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WELCOME TO THE WORLD of John Earl Stark. A wonder-filled world. Seriously.

It was another gloomy night and there I was, out on the pasture with dungarees stuffed into mudboots, arms and chest inside my chore jacket, and head covered by ball cap. Somewhere there had been a calf bawling and wouldn’t shut up enough to let me sleep. The tall grass and brush was making my walk tough. A stumble now and then. At least my feet were staying dry and warm. But the odd tree branch would catch my hat or whip my face from out of the dark. 

I didn’t like tending cattle in the dark, but I’d forgotten any flashlight. My cedar staff in one of my leather-gloved hands was helping me find my way. The other was out in front to find those tree branches.

A thick root caught my boot, and my staff only helped slow my fall instead of keeping any balance. 

Landing with my other hand out, and rolling to my shoulder kept my face out of the muddy ground. Knees were soaked through from cold mud instantly. And I was on my back where my long chore coat at least was keeping my butt and shoulders dry - for now.

So I rolled back over to knees and hands, using the staff to get myself back upright. 

And saw the ghost.

Typical lightish form, almost like thick smoke that was holding together somehow. 

“OK - who are you and what do you want?” I asked.

And a typical moan came back to me. This one wasn’t going to cooperate.

So I spoke again, “Look, you can talk. Use your English.”

“Well, you don’t have to be snippy.” was the reply.

“You saw me in the mud and you know it’s cold and wet out here. The only reason I’m out here and not in my warm, dry bed is because of some over-vocal calf. You didn’t have something to do with it?” 

A short of shrug seemed to take place in that form. Slowly it morphed into something that looked like a body.

“Oh, sorry. Yes, that was me. Hope I didn’t cause it too much upset.” Another shrug. ”But I was told you could help me.”

“Me, help you? How about coming during the day time? Maybe in dry weather?” I snipped back.

“Again, my apologies. There just isn’t much time.” Now the face and body of the ghost showed. A younger girl, wearing a flowered sun-dress.

“OK, back up. Tell me your name and we’ll see.” 

“I’m Amanda, or was. And I have to figure something out before they come and get me.” A tremble in her voice told her fear of whoever they were.

“Amanda, relax a bit. Focus on what you have to figure out. What can you tell me about it?”

“I don’t know if he loves me...” Her hands went up to her face and she started sobbing.

Not knowing how to console a ghost physically, I was forced to use my wits.

“Amanda. Listen to me. Focus on my voice. You’re here in the woods near a cow pasture. I’m here with you.” She quit sobbing and wiped the tears from her face, and sniffed.

“That’s a good girl. Now, you love someone and want to figure out if he still loves you, right?”

She nodded, her hands clasped in front of her chin, fingers interlocked.

“What’s the last thing you remember?”

“We were walking. I’d been writing in my diary and he surprised me. So we were walking back to the village. We stopped on a bridge over a creek. He got curious about the diary and tried to grab it from me. He finally got it and when I tried to get it back, I lost my balance and fell off the bridge.” She then started sobbing again, head in hands.

“Amanda. Look at me. There you go. Now, what can you recall after that?” 

“I was looking down at my body in the creek and he had run down the bank to get it out of there, and then pulled it over to the bank and tried to push the water out of its lungs. But then he saw the blood on the back of my head and backed away. At that point he scrambled back up the bank and started running down the road away from me and the bridge. The last thing I remember is the diary laying open on the bridge by itself. I tried to pick it up and and couldn’t.” She was looking at me directly now, her grief was through, even though her teary eyes remained.

“So, he was trying to save your life, even though he put himself at risk to get you?”

Amanda nodded. 

“Meaning that you meant quite a lot to him.” 

She nodded again.

“And his running away was probably to get some help for you?”

She nodded and smiled.

“Does that answer your question?” I asked.

Amanda smiled. “Well, yes. I guess it does. Thanks.”

She looked off into the distance and a light brightened her face, coming from somewhere. She turned back and smiled at me again. “Thanks. Thanks a lot.”

Then she stepped toward whatever light she was looking at. And vanished.

Then I woke up in my bed, completely dry. I sat up. Jacket was dry, hanging on the wall with my dungarees. Mud boots below them were also dry, no mud anywhere.
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