling, waved a hand at George in a saluting motion, turned around, and quickly disappeared into the fog.  George was rattled.  He had been very fond of his Uncle Henry, who had died shortly before they left the country, and facing what seemed to be his twin brother, suddenly like this, brought back forgotten and painful memories.

“I’m glad he’s gone,” George said quietly, almost to himself.

He turned back to the girl, making an effort to act his composed self again.

“I apologize for my behavior.  You will think me rude.  I have been sitting here without introducing myself.  My name is George, and you are?”

“I’m Clara, and I didn’t think you rude.  A little strange, perhaps,” she said, smiling reassuringly, “but clearly not rude.”

“I’m glad,” he said, smiling back.  “So, what are you doing here all alone, at this time of night?”

“Well, this is my zone.”

“I’m not sure that I understand,” he said, “what do you mean by ‘my zone’?”

A light of amusement passed through her eyes–she had beautiful, lively eyes.  His own gaze was riveted to her graceful round face, and he could not bring himself to look away.  I am only having an innocent conversation to while away the time a bit.  Nothing to be ashamed of, he reassured himself.

“I mean that this is where I meet my clients,” she said, still amused, “old and new.  Here is where I sit, always.  Men can come to me, just as you did, and become acquainted.  Then, if it so pleases me, we become friends.”  She evidently saw no light of comprehension in his eyes and added, quite simply, “I am a prostitute.  This is where I pick up men.  Then we go elsewhere and, if the price is right, I spend the night with them.”

George got up quickly, almost instinctively.

“Sit down!” she ordered him, as he hurriedly started to move away from her.  “I didn’t plan for you to be a client.  And I didn’t think you were planning it either.”

“I–I apologize for my reaction,” he said, sitting down again.  “I didn’t mean to be rude.  It’s just that I never–I didn’t–” 

“I understand.  You never met a puttana.  Well, look, I don’t bite.  I’m clean and I’m kind,” she said, counting with her fingers.  “I believe you may find me to be a suitable partner for conversation.”  The irony in her voice was stinging, particularly since the amused look would not leave her eyes.

“Can we start this all over again, please?” he asked, mortified.  Then, encouraged by her silence he continued, “Tell me about yourself.”

“There isn’t much to tell.  And I am not in the mood,” she said curtly.  “You tell me about yourself.”

“Oh, I’m a very boring person.  I own a small business back in the USA, which is doing quite well on its own, and this is how I can afford to get away.  I’ve come back to revisit my childhood neighborhood.  You know, I was born just a few kilometers from here, and I lived in the house in front, on the fifth floor, until I left.”

“Family?”

“I’m married with one daughter–Sharon.  She is seventeen now, and beautiful.”

“I noticed the wedding band.  Are you happily married?”

“Yes, I am.”

“Do you think she is missing you now?”

What a strange question, he thought.  “I would be surprised if Jane didn’t miss me,” he said.  “We’ve never been apart for long before.  Why shouldn’t she?”

“Oh, I thought maybe–”

“What?”

“Nothing.  Forget it.  So why are you here?”

He suppressed an urge to tell her about his dream and the real reason why he was here.  After all, she was a total stranger who should be justified in thinking him mad to undertake such a trip on account of a nightmare.

“I have come to revisit the streets of my youth, you could say,” he said guardedly.

“And how do you find it?”

“The neighborhood, you mean?” She nodded slightly (she had a way of cocking her head to one side that invoked intimacy), and he continued, “Well, I don’t know.  It’s kind of strange.  On the one hand, I know every stone around here, and very little has changed since those days; but on the other, I don’t seem to recognize anybody.

“I walked near my old school one morning, and I found my name scratched on the fence, just where I used to stand waiting for the gates to open in the morning, when I was seven or eight years old.  Nobody has bothered to paint or plaster it.  I saw the names of many other boys from those days, written around the neighborhood.  I think I recall the faces of some of them, but then, my memory could be playing tricks on me.  I’ve been walking around, trying to match those childish faces to people around here, as they are now.  I think I may have spotted one or two of my old classmates, but I wasn’t sure enough to walk up to them and introduce myself.  And then even if I did, what would I say next?”

He didn’t tell her of his one attempt to do so.  It was while he stood at the entrance of a department store he used to visit as a child, debating whether to go inside and see how it had changed, that he had spotted someone he knew well from his school days, coming out of the shop.

“Hi, old boy!” he had called to him, putting out a hand for him to shake, but his old friend had gone straight ahead, as if not seeing him, and would have trampled over him, had he not moved aside quickly enough.  It had made him feel pretty silly.

“So what are your plans?” she asked.

“To tell you the truth,” he said, “I’m not sure what I want to do next.”

“It seems to me that you are making a very poor job of your visit,” she said, looking at him with mocking eyes.  “Didn’t you make any plans at all before you came here?”

“Actually, I acted on an impulse.  It felt right that I should visit here, and so I came, without planning ahead.”  The truth of this fact had only just dawned on him.  He actually had no plan at all, except for the very general idea of getting to the roots of his nightmare.

“For one thing, I just feel like walking around to make my peace with the streets of my childhood.”  He had never before thought of his drive to return to his birthplace in those terms.  He now felt as if he owed these streets an apology–for leaving them so suddenly, for not having said goodbye in a proper way, and perhaps for not having given a thought to them for so long.

“Then why are you wasting your time sitting here, staring at this old building?” she asked.  “Shouldn’t you be out there instead?”

“You know, I wish I could visit my old apartment.  I would like to stay for a while and let my mind go back to when I was a child.  But I don’t think that its present occupants would agree.”

“I’ll tell you what I’ll do for you,” she said.  “I’ll take you around to see the streets and what’s in them.  I can show you things.  I know my way around here.”

Her hand was in his, and she was on her feet.  He didn’t know why, but he knew he could trust her.

“Thank you.  I’d like that,” he said, gratefully.  “I do feel a little lost.”

“Okay.  Now, just hold my hand and don’t let go.  I don’t want to lose you in the fog.”

He left with her through the main door, and they were outside, blending in the milky white mist.  Suddenly he realized that he had not paid his bill.  Then, he recalled, he had not ordered anything, and neither had she.  Moreover, the waitress had not asked for their orders either.

.    .
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CHAPTER II

About Town
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They were walking side by side, without touching.  The fog had lifted a little now, and it was easier to see the silhouettes of the buildings around them.  The street they were walking in was wide and punctuated with chestnut trees, and their broad yellow leaves piled on the ground, creating a natural carpet.

A telephone booth stood at the corner of a street, and he suddenly felt the urge to call home.

“Would you mind if I took a few minutes to make a phone call?” he asked.

“Not at all.  Go ahead.  I’ll sit over there,” she said, pointing at a wooden bench between two nearby trees.

“I’ll be quick,” he promised.  He got into the booth, closed the door, and prepared to dial a familiar number.

The receiver was stuck.  George cursed it silently and tried with all his strength to lift it, but something was holding it in its cradle.  The lighting in the booth was bad and he tried in vain to discover what the problem might be.  With a final effort he managed to rotate the microphone a little toward him and apparently also to dislodge the receiver from its place in the cradle, slightly but enough to obtain a dial tone.  He would have to put his face next to the receiver–a ridiculous position to assume for a telephone conversation–but the alternative was to look for another booth and he was already anxious to speak with his family; and Clara might become tired of waiting.

He dialed quickly and after a few seconds someone picked up the phone at his home.  His daughter’s voice, coming from the other end of the line, was a delight to him, as always.

“Hello, honey!  How are you doing?”

He was relieved that, at last, he had been able to communicate.  His previous experience had been very frustrating.  Every time he had to wait for the dial tone, after which he would only obtain a frustrating series of clicks, rings and echoes, which always announced the forthcoming death of the line.  But this time, he seemed to have gotten lucky.  He had heard the friendly ring of his home telephone within seconds.  At last, he thought, the phone is working properly.

“Do you hear me?” his daughter was shouting.

The telephone lines have never been so bad, he thought.  “I have a bad connection,” he shouted.  “I’ll speak slowly.”

“Are you listening to me, you creep?” she was shouting.  “This is the last time that you call me today and make noises at me over the telephone.  I am having all calls traced by the police.  You hear me?” Her voice was almost hysterical, and she finally hung up.

He stood in the booth, feeling helpless.  He was anxious to call her back and reassure her that it was only a bad connection, and not a sex maniac calling her.  He dialed the number again, and this time he heard the immediate click of the answering machine.  She appeared to have had enough of creeps for the day.

“Hi!  Mom and I are out, but you can leave a message at the beep,” said his daughter’s recorded voice.  “And don’t forget to leave your name and a number so that we can call you back.”

He realized with a twinge of pain that the message had been changed since he’d left for his trip, and hung-up.  He didn’t like his family doing things without him, particularly if the things they did excluded him.  It had happened to him every now and then, and it was only natural that this should be so in a house with two women who had in common things they were unable to share with him.  Nevertheless, he thought, they shouldn’t have changed the message so soon.  There was no point in trying to call her again now, anyway.  She was certainly going to leave the machine on until she felt the “creep” was frustrated enough to give up.

He lifted his head, sensing that he was not alone.  Outside the booth stood the man from the café, his eyes level with his, gazing intently into George’s face.  George started, then shivered.  At close distance, this man looked very much like Uncle Henry, as he remembered him from his childhood days.  The man’s behavior, however, was inexcusable.  Whatever the reason for this persecution, George was not going to stand for it.  He opened the door of the booth and stepped out, ready to confront the stranger.  He was gone.  Could it be that he had dreamed him up?  He was overexcited, but still the man had looked real to him.

“Clara,” he called urgently.

“I’m here,” she said, walking quickly toward him.  “Have you finished?”

Did you see that man?”

“What man?”

“The one who stared at me through the café window.  He was here again.  Have you seen him?”

“No.  I’ve seen no one.  I don’t think there was anybody around here,” she looked at him and continued, you’re obviously nervous.  I hope it’s not because of me.  Come on, let’s keep walking.  It’ll be good for you.”

They continued along the boulevard that ended in a meadow–a small park, he assumed, since this area of the city had never been very lavish in green areas.  A large monument stood on the grass, commemorating an unidentified general on his war-horse.  Water poured from the horse’s mouth into a basin, next to which a marble inscription listed names and dates, those of long-forgotten heroes who had given their lives for their country.

They sat on a nearby bench for a long minute, watching the flowing water, almost hypnotized by the sound it made hitting the wet stone.

“Listen,” she said suddenly.  “Can you hear the wind playing among the treetops?  They tell me that there is no other place in the world where you can hear such a distinctive sound.”

He listened for a while.  “It sounds like any other place to me,” he said.

“I haven’t heard the wind singing in the trees anywhere else, so I can’t compare,” she said.  “Still, it always reminds me of a story they used to tell me as a child, about the origin of this sound.

“The way the story goes, God appears in a dream to a poor man who lives here, and tells him, ‘I am ordering you to get up and head north, until you come to the mountains.  There you will pick a flower that you will recognize by its smell, and will bring it back here.  Once you plant it in your garden, you will become the wealthiest man in town.’

“And he tells God, ‘God Almighty, I would like nothing better than do what Thou hast ordered, but how am I to know that I have reached the mountains, when I am blind and cannot see them?’

‘You will know that you have reached the mountains,’ said God, ‘when your strength will not suffice to keep you going on the steep path.  Then you will find yourself in a bed of flowers where you will pick the one, which has the strongest scent.’

‘But, My Lord, how will I know that I got back here, and that I am not in some other city, when I am mute and cannot speak to ask my way? ‘

‘Listen to this sound, ‘ said The Lord.  ‘This is the sound of the wind in the treetops of your city.  There is no other sound like it in the entire world, and there will never be.  And when you hear this sound again, you will know that you have returned to this city, and you will plant the flower in this city and will live happily thereafter.’

“And this, according to the old legend, is how this sound was created.”

“And how did the story end?” he asked.  “Did the old man become wealthy?”

“Well, no.  He found the mountains all right, but then he fell off a cliff and got killed.  So probably, it was not God in his dream, after all.  Still, the city got its distinctive sound.”

They sat quietly for a while, brooding on the tale and its significance.  No matter how hard he tried, he could not work out how it was meant to enrich and educate you, except perhaps that it taught you to trust nobody.  Or perhaps it meant that you should double-check who you are talking to, and never take anybody’s identity at face value.  Still, it was a good story, he thought.

Another sound reached him now.  Someone was sobbing.  He walked quickly to the other side of the monument. A child was sitting on the ground, weeping.  He was perhaps ten years old, and was alone.  “Get up, my boy,” said George, “and tell me what’s the matter.”

“Sir, oh sir,” said the boy in a whimper.  “I can’t find my parents, and I’m lost.  I don’t know what to do.”

“What happened?” he asked.  “When did you last see your parents?”

“We were driving in our car...we were going to visit my grandma, and suddenly there was a crash.”  The child was still crying while talking, but the presence of a benevolent grown-up seemed to be reassuring him.  “I think that a bus hit the side of our car, but I don’t remember much.  I woke up here and I don’t know where I am.  I don’t know my way home.  Where is my Nanny?  Have you seen my Nanny?” he asked, weeping again.

Clara had caught up with them now, and touched his arm.  “Let me talk to him,” she said, “I have a way with children, and I know what to do to calm him down.”

She turned to the child, took his hand in hers, and moved aside, whispering apparently soothing words in his ears, because after a few seconds they were absorbed in lively conversation.  He could not hear what they were saying, but it was apparent that she was saying the right things.  The child was asking questions and seemed to like the answers; he even thought at one point that the poor child was smiling.

He walked the short distance to them, and addressed her, “We must take care of this child, and help him find his parents.  Let’s go!”

“No,” she said.  “Look–”

He turned around, following her gaze, to see an old lady walking on the grass toward them.  She wore a cloak and a hat so old-fashioned that he had only seen similar ones in movies.  She was thin and her face was hawk-like, and yet she emanated strength and purposefulness.  She stood beside them and put a hand on the child’s shoulder.

“I will take this from here.  Thank you,” she said, looking at nobody in particular.

“But, what?  And who?” he started to argue, but his eyes then fell on the child.  He was clearly happy and secure now.  He realized then that this must be the nanny.

“Well, miss,” he said.  “I think that you should report what happened here to the authorities.  I’m only a tourist myself, but am sure that they would want to know that a child has been terrorized here–even if it means an inquiry into how he happened to be left alone for such a long time.”  He looked for approval on the nanny’s stern face, but his gaze only met the same inexpressive look.

“No doubt the whole matter has been dealt with, and should be construed as having been considered with the utmost attention and care, and due steps having been taken such that it can be properly concluded,” she said, almost without moving her lips, and turned around, without another word, walking away from them.

“What did she say?” he asked, talking more to himself than to the others.

The child waved his hand in farewell and he and the nanny walked together on the grass, away from them, until they disappeared in the fog.

“All’s well that ends well,” said he.

“Yes,” she agreed; “he is happy now, and in peace.  He deserves it, being so young.”

“Let’s walk back now,” he said.  There was nothing more to keep them there.  They walked in silence, enjoying the music played by the wind in the treetops, and the feeling of the yellow carpet of leaves.  He had never had much time for strolling around, during the last few years.  Most of his time had been devoted to his work.  Having a lot of free time on his hands was a new experience to him.  He promised himself to learn to enjoy it.

.    .
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CHAPTER III

Discovery
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George was standing by the window, looking out, when he sensed Clara’s presence behind him.  He had been longing to see her from the moment that they had parted company, after walking back from the meadow, and he had realized, too late, that he had forgotten to ask her where she lived.  He had been afraid that he might not see her again, and was relieved now to see her graceful figure walking quickly toward him.

“Gosh, am I glad to see you!” he said.  “There are a thousand things that I need to ask you.”

“Like what?” she asked, standing in front of him and eyeing him seriously.

“Well, there are these strange things that have been happening to me since I got here.  At first, I thought that I was misinterpreting them on account of my being practically a stranger around here; but then I started to think about different incidents, and I don’t know what to make of them.  I’m sorry to bother you with this, but you are the only person I know in this city.  I hope you won’t think me a nut, or something.”

“I promise I won’t,” she said softly.  “Go ahead, tell me.”

“Well, for one, I don’t seem to be able to call home.  I have tried calling my wife and my daughter several times, but I can’t get through to them–or to anybody else, for that matter.  I have tried talking to the operator, but that didn’t get me anywhere either.  If this were a communist country, I would be ready to swear that the secret police is blocking my calls.  Being as it is, I don’t know.  But there must be a conspiracy going on here.  All this can’t be a coincidence.”

“And what else?” she prompted him.

“Well.”  He hesitated, “I don’t know if I should be telling you this–you’ll think that I am stark raving mad–but I think that people I know from back then, have been instructed not to talk to me.  I have run into a number of people I recognized, but when I approached them they invariably just looked through me, as if I didn’t exist, and went on without answering me.  One case could be someone really not recognizing me, but after the third and the fourth time, I am pretty sure that there must be a guiding hand behind all this.  I don’t know what the purpose is, and who’s going to the trouble of staging all this for my benefit, but I can’t ignore the facts.  And it’s getting pretty scary, you know.”

“And this hasn’t suggested anything to you?” she asked.

“That’s what I’m telling you.  I don’t know what to make of it.  Do you?”

“We must talk,” she said curtly, steering him toward a bench in a quiet corner of the room.  “Come, sit beside me.”

He looked at her, surprised by the somber tone of her voice and the sadness in her eyes.  She took a long breath and continued, almost in a murmur, “God, I wish I weren’t the one to tell you.”

“Tell me what?  What are you talking about?”

“What’s today’s date?”

“Well, it’s–uh–I haven’t checked today.  I’ve sort of lost track of time since I got here.”

“Then tell me the name of the hotel where you are staying.”

He couldn’t see what all this had to do with what he was asking, but was willing to humor her, for a while at least, and answer her questions.

“I’m staying–” he started, “I can’t remember right now the name of the hotel, but I have it on the tip of my tongue; it’ll come back to me in a minute.”

“Yeah?  Give me a list of things that you did since getting up this morning, then.  Did you shave?  Did you have breakfast?”

She was hammering questions at him, at a pace with which he was unable to cope.  His head was spinning from all the queries.  He tried to focus and answer at least one of them, but he wasn’t able to visualize the answer.  She put a hand on his arm and lowered her voice.  Her hand was shaking, and he thought that she was crying, but she had turned her head away from him, and he couldn’t be sure.

“Do you remember any of it?  Do you?” she asked, almost shouting.  “No you don’t!” she answered without waiting for his reply, “because you didn’t get up this morning.”

He looked at her, alarmed by her emotional behavior.  She was definitely crying now, but she soon took hold of herself and started talking in a low undertone that was barely audible.

“When you approached me that night,” she said without looking at him, “you looked so much like your father that I knew you immediately.”

“But you can’t know my father.  He’s been dead for years now, and you hadn’t been born when we left the country.”

“Please, let me tell this in my own way,” she almost begged.  “This isn’t going to be easy for either of us.  This is not the first time that we’ve met.  Do you remember a time when your mother went away for a few weeks, to sit at your grandmother’s bedside?  You were left alone with your father.  Remember?”

He nodded almost imperceptibly.  He remembered such a time, but how could she know, he wondered.

“And do you remember a young friend of your father’s who would sometimes come and sit beside you, and hold your hand until you fell asleep?”

“How do you know all this?”  He had forgotten all about it until now, but she was right.  There had been such a young girl and, although he could remember almost nothing about her, he did remember that she had been kind to him when he was afraid to go to sleep all alone.  “I never told anybody.  My father said that this was to be our little secret, because it was part of a big surprise that he was preparing for Mommy’s return, and I was never to tell anybody, otherwise the surprise would be spoiled.  And I never did.  I am quite sure of it.”

“I know it, because I was that girl,” she said simply, looking straight in his eyes.

“You must be kidding!” he half laughed, half shouted.” I’m much older than you.  This is impossible.”

She took his hand and spoke in a whisper, “Don’t you understand, yet?  Can’t you see what’s happening to you?” His expression showed no comprehension, so she went on, quietly, almost whispering.

“Sometimes, when people die, they don’t let go of their previous life.  They cling to it, for many different reasons.  Some are in denial, and refuse to admit their fate.  Others have unfinished business that they must complete before crossing that meadow.”

He was shaking his head now, as if to shake away the first drops of understanding, and she went on.

“It’s not a happy situation for those of us who cannot cross the meadow yet.  We don’t belong here.  We are intruders, but the living ones usually can’t see us.  Sometimes they can sense us, and we can manifest ourselves to them, particularly to our loved ones.  However, we can never have any real contact with them, and seeing them may be very painful.  Some of us are malicious, and spend their time trying to harass the living ones–just as they did when they were alive.  But mostly, we are very, very sad, and wish we could reach the point where we can let go of this world.”
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