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“So you’re a ghost now?” 

Giovanni frowned as he tried to process the thought. He’d first met Mrs. Harris when she’d come into the Emergency Room with a dislocated elbow, then again when she’d sat up in the morgue after she’d passed. That had been disturbing enough, but trying to figure out what to do with her once she was dead, but still living, had been exhausting. It had been a huge relief when her nephew took her. That had been months ago and far away to the mountains. What was she doing here now in the morgue? He was happy enough to see her again, he’d liked Mrs. Harris, but well, why was she still around, clearly more dead than ever? 

“I know, cool huh?” Mrs. Harris giggled and spun, a pale figure that floated near the ceiling in the yellow light of the morgue. 

Giovanni sighed. He’d ignored the late afternoon sunshine as he headed for his night shift at the morgue, determined to get an early start on his classes for the upcoming fall. He hadn’t had the most productive summer for all sorts of reasons, some of which could be attributed directly to the frail, elderly woman who was presently haunting his office. 

Even Mrs. Harris’ return had been in her usual unsettling fashion. He’d nodded to people he knew as he came to work, even those he only knew by sight, but hadn’t spoken to anyone as he made his way to the elevators that led to the basement. He needed to study. Only one more year of labs and he’d start clinical rotations. He had to be prepared. 

“Shoushou,” a faint voice called. It was high-pitched and breathy, but Giovanni couldn’t tell if it was feminine or just trying to be subtle. It sent a creeping shiver along his spine.

“Shoushou,” the voice called again and the faint sound tickled Giovanni’s memory as well as his ears. He’d heard that name before.

“Shoushou!” the voice shouted, and Giovanni jumped, clutching his book, and missed the seat altogether as he came back down. The desk chair rolled away as he bumped it and landed in a painful heap. 

“Oh shoushou, I didn’t want to frighten you,” Mrs. Harris moaned remorsefully.

Mrs. Harris looked a lot better now than the last time he’d seen her. Then she’s been entering the advanced stage of decomposition and looked as bad as she smelled, bloated and mottled and leaking fluid as her tissues broke down. Now she floated a foot or so below the ceiling, still small and dainty, but not looking nearly as dead as she had then. Giovanni shook his head to clear it. Either way, Mrs. Harris was still dead. What was she doing back in the morgue?

“So, what happened?” Giovanni asked politely, still sprawled on the floor. Even confronted with the dead, he couldn’t shake the social training his nonnas had thumped into him. “I thought you went off to the mountains with your nephew. What are you doing back in Atlanta?”

Giovanni hoped he didn’t sound rude or too obvious, but a ghost in the morgue couldn’t be a good thing. A quick glance around as he pushed up off the floor reassured him they were alone. For a moment, he had to wonder what his life had come to that he’d rather be alone with a ghost than be seen with a ghost.

“Oh shoushou, I had to.” Mrs. Harris didn’t seem concerned about being seen either. “I have to look after Rufus. I promised Jeremy.”

Giovanni nodded, remembering the large slobbery dog that had landed Mrs. Harris in the hospital. On that point anyway, he had good news.

“Oh, he’s okay,” Giovanni reassured Mrs. Harris. “Actually, he’s back to being a person now.” 

Mrs. Harris, twisting slowly in the faint breeze stirred up by the air-conditioning, sat up straight, startled. “What? You broke the curse? How did you manage that?”

“Um, well.” Giovanni didn’t quite know what to tell the old woman because he really didn’t know. “We performed a ritual, you see, and found out who’d cursed him...”

“We?” Mrs. Harris’s interruption was sharp, piercing.

“Um, yeah, Mama Nene and her house, me, and my roommates.”

“Yes, she would be strong enough.” Mrs. Harris’ voice deepened, as she grew thoughtful and the faint outline of her face twisted in response. “That wouldn’t be enough to break the curse though.”

Giovanni sighed. “Yeah well, he accidentally bit me, so now I’m the one cursed.”

“Oh shoushou,” Mrs. Harris sighed in concern, but a loud guffaw interrupted her.

“You? You’re a werewolf?”

Giovanni jumped and spun around, very nearly toppling over as he did so. Arms wheeling, he pulled himself together to glare at the man who’d entered the morgue.

Dressed in fatigues and a khaki t-shirt, the man who stood grinning at him, arms folded across a brawny chest, had early touches of grey in his close-cropped hair, but probably wasn’t much older than Giovanni. Mrs. Harris’s great-nephew Anthony looked better than the last time Giovanni had seen him as well. His face had filled out and wasn’t nearly as ashen as it had been before.

“Tony, don’t laugh.” Mrs. Harris floated over to him and made soothing, patting motions with her hands. Anthony reached up absently and batted her away.

“Who’s laughing? If he’d turned into a weasel or something, that would be funny. But a werewolf? I’m impressed.” 

Giovanni returned Anthony’s grin reluctantly. The former soldier’s joke hit a little too close to home for comfort. “So, um, good to see you.” 

Trying to fake the confidence he hadn’t felt lately, particularly around people he didn’t know well, he blurted out, “What happened to the mountains?” 

Mrs. Harris giggled again. Her white hair floated in pale wisps around her translucent face, but her eyes sparkled as lively as her grin. She floated down to a foot above Giovanni’s desk and leaned forward. “I’m not tethered anymore,” she told him, joyous laughter bubbling up around her words.

“Not tethered?” Giovanni put his book down. Mrs. Harris floated to maintain eye level with him. Her form shimmered for a second as she passed in front of the light and then solidified. Well, her head and shoulders did. The lower half of her body faded away into a sort of mist and then disappeared altogether. 

“Oh, it’s Ti Bon Ange.” Mrs. Harris folded her hands in her non-existent lap as if she were settling in for a comfortable coze. " When you die, the grand angel goes to heaven. The petit angel hangs out in your body for three days or until you’ve finished rotting. In my case, Gros Bon Ange wasn’t released, so I had to hang around my body longer.”

Giovanni knew his mouth hung open, but somehow, tongue lolling seemed the best expression to show his confusion. He’d read up on voodoo after his first encounter with Mrs. Harris, but he was hardly an expert.

Anthony sighed. “In voodoo, Gros Bon Ange is the spirit that animates the body. Now that her body has finally skeletonized, her little spirit, Ti Bon Ange or her essential personality, is free to go wherever it likes.”

Giovanni looked at him blankly. Not five minutes ago, he’d been reading about organ systems and all the potential ways they could go wrong, basic year two curriculum. It was while being revolted by the integumentary system, or what he dubbed the all the things that can go wrong with pimples system, that he first heard the whispering.

“Um, I thought it was your ashe that kept you going,” Giovanni mumbled. He was remembering how disorienting he’d found Mrs. Harris when she first rose and feeling that same stunned nausea all over again. 

“Ashe is the life force in all things. Gros Bon Ange is the body’s life force. I suppose we really should have buried me.” Mrs. Harris’ brow wrinkled thoughtfully. “Well, it doesn’t matter now.”

“Oh good,” Giovanni managed weakly. He reminded himself to breathe. His memory of Mrs. Harris involved a truly hideous stench of unmitigated decomposition. 

“Oh, it gets better.” Anthony’s grin twisted his whole face. He opened his mouth, but before he could speak, a woman’s voice called out from the hall.

“If you say FUBAR once more time, you are going to wish you were back in the Middle East!” 

Startled, Giovanni peered around Anthony as a large woman waddle into the morgue office. No, not a large woman, a very pregnant woman, her swollen abdomen preceding her into the room. He glanced up to her face and was shocked to realize he knew her.

Giovanni had only met Dr. Smith the one time, but since it was when Mrs. Harris died originally, he remembered her vividly. She’d been pleasant and professional, even when Anthony had confronted the hospital about his aunt’s unexplained death. Now Anthony smiled down at her, reaching out to wrap an arm around her. 

“Hi beautiful,” he murmured.

Dr. Smith rolled her eyes, but she also relaxed into Anthony’s large frame. The look she gave Giovanni wasn’t nearly as forgiving. “Things changed. We’re back.”

“Oh, yes, isn’t it wonderful?” Mrs. Harris fluttered down from the ceiling and hovered over Dr. Smith’s distended belly. She reached out, cooing, “My little Tony’s...”

“No!” Two voices shouted in unison as Dr. Smith ducked and Anthony stepped in front of her.

Mrs. Harris floated away, looking hurt and baffled. “But, but...”

“No, Tante.” Anthony kept one hand up while the other pushed Dr. Smith behind him. “We talked about this, remember? You can’t touch Stella. It makes her really uncomfortable.”

Mrs. Harris floated closer, wringing her hands. Her sad protest might have generated more sympathy if it hadn’t come out as an eerie moan. “I only want to help.”

“I know, Tante.” Anthony spread his arms wide, keeping his body between the floating apparition and his pregnant companion. “It’s just you’re kind of cold right now.”

Mrs. Harris floated up towards the ceiling, growing translucent in the fluorescent lighting, her response a faint unintelligible chittering.

“She means well.” Anthony’s shoulders relaxed, but his expression remained worried. “She just keeps trying to touch the baby.”
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