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"The intuitive mind is a sacred gift and the rational mind is a faithful servant. We have created a society that honors the servant and has forgotten the gift. We will not solve the problems of the world from the same level of thinking we were at when we created them. More than anything else, this new century demands new thinking; we must change our materially based analyses of the world around us to include broader, more multidimensional perspectives.” 

― Albert Einstein

​​Chapter 1

––––––––

[image: ]


Becky Tibbs has decided to take a vacation.

For the first time in six years.

For the first time since she became a medium with the vocation of helping ghosts with their unfinished business, whatever it might be.

And, for the first time since taking over the ownership of her late parents' antique store in the River Arts District.

Becky Tibbs is closing the store and taking a much-needed and well-deserved break that has nothing to do with ghosts and everything to do with being in love. 

At Patrick's insistence, the two of them are going on a camping trip in Pisgah National Forest with her brother, Bobby, and his girlfriend, Hillary, who was also Becky's best friend. 

There will be bathing in the river, cooking over campfires, sleeping in tents, and hiking the trails. Such an excursion sounds like a lot of fun to Becky. It is the kind of vacation the Tibbs family took years ago when they were younger and their parents were still alive.

Barbara and Christopher have also been invited to go, but it's not yet determined if they can make it since they are knee-deep in a new ghost case of their own.

So, on Sunday, June 30th, Becky went to the store to finish up the last of her paperwork and to say goodbye to Joseph, the helper ghost, and Lois and Myrtle, his two best ghost friends. The three ghosts had haunted her antique shop from the very first day she became a medium. The ghost trio was always up in her business, but Becky did not mind because they were often helpful to her and she enjoyed having them around. They were all happy that Becky was taking some time off with Patrick. They wanted her to enjoy herself and be happy with her newfound love.

After Becky finished with her work, she lightly giggled as she placed a hand-printed sign on the door of her shop that stated:

"Gone Fish'N! Closed until July 7, 2019."

Just that action alone felt deliciously wicked as if she was playing hooky or thumbing her nose at ancient and traditionally accepted norms. It was a big deal for Becky to put her desires first, to do something just because she needed or wanted to do it.

It wasn't like her at all!

Becky had been the type of student who never missed a single day of school. She was the kind of person who never shirked her duties as a store owner unless it was to close up early so that she could help a ghost with their unfinished business or assist someone with their ghost problems. She was the type of person that you could count on because she had always taken her responsibilities very seriously. 

Becky had never imagined that she would close the antique shop for any reason other than ghost business, but after six months of romance with her boyfriend, Detective Patrick Burns, his tenderness and care had done what six years without a break could have never done – it had caused her to look at what she truly wanted in life. 

Her relationship with Patrick had increased her horizons. She was experiencing life differently as she now looked at each day with eyes of love. Life with Patrick had changed her thinking about many such things and she liked those changes. 

Now, she could feel the excitement bubble up inside her as she thought about her plans with Patrick. The lyrics of a popular song played in her mind and she hummed the tune, "Running just as fast as we can, holding onto one another's hands, trying to get away into the night and then you put your arms around me..."

Yes, life with Patrick had made her want more of 'life with Patrick.' Now, Becky joyfully closed the shop door and locked it, knowing that she honestly did desire planned togetherness and alone time with Patrick. If that meant running off together for even a short while, then so be it!

After the recent events, including Patty's death, Becky knew that she and Patrick needed a break from each of their professional responsibilities. After Marty Smith had gone off the deep end and killed Patty, Patrick's police-related duties had doubled. He was on-call more often and their evenings were often interrupted by a late-night phone call about a new crime or a new criminal case for him to investigate. 

Crime did not take a holiday.

Considering the weariness around his eyes when he had brought up the subject of a vacation, it had not been difficult for Patrick to convince Becky to take this trip with him. She recalled his conversation as if it was only a few moments ago.

"We need this, Becky," Patrick had encouraged, "If we take advantage of the national holiday for our vacation time, we won't be missed as much."

Since July 4th falls on a Thursday this year, most folks will take off Wednesday and Friday anyway. Some will even go the extra mile and use the following weekend to extend their planned getaway. And, that was exactly what Patrick had in mind.

"Think about it!" he had continued. "We'll have Sunday through Sunday of uninterrupted time with each other! No late-night phone calls, no extra shifts. Just you and me, Baby!"

"And Bobby and Hillary and Rings and Prissy," she had replied with a giggle because, even with the company joining them, the idea of it was very exciting to her.

"The pets will entertain themselves. They like being together. The only unlikely problem I can see is that, if you do run across any ghosts, you and Bobby must be careful to not let people see you talking to them," Patrick said with a laugh. "And, well, you know that Bobby and Hills will be fine too. They want their togetherness and alone time just as much as we do. Say you'll take off from work and put your ghost business on hold too. Come on, say it, you know you want to. Say it please," Patrick had pleaded. 

Becky had to admit that the idea of an entire week without ghost business did sound enticing, however, neither Patrick nor Becky was thinking about the fact that ghosts could find her anywhere she went.
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When the subject came up again, Bobby and Hills had agreed with Patrick. It was a great time to get away from the sweltering humidity of the city during the hottest time of the year – June and July. Going into the mountains at a higher elevation would offer them a cool reprieve even if it was for only a few days.

During the 4th of July holiday, most people were more apt to celebrate with family and friends and would do very little shopping anyway. In Asheville, the Independence Day celebration was a time for family gatherings, barbeques, picnics, and the popular fireworks display over Sutton Avenue. The city would be crowded for that main event, but the antique business would be dead, making it the perfect time for Becky to get away.

After giving the idea a considerable amount of thought, she was surprised she had not considered it before now. It truly was the perfect time to take some time off. 

"All right! I'll take the time off!" Becky had finally agreed.

Now, the day had finally arrived and as Becky locked the front door of her shop, Patrick was suddenly beside her. He wore khaki Bermuda shorts and a white tee-shirt which made his tanned complexion even more handsome. He admired the way she looked with her hair pulled on top of her head and tied with a bright blue bow that enhanced her blue eyes. Loose tendrils framed her face and neckline, a neckline that Patrick loved to kiss. Becky smiled up at him and was about to get a kiss when they were interrupted.

"Come on, you two. Get in here and let's go! Daylight is awasting," Hillary yelled.

She loudly cackled and Bobby grinned at her. He had to admit that he loved the way his girlfriend laughed. It was genuine, like everything else about her.

"Hold on, you. I know you want to get me lost in the woods with you, but just hold on. We have a full week to play in the waterfalls," Bobby couldn't resist the urge to tease as he patted Hillary softly on the back. 

"Don't I know it!" Hills playfully squeezed the fleshy part just above his knee.

"Ouch!" he yelled as he slid her hand higher.

"Oh, no you don't," she giggled again. "None of that until you get our plush new tent set up."

"Plush, huh?" he asked.

"Nothing but the best for us," Hills replied.

Bobby and Hillary had known each other most of their lives but they had only started dating the previous Christmas. By Valentine's Day, things had gotten serious between them. 

Now, with the truck loaded, they were raring to go. They sat in the front seat of his king cab truck while Rings, Bobby's Dalmatian ghost pup, bounded back and forth across the backseat from window to window. With his tongue lolling out and panting, Rings anxiously waited for Becky and Patrick to get in the truck.

As soon as Becky got inside, her white Persian ghost kitten, Princess, nicknamed Prissy, was out of her travel purse. The kitten began a rough-and-tumble act with Rings. The pets rolled all over the backseat, scratching and nipping, ruffing and yowling in fun, as they enjoyed their reunion.  They had just landed in the front seat and on Hillary's lap.

"Oh my, they are certainly happy to see each other," Bobby remarked.

Being mediums, Becky and Bobby could see all types of ghosts. Patrick and Hillary however could not see the two ghost pets but they could certainly sense their presence. 

"So are we," Becky added as she finally had the opportunity to greet Patrick with a kiss.

The ghost pets continued to play, bouncing from the front seat to the back seat. Bobby finally called out to them to settle down and because he used his stern voice, both Rings and Prissy immediately obeyed him.

They promptly curled up together on the backseat beside Becky and she ran her hand over each of them as an additional incentive to calm down.
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After Rings and Prissy were settled in the backseat with Becky and Patrick, Hillary excitedly asked, "Where are we headed first? Who planned the itinerary for our getaway?" She looked expectantly at Bobby. 

"Don't look at me; this was Patrick's idea," Bobby casually shrugged his shoulders and looked sheepish. 

"So what? You're just the chauffer then?" Hills playfully punched him on the arm which she quickly and enthusiastically rubbed to take away the sting.

"Hey now! That's not fair!" Bobby exclaimed. "I packed the camping gear and equipment for everyone and loaded the truck with all the essentials. I did my part."

"I know you did, you big galoot! Remember, I helped." Hills laughed before she turned towards the rear of the vehicle. "So Patrick, where are we headed first? You do have a plan, don't you? We're not just going out there to wander around in 500,000 acres of forest, are we?"

"I have a plan," Patrick acknowledged. "We're going to have some fun before we set up our campsite."

"Good," Hills stated, "My girl, Becky, could use some fun. She has been all work and no play for far too long. Right, Becks?"

Becky giggled and then turned her attention back to Patrick to hear what he had planned for them.

"First, we're going tubing on Mills River," Patrick advised. "Just take the exit for Brevard, Bobby. There are several things we can do in Pisgah National Forest before we head out into the wilderness of DuPont Forest."

"Tubing!" Becky exclaimed.

"That's the exact reaction I had hoped to get," Patrick admitted.

"Wilderness!" Hills exclaimed. "I'm not sure I like the sound of that. I'm a city girl."

"Oh don't worry, I'll keep you safe," Bobby chuckled.

"Bobby," Becky questioned, "Do you remember how Mom and Dad used to take the three of us tubing? Was it on Mills River?"

"Yeah, probably," Bobby was suddenly thoughtful.

"You never told me that," Hills added.

"Well, it was a long time ago," Bobby replied. "A long time ago... back when we were all three still in high school. I haven't thought about that in a long while."

"Me either, but those were good times," Becky admitted.

"Well, what happened?" Hills asked. "Why did they stop taking you? When my family got onto something good, they kept at it until it was no longer fun."

"They got more involved in the antique business," Becky answered. "They were busy all the time."

"Yeah," Bobby grew pensive as he reflected on that period of his life, almost fifteen years ago. He continued, "It seemed that all of a sudden they got overwhelmed with the idea of three kids in college at the same time. I guess that was why they started making all those trips to auctions in other states... they had begun to expand and were gearing up for all three of us going to college. It was also about the same time we stopped going places as a family. Strange, I never really put any of that together until now. It just felt like our family's dynamic had changed and I didn't like it."

"Mom and Dad always had a reason for everything they did, Bobby," Becky soothed. "It's just that as kids, we couldn't understand it from their perspectives."

"I guess not," Bobby acknowledged. "I wish I had put it together back then. Maybe I wouldn't have been so resentful at the time."

"I've always heard that we begin to relate to our parents in stages... you know, as we grow older, suddenly something they did makes sense to us whereas before it didn't," Hills added.

Becky understood that. She had been thinking about her mother a great deal ever since Patty Lawless died. The visits with Patty's mother had helped Becky understand the depth of a parents' love. 

It was that understanding that was the primary reason Becky had opened the door to Joyce again. Becky wanted her mother in her life; she simply did not want her mother to meddle in her life. 

Joyce had a very difficult time understanding that and it was the primary reason that Becky had added the stipulation "by invitation only." 

Once Becky knew how to block her mother's unwelcome and surprise visits, she shared the knowledge with Barbara and Bobby. Now, Joyce could no longer pop in unannounced on any of her children. All three of them hoped that Joyce finally understood that she was not welcome unless her children were aware of her presence and prepared for it. No more surprises or worries about her voyeurism. It made life a lot easier for them.

It was not the relationship that Becky particularly wanted with her mother but it was a start.  She felt better about it than the idea of forever banning her mother from her life. 
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They arrived at one of the parking lots for Mills River and got out. Rings immediately ran off towards the water, but Prissy was content to stay in her basket purse and close to Becky.

They rented tubes, unloaded a small ice chest of cold drinks and food, and then headed to the river.

Patrick and Becky shared a tube while Bobby and Hillary did the same. Becky had to admit that drifting down a cool mountain river on a hot, humid summer day was the perfect beginning to their vacation. 

Relaxed, Becky leaned back against the tube ring with her feet propped up on the opposite side. She wore a bathing suit and used a pair of gym shorts as a cover-up. Her fingers dangled over the edge of the tube and in the cool water while Prissy lay next to her in her flannel-lined carrier. 

Patrick leaned back also. He admired the scenery along the outer banks – the boulder-lined riverbed, families having picnics in the clearings, and the tall, untouched ancient trees that towered around them, but his gaze often returned to Becky. She was so beautiful that he couldn't keep his eyes off her. 

Becky's stress seemed to flow right out of her body and dripped off her fingertips into the cool, refreshing water. The gentle sway and rocking of the tube were hypnotic. Soon, she nodded off and was lulled to sleep by the soothing sounds of gurgling, babbling water as it rushed over boulders beneath the river's surface. Patrick continued to admire her while she slept. Then, he realized that her complexion was so fair, so delicate, he worried that she would burn from the sun. Most of the river was shaded, but there were extended patches where the sunshine streamed through the trees, blazing hot and harsh.

He didn't want to wake her, but he finally got Bobby's attention and asked, "Did anyone bring any sunscreen? I'm worried Becky will get a sunburn."

"Don't worry, Patrick," Hills replied. "I know my girl and she would never plan an outing without making sure to douse herself in the stuff. She knows how badly she burns in the sun. But that is so sweet! You two are simply too much! I love it." 

Hillary giggled and turned her attention back to Bobby who kept an eye out for Rings. The pup was having a great time, splashing and playing in the water as he followed his humans' tubes down the river.

Bobby considered that, if not for the bubbling and babbling of the river noises going on, someone would notice the mysterious splashes that Rings made. He laughed and said, "This is the perfect vacation for Rings too."

While Patrick made sure their tube stayed in the relatively calm channel with small waves, Bobby and Hillary went for the more turbulent path as their tube bumped precariously over rocks and twisted and churned in medium waves. Patrick was surprised that Becky slept through the hooting and hollering that their companions were doing, but she did.

After an hour or so, they stopped at a picnic area to have a cold lunch of sandwiches and soft drinks. Some of the other folks were cooking steaks or hot dogs and hamburgers over grills or unwrapping prepared meals that they had brought with them. The aroma from the grill was making everyone hungry.

Bobby noticed that Hills wistfully looked at the grilled food being prepared. He reassured her, "We are grilling too once we get settled at our campsite. You won't starve, I promise."

"I cannot help it if my body craves big meat and lots of it!" she laughed as she pointed to her gurgling stomach. "Seriously, just the smell of that steak with its fat sizzling has my stomach growling in utter and complete frustration. It smells so good!" She groaned.

"It's true," Becky added. "When I went vegan last year, Hills ordered two black and blue burgers just to tempt me. She swore she would eat them both if I didn't have one."

"I know how she can be, but this part of our trip is just for fun. We don't want to spend our time cooking now. Let's just have fun. We can manage with deli sandwiches until we have our week-long, semi-permanent location all set up," Bobby said even though he was beginning to sound worried. He had wanted this little excursion to be happy for Hillary. It was their first getaway together. "You can hold off until we get there, right Hills?"

"Sure, but I am not going to be happy about it," she laughed again. "You know what they say, 'if Mama ain't happy, ain't nobody happy.'"

"Just think of it as a snack," Bobby encouraged.

A new group of people showed up and a couple of the men waved at Patrick and Bobby. Introductions were made to Becky and Hillary and, after gobbling down their lunch, the men walked off to discuss fishing and camping gear and strategies. It seemed to Becky and Hillary that their men knew everyone there. When it was time to set off in the tubes again, there were many well-wishes for a safe and fun camping trip.

After another hour of tubing, they had finished the river run to the end of the line for their tour. A Jeep was waiting to pick them up and take them back to the parking spot. They loaded the ice chest in the truck and were ready for the next leg of their trip.
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"That was a lot of fun! Where are we headed next?" Hills asked as she looked to Patrick for the answer.

"Sliding Rock," he easily replied.

"What?" Hillary asked.

"Where?" Becky inquired.

"Don't tell me you two have never been to Sliding Rock?" Bobby laughed. "Oh good heavens, you're in for a treat. You'll both love it! It's amazing!"

"What is Sliding Rock?" Becky repeated.

"It's a natural water slide," Patrick explained, "and Bobby is right; you're going to love it. It is the best – the best – naturally occurring amusement park ride around and it's great for kids and adults too."

"Tell me more," Becky encouraged.

"Ok, well... You climb steps up to the top of the waterfall, and then, one by one, you take a turn to slip and slide down a sixty-foot flat, sloping boulder. The water is chilly, almost icy, and it dumps you into an even colder naturally formed pool at the end. You just swim across to the edge, get out, and line up to do it again."

"You'll want to do it over and over again. It's awesome!" Bobby agreed.

"Then, why didn't our folks ever bring us to Sliding Rock?" Becky asked feeling a little disgruntled.

"You know Mom," Bobby replied, "She never liked to get her hair wet and her makeup messed up. There was no way she was going to stand on the sidelines while the rest of us did it. So to avoid that, she just omitted it as a possibility."

"Then, how did you know about it?" Hills and Becky asked at the same time.

"Heck now, you two. Don't gang up on me," Bobby defended, "I did a lot of things in high school and college that Mom and Dad didn't know about and wouldn't have approved of me doing. A lot of us on the team came up here and brought dates. Becky, you were too young to hang out with us, but Marty and Barb did. They came with us a lot."

Hills slapped him on the arm, but Becky was more vocal about being left out and said, "That cuts a bit, but oh gosh, Bobby, do you think that is why Barbara didn't bring Christopher here? Would she have been bothered by too many memories about being here with Marty Smith?" 

"I doubt it. From what I can tell," Bobby confided, "I think Christopher fills a void in Barb that she never knew existed when she was involved with Marty. She seems utterly happy with her new man and he adores her. I dare say that she didn't give Marty Smith one millisecond of thought when we brought up the topic of our trip to Pisgah National Forest. I believe that she is very busy with a new ghost case, so let's not borrow trouble, especially where there is none."

Becky knew she shouldn't protest too much because she was secretly glad this was another first for her with Patrick.

At Sliding Rock, they got in the long line and slowly climbed to the top of the waterfall. The wait gave Hills time to freshen up Becky's hair which had sprung alive all over her head from the river mist while tubing. 

Sliding Rock was just as Patrick had described. After they reached the top of the waterfall, they waited in line for those ahead of them to take their turn one at a time. Then, Bobby went and when the guide gave the signal, Hillary went right behind him. Everyone could hear her screaming as she slipped and slid down the wet slope. Becky was third and Patrick was the last one to go.

Becky wasn't the greatest swimmer, but she could handle the sudden drop into a fifty-degree pool and she certainly could swim to the other side which was about the same width as a standard swimming pool. 

On the other hand, during high school, both Hillary and Bobby had been lifeguards each summer at the YMCA. Naturally cautious, Hills waited for Becky to pop up and swim to the edge before she followed Bobby up the stairs to get in line again. 

As Bobby had told them, this was definitely a ride that you had to do more than once.

Patrick's long, skilled swim strokes brought him to the edge of the pool almost simultaneously with Becky. He hopped out and then reached down to grab Becky's wrists, effortlessly pulling her out and to the path beside him. She ecstatically threw her arms around him, exclaiming, "Wow! That was terrific! Let's do it again."

"That's what you say every time!" Patrick softly teased before leaning back to watch the expected blush spread across her cheeks. His eyes twinkled in delight as she ducked her head in embarrassment.

The second trip down was just as much fun, but when Becky landed in the pool, something grabbed her by the ankles. 

She didn't come up. 

Hills stood waiting and, when Becky didn't surface, she locked eyes with Patrick. He couldn't slow his progress. He continued to slip and slide, nearing the final slope that would dump him into the pool where Becky had gone in. 

Becky was still under and Hills could only hope that Patrick would not land on her. That was the very reason only one person was allowed to slide at a time. It gave the person in the pool time to get out of the way. 

"Bobby!" Hills nervously called. Then, the closer Patrick got to the edge of the pool she lost it and screamed, "Bobby! Becky is still under!"

Patrick already accurately understood Hillary's panicked expression. He shifted his weight to angle off to the side of the entrance, making certain he did not go in on top of Becky. 

Meanwhile, Hillary and Bobby dove back into the pool to rescue Becky. Once in the dark water, all Hillary could understand was that Becky was anchored to the bottom and could not kick off or come up. 

Something was holding her down! 

She saw Becky struggle as she bent her knees and tried to jump, trying to push off from the bottom, but her efforts were useless. Becky couldn't get loose. 

Hillary was confused and scared. It didn't make any sense to her; Becky seemed to be anchored or glued to the bottom. Hills watched as Becky leaned over and pushed at something, trying to free herself from something – or was it someone? Hills wondered.

Hillary clasped Becky under the arms, pulling on her with all her strength, trying her best to get her to the surface but Becky did not budge even a little. Needing air, Hillary briefly surfaced and then returned to Becky. 

By now, Patrick and Bobby were also at the bottom of the pool trying to help Becky. They didn't give up. They crowded around her, pulling at her but it was of no use. She was anchored and they simply could not pull her up.

Patrick, Bobby, and Hills needed air again. They all three knew Becky was in serious trouble, she had been down there for far too long. They had to get her up for air and do it quickly!
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"Zetmeh, are you there?" Becky mentally called out to her primary spirit guide. "Am I going to die today?'
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No, my child; you will not die today. Your young man and your friends will save you. Listen carefully, my pet. Patrick knows what to do. Seal your lips with his and inhale as he exhales into your mouth, my dear. Trust Patrick, Zetmeh anxiously advised. Trust him, my child. Please!
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Zetmeh's normally calm voice rang shrilly in Becky's mind and with her lungs and throat burning from lack of air; she anxiously waited to see what Zetmeh's instructions meant.

From various training as a police officer and rescue worker, Patrick knew what to do. He only hoped that Becky would know how to let him help her. Gulping in air, he returned to his soul mate beneath the dark, turbid waters. He sealed his lips around hers and blew air into her mouth. Becky followed Zetmeh's repeated instructions and inhaled as she had been told to do. 

It gave everyone a little more time.

Meanwhile, the ghost materialized allowing both Becky and Bobby to see him. Bobby grew furious at the very thought that a ghost could – would – do this to his little sister. The anger roiled up in him as he considered the danger to Becky. He could clearly see that a ghost had her by the ankles, preventing her from returning to the surface. 

Unlike Becky, Bobby did not care about the reasons why the ghost was doing this. He would not give the ghost the benefit of the doubt like Becky often did. Boiling mad now, he went straight for the ghost who was damned and determined to keep Becky down. 

Bobby, now in fight-or-flight mode and sick with worry about Becky, first pushed at the young male ghost in an attempt to get him off her. The ghost continued to firmly hold his sister down. When the more gentle approach didn't work, Bobby punched the ghost in the abdomen with all his might. Air bubbles escaped, and in shock, the ghost let go of Becky. However, stunned that he could be seen by anyone, the ghost stared at Bobby in surprise for a few moments longer.

Then, he disappeared. 

In the meantime, the line for the slide had come to a halt and a lot of people nervously stood around waiting to see what would happen to those in the pool. They knew someone was in serious trouble.

Since Hillary was still pulling on Becky, when the ghost let go, Becky shot straight to the surface and came out of the water like a porpoise jumping for fish. 

The crowd let out a collective, "Aw" and then began to cheer. When the two couples were once again at the edge of the pool, the line continued to the top of the waterfall and people muttered, "Thank goodness she is safe. All's well that ends well."

Becky coughed and spluttered until she threw up a rush of water. Patrick wrapped a sun-warmed towel around Becky and carried her to a bench. He sat down with her in his lap and tightly hugged her to him. It was all he could do to choke back sobs of relief. For the first time, he had realized what his life would be without her. Finally, he asked, "What the hell happened, Becky?"

Becky looked at Bobby and nodded that he should answer as she rubbed her burning throat. She had held her breath for so long that she thought her lungs would burst and her throat felt raw.

Bobby cautiously looked around and when he saw that the onlookers had moved away, he quietly admitted, "A ghost! If Becky is in trouble, when is that trouble not the result of some misguided ghost? Dammit! He had her by the ankles." 

"What?" Hills and Patrick both exclaimed.

"You didn't honestly think we could get completely away from helping ghosts, did you?" He asked as he looked closely at Hillary and Patrick. 

For the first time since he had begun to date Hillary, Bobby wondered if it was fair to expose another person to the troubles that came with being a medium. The ghost could have just as easily trapped Hills at the bottom of the pool. The thought of losing her made his heart hurt. It was too much to consider at the moment, but it cast a shadow of doubt in his mind. A doubt that would grow into an intense worry for the woman he loved. "It comes with the territory. If there is one within a hundred miles, they will find us," Bobby bitterly explained.

"I get that," Patrick admitted, "but why the hell did he keep Becky underwater? Was he trying to drown her?" 

"I guess we will have to find out," Becky croaked. 

"Then, I guess I will also have to try to find the body," Patrick added.

"Why didn't it float back to the top?" Hills curiously asked. "I mean, isn't that what bodies do unless weighed down?"

"His clothing could've snagged on a rock," Patrick allowed, "because you are right. Normally, dead bodies do become floaters. There has to be a reason his has not been found so far."

"I know everyone is frustrated," Becky hoarsely whispered, "but I do have to help him if I can. Even though his method was dangerous and somewhat unorthodox, he sought me out. I still have to try to help him."

"Of course you do," Bobby gritted out.
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The plan was to head to Looking Glass Falls next, it was only four miles away, but the young, confused ghost at Sliding Rock had changed those plans. Becky knew she had to help him or he might actually drown the next person he decided to grab. 

Although she wasn't sure why he chose her today, she was pretty sure it was only his way of getting her help. Sometimes, a new ghost didn't realize the impact they had on the living. 

This ghost had certainly gotten her attention!

Ghosts instinctively knew that she was a medium, not by definition, but they sought her out to get her help. However, sometimes, a ghost could be confused. They might be drawn to her without understanding that they were dead and she was alive. Whatever the case, she knew she had to get to the bottom of things before someone else ended up at the bottom of that pool for good.

Even though she'd had a close call today, Becky didn't hold grudges or let the little things unsettle her. On the other hand, everyone else seemed to be entirely shaken up about it, especially Bobby! She did not realize it then, but Patrick was not dealing with it well either.

Becky was traumatized by the event too and even though she had the most reason to be rattled, she had to put that aside for now and do something that would help the ghost find peace. She also knew it would take more time away from their vacation plans.

"Is there any way we can get a nearby hotel room? I really need to help this ghost cross over to the light or he might drown someone," Becky expressed her worries while directing the question to Patrick.

"We could stay at Key Falls Inn," Patrick offered. "It's a nice B&B not far from here. If you and Bobby need time to talk to this ghost, Hillary and I can drive over there and see what accommodations they have. Will that help?"

"The damn ghost disappeared!" Bobby stormed in frustration before Becky had a chance to reply. 

"Don't worry; we'll find him," Becky tried to calm her brother.

"It could take a while to find him and sort this out. Man-oh-man! I should have known there was no escape from this crap. It follows us everywhere we go!" Bobby was steamed and it was evidenced by the bitterness in his voice.

Bobby had only recently accepted his gift as a medium and this current situation had him shaken up; perhaps even more than it should have. Becky began to worry about him because she knew he could obsess over things too much. That's why he used to be such a big drinker before he got involved with Hillary. He had used alcohol to drown out the persistent pleadings of the many spirits in Asheville that needed help. It helped him to ignore them.

Becky didn't know it, but Bobby could not stop thinking about the many close encounters she'd already had while dealing with ghosts. Hell, she had been kidnapped by some misguided hillbilly trying to help her ghost son. Then, she had been in danger from the damn cartel during one ghost case. And, he was also still worried that Marty Smith would seek revenge against Becky for the part she played in his arrest. 

It just never seemed to stop. 

Considering all of the trouble Becky had stirred up, it was suddenly and vividly apparent to him that his ability to help ghosts could put Hillary in harm's way. He couldn't stand the thought of that... he couldn't stand the thought of losing her because he had agreed to help ghosts.

He recalled the Christmas dinner when Becky had challenged him and Barbara to 'help just one ghost.' He had accepted that dare and now he sincerely wished he hadn't.

"It's all right, baby," Hillary soothed. "I knew this ghost business came with the territory and I chose you anyway. You and Becks do whatever it is that you have to do to get the poor guy into the light. Patrick and I will find a place to crash for just this one night. Then, we'll be off and running again, headed directly to our campsite. I know it!"

"That's sweet," Bobby replied, "but you shouldn't have to be exposed to this. Patrick either. You two should reconsider your choice of mates because this is too much to put on anyone. I suggest that both of you get the hell out while you can! Run, while you can run because being in a relationship with one of the Tibbs could get you killed. Patty Lawless is proof of that!"

Becky, Patrick, and Hillary were stunned by his outburst. But it took them a minute to effectively recover and reply.
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"Patty didn't die because of a Tibbs!" Hills shouted her response. She was incensed at what Bobby had said and even more so at what he implied. "She died because she was a fool who dated a lunatic! We all knew that Marty had snapped. We didn't do anything about it. We didn't even warn Patty... not that she would have listened anyway and not to speak ill of the dead, but Patty had the worst taste in men. Sorry, Patrick. I know you dated her too and I am not including you in her list of idiotic choices, but Patty died because she was a fool. Pure and simple."

"Didn't she?" Bobby countered after Hillary's rant ended. "Patty died because she dated a lunatic that was in a spiral after he had dated a Tibbs. It's all connected. Let's get real here. All three of us, me, Barbara, and Becky, are bad news for anyone in our lives. Get out while you can. That's my best advice."

With his voice growly and his body shaking in barely contained rage, it was obvious that Bobby was more than a little upset; he was disturbed and seething. However, his harsh words of advice didn't go over very well with Patrick either.

"That is not how I feel at all, Bobby Tibbs!" Patrick heatedly exploded. "You can't speak for me on matters that concern Becky and our life together. If you have doubts, that's on you, but I certainly have none. Maybe you and Hillary should go look for the room and I will stay to give my support to Becky."

"Whoa, whoa," Hillary cut in. "Stop! This is not happening! Not now! Not after all of the many years that I crushed on Bobby. Now that we are together... No way! I'm not going anywhere; I am here for the long haul, Bobby Tibbs!"

It was true. Hillary had been in love with Bobby since middle school. She and Becky spent nearly every weekend together and she loved Becky like a sister. However, even back then, Hills had often dreamed of a grown-up life with Bobby.

"It could have just as easily been you!" Bobby yelled at her in exasperation.

"But it wasn't!" Hills shot back.

Becky knew they were causing a scene. New arrivals on the path that led to the top of Sliding Rock Waterfall had begun to gather around near their little party to eavesdrop, wondering what the problem was.

"Can we shelve this discussion for later?" Becky hoarsely whispered as she pointed to the onlookers. "This is beginning to get embarrassing. We don't need to air our laundry right this moment, do we?"

Bobby, Hillary, and Patrick grew quiet. They were good southern citizens and knew how to act in public even if they had not currently been behaving that way. They looked around and realized that Becky was right. They were drawing too much attention to themselves. 

"Hillary, you and Bobby go check out the room. I will stay with Becky to help sort out the problem," Patrick said as he took control.

Hillary was fine with the suggestion; she grabbed Bobby by the arm and pulled him toward the parking lot. He was reluctant but she insisted, "You're coming with me, Bobby Tibbs. Now!" 

Her tone of voice didn't allow for any objections. Bobby meekly went with her and Patrick sat down with Becky again.

"You don't feel that way, do you, Becky?" he softly asked. His brow was furrowed with concern. "Even though I am concerned for your safety sometimes, you know I don't feel that way, don't you? You know that I love you and I admire what you can do, right?"

"Yes, I know. You have to realize that it is different with us," Becky gently replied as she squeezed his well-muscled forearm. "For one thing, you are a big strong police officer. I know that you can take care of yourself. I know that you can and will protect me when it comes to things that you understand and things that affect your job... such as criminal and illegal things." She smiled at the man she loved and accepted a gentle kiss before she continued, "But, I can understand how Bobby feels when it comes to Hills. She is a girl. Sure, she is strong, physically fit, and smart, very smart, but she is essentially at risk from things that go bump in the night... like the situation that just happened with the ghost. You also have to remember that Hills is the first girl that Bobby has ever really cared about. He is afraid that something bad will happen to take away the good he has found with Hillary. I can understand his feelings and I worry about the same thing when it comes to you. I am so happy in our relationship but I also worry that you will get hurt when you go after bad people. However, I can't and won't let that worry destroy what we have."

Patrick sighed in relief.
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Meanwhile, Hillary drove Bobby's truck straight to Key Falls Inn. They were silent during the entire fifteen-minute ride. When they arrived, Hills jumped out of the vehicle without saying a word. She immediately went inside to see what accommodations were available. Bobby stayed in the truck, worrying and sulking.

He tried to recall everything he had said during his rant, but his mind wouldn't cooperate. He felt dazed and numb now, but mainly, he felt stupid. His father would have said, "You showed your ass real good this time, didn't you, kid?" 

Bobby's face turned beet red from the truth of it.

He knew he was acting like a child but he also knew he didn't have any experience at all when it came to lasting, intimate relationships. He honestly had nothing to fall back on. All of it – being with Hillary exclusively, being a medium while juggling personal and professional responsibilities – was simply too new to him. 

He couldn't even begin to imagine how Becky did all of it. He didn't know how she managed the antique store, all the ghost business she got involved with, and her new relationship with Patrick without losing her mind. It was easy for him to rely on the excuse that this was all new to him and that he had never been in a real relationship and... 

Neither has Becky, the voice in his head reminded. 

"But, Becky is a natural," Bobby argued back.

Not in the beginning, came the response. She's had the same exact struggles you have now.

"So what? Now, I'm going to argue with myself?" He asked. 

Someone needs to argue with you. You're being an idiot! Hills is the best thing that ever happened to you and you're just stupid enough to throw it all away!

Now, Bobby was really upset and worried. Had he thrown it all away? Had his stupid outburst changed the way Hillary felt about him? He didn't like the idea of that but was worried and confused plus he still didn't know what to do about it. 

For as long as he could remember – ever since high school anyway – he had been with one girl after another. None of them ever lasted for more than a few weeks and none of them had pulled at his heart strings. He didn't feel guilty about that; they all knew the score and they didn't seem to object to a fun weekend at Bobby's place. 

Then, when he had least expected it, everything changed. It was as if a light went off in his head and he saw... truly saw... Hillary. They had been together now for several months... and it was good. So good in fact that he worried that it wouldn't last. And now, he had let the incident at Sliding Rock rattle him to his very core.

Without even considering his sister or putting her feelings in the equation, he knew he had said too much to Hillary and Patrick. Now, he felt as if he was treading water... hot water. 

He wasn't sure what to do next.

In a short while, Hillary came back carrying a set of room keys. "Come on," she gently encouraged. "Let's get a nice shower and cool off."

Bobby had no other choice than to follow her. She still had his truck keys. Not that he would consider leaving her here anyway. He was just upset and worried about everything that had happened the previous hour and especially during the last thirty minutes. 

She unlocked the door and opened it. 

The room was huge! 

"The only thing they had available was their deluxe quadruple room," Hills calmly explained. "It has two queen beds and a pullout along with an extra spacious bathroom and a fully functional kitchen." 

"It's nice," Bobby glumly replied. 

His thoughts had carried him to dark places. He wasn't sure anymore where he stood with Hillary.

"Nice enough and large enough to share with Patrick and Becky. It was the only choice since it was the last room they had," she added. "Look, I'm really tired from all the sun, fun, and excitement. I'm going to take a shower and lay down on one of these beds for a little while." 

Bobby didn't say anything.

"You're welcome to join me," she added and then went directly to the bathroom without waiting for him to respond.

While Hillary worked her magic on Bobby, Patrick supported Becky in her quest to find the ghost in the pool and help him. They waited on a bench in the shady area for a little while and then Becky decided to walk around the edge of the landing pool and away from the crowds that lined up for the waterslide. 

As she stood on the far side, peering into the depth, she finally saw the ghost swimming toward her. He was young and slender like most teen males before they reach their full adult maturity. He pulled himself up and sat on the edge of the pool beside where she stood. She could see that he had a large bump on the side of his head near his temple.

Was this murder? 

Had someone cracked him over the head and dumped him here? Or had he simply had an accident and fallen into the pool? She tried to ascertain how he had come to be at Sliding Rock the very day she was here. 

Maybe, it was a coincidence, but she didn't really believe in chance happenings. She believed that everything lined up the way it was supposed to and she knew she would have to ask a lot of questions to find out how this young man happened to end up dead in the pool. 

First, she had to gain his trust.
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"Hello there," Becky softly said and then smiled as she sat down on the side of the pool next to the ghost.

"How is it that you and that man can see me when no one else can?" the ghost asked. "I mean, look around. No one notices me. Am I dead or something? I mean, I know my body is down there under the water but I don't know how I got here. I have to be dead right? Does that mean I am a ghost? Tell me the truth, how is it that you can see me?"

The pool water began to bubble from the fearful energy he put off as he grew more and more anxious. He had begun to realize the truth of the matter – he was dead and this was the end as far as he knew. It was scary for someone so young.

"I can see all ghosts," Becky gently replied before adding, "Well, I can see almost all ghosts. There are tricks that a ghost can learn to keep me from seeing them."

"Really? Why do you want to see ghosts?" he asked next. His eyes were filled with a genuine curiosity that had replaced the anxiety and she noticed there was a 'sweetness' about the young man. Whatever had happened to him, he was innocent in the event. Perhaps he had been in the wrong place at the wrong time.

"Because it is my job to help them," Becky easily answered. 

The ghost grew quiet and seemed to consider her reply. He didn't ask any more questions for a while, but he didn't disappear either. Becky could see that he was too new to know how to do some ghost tricks and she logically surmised that his earlier vanishing act was a startled reflex from being seen by Bobby. Becky continued to wonder why he was there at Sliding Rock Waterfalls but she did not rush things. 

Patrick noticed that she was talking to someone that he couldn't see and he relaxed a little bit. He knew that if anyone could help a ghost, no matter how traumatic the death had been, it was Becky. He moved over closer and sat beside her so that if anyone saw her talking, they would think she was talking to him. 

Becky smiled her appreciation.

"What is your name and how did you end up here at this particular waterfall?" Becky inquired.

"My name is Ashton and to be honest, it's a little bit fuzzy. I'm honestly not sure how I came to be here."

"Well Ashton, my name is Becky Tibbs. I live in Asheville and I am a medium. This is my friend, Patrick. It's nice to meet you, Ashton."

"A medium?" he looked confused. "Is that why you can see ghosts? Why did that guy hit me so hard? Is he a medium too?"

"His name is Bobby and he is my brother. Yes, we are both mediums. I'm sorry that he hit you, but you were holding me underwater and would not let go. I am alive, not a ghost, so if you had kept me down much longer, I would have died. Bobby did what he did to protect me. Why did you try to keep me underwater?"

"I don't know," Ashton replied. "There was just something about you... something so different from all the other people who splash into the pool."

"Different?" Becky asked.

"Yeah, you put off some kind of different energy than the other people and I guess I thought you could help me. Obviously, I wasn't thinking clearly but I didn't want you to get away from me. I'm really sorry that I almost drowned you."

"Well, all of that is behind us now. Let's just concentrate on helping you. What is the last thing you remember, Ashton?"

"I don't know," he said.

"Try to recall the last thing you do remember," Becky encouraged. "I can wait. Take your time."

"I think I fought with my parents."

Becky could see that he was in his late teens and she realized that teen angst was universal. It seemed it was the design that children eventually grew up and no longer trusted their parents as the end-all-be-all in their worlds, especially when it came to their social life, interests, and friends.

"Where are you from, Ashton?" Becky had a way of asking particular questions that would help jog a ghost's memory.

"Hendersonville, North Carolina," Ashton quickly replied without any hesitation.

"That's only about forty minutes away; however, it would be logical to conclude that you did not walk here," Becky commented. "If you fought with your parents, did you leave home with a friend maybe? How did you get here?"

Ashton thought about it for several minutes. He recalled that he'd had a terrible argument with his parents even though he couldn't remember what it was about. He knew he had said things that he didn't mean. He had said things that hurt them and then he had just wanted to get away from their pain, the pain that he had caused.

He now knew he was dead, but he didn't know what to do about it. No one had ever talked to him about death and dying or what to expect. To be honest, no one had ever taken the time to tell him that death was a certainty or that it could happen at any time.

He didn't even know how long he had been here at the bottom of the murky pool. He did know his clothing was snagged on a sharp rock and his body was stuck there. 

He found it peculiar that he hadn't even noticed it until the fight with Bobby when he tried to get him to release Becky. Seeing it for the first time had scared him. That's when he knew he was dead and then he drifted into unconsciousness.

However, reflecting on it now, it seemed that everything had changed the moment Becky had dropped into the pool the first time. It had awakened him from some terrible sleep where he had floated in and out of reality or maybe consciousness because sometimes he was aware and sometimes he wasn't. He couldn't be sure. He only knew that the next time she dropped off the slide into the pool he couldn't let her get away. He knew she had the answers he needed.
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Meanwhile, at Key Falls Inn, Hillary came out of the shower wearing only a towel. Her hair was pushed up and on top of her head and still wet. Droplets of water dripped across her exposed shoulders and onto her cheeks. She picked up a hand towel and slowly blotted the moisture at her roots, but still, she didn't say a word.

Bobby watched her and his heart skipped a beat. She was perfect and everything that he wanted, but he was a wreck. He was worried that he had ruined that special something that he had with Hillary. Even though he had worked out that much it didn't change the fact that he didn't want to ever put her in danger. He had let those worries overtake him and they wouldn't let go of him. 

"Listen, Hills," he finally began. "I know I said some things that pissed you off, maybe even hurt your feelings. I didn't mean to do that. I didn't mean to come off as if I don't care for you or that I could easily forget you if you did come to your senses and escape the craziness of being with a medium. I'm crazy about you, you know that. In fact, I'm so head-over-heels for you that I would never forgive myself... hell, I would never recover from the loss if anything happened to you because of me."

"Go take a shower, Bobby," Hills off-handedly stated.

"You don't want to hear what I have to say?" he choked out. He had suspected that it was bad, but he had no idea it was this bad.

"I want to hear what you have to say after you've had a shower."

Back at Sliding Rock, Ashton still sat on the edge of the pool talking to Becky; he recalled that he had left his house on foot and gone to a friend's home. He had been so angry that he just needed to get away from his parents. He blamed them for his anger. He blamed them for making things so difficult. In reality, he just blamed them for everything because it was easier that way. 

He had just needed to talk to someone who would understand him so he went to look for Tiffany, a close friend that he secretly had a crush on. He had walked several blocks to Tiffany's house, but when he got there, she wasn't home. 

He remembered that two of her best friends lived across the street so he thought he would check there to see if she was visiting them. She wasn't. 

Frustrated about that and still angry with his parents, he continued to walk around their neighborhood. That's when he ran across some older high school boys that were headed out to Pisgah National Forest. They seemed to be having a great time. When they offered to let him tag along, he decided to go with them. 

"They were drinking beer so I drank with them," he continued to fill Becky in on the details. "It seemed that their ice chest would never run out of beer bottles and I drank way too much... Heck, two would have been too much for me but I drank half a dozen and I began to feel sick. I threw up in their car and they got really mad at me. Things got a little crazy after that, and since I had made a mess in the car, they began to pick on me. When they wouldn't let up on the jeering and teasing, calling me a sissy and other insulting things, I didn't want to be with them anymore so I got out of the car somewhere on Highway 276. I stumbled around a while trying to get some idea of where I was and then somehow I ended up here."

Ashton stopped talking for a few moments as he thought about what happened next. "Go on," Becky encouraged. 

"Well, the park was closed but I tried to climb over the railing. I was very drunk and it was dark. I couldn't see very well. I must have tripped over something and fell. I think I landed on my head because it was hurting a lot. I thought the cold water from the waterfall would help me sober up so I crawled over to the pool and got in. Heck, I'm not sure what happened to be honest. Maybe I fell in. It's all a little hazy. I guess the injury must have been more serious than I realized. I guess the cold water didn't help after all and now I am dead."

It was another sad story where misunderstandings and anger had caused tragic chemical combustion that ended the life of a troubled teen. Becky's heart went out to Ashton as she listened to his story. She was sure his parents were worried and looking for him too. There was probably even a missing person's report filed in Hendersonville.

"Do you remember when all this happened?" Becky asked.

"Friday night," Ashton replied.

"Well, that was three days ago. I am sure your parents are very worried. My boyfriend, Detective Patrick Burns, knows what to do in matters like this. If you could give me your last name and address, he'll be able to notify your parents about your accident." 

Ashton gave her the information and when he was finished, she asked, "Is there anything in particular that you want me to tell your parents, Ashton?"

"I don't know," he floundered. "I mean, I don't think so. I am dead. I don't even know what that actually means or what happens next... What does happen next? I don't want to stay here at this pool any longer. What do I do?"

"Well, that is the easy part," Becky smiled encouragingly. "If you don't have anything you want to say to your family and if you don't have anything that you want to finish, it is simple. You can cross over to the other side and be with your other family members who have already crossed over."

"You mean my other dead relatives?" he asked.

"Yes, of course."

As she said the words the light came down and Ashton could easily see his grandmother and grandfather waving at him, eagerly encouraging him to come to them.

"What is that?" he asked in awe. "It's so bright and beautiful!"

"It's the light that we are supposed to return to after we die," Becky answered. 

At the moment, however, it would not have mattered what answer she gave Ashton; he was already headed toward his grandparents. He did not need to be convinced and he didn't even say goodbye. 

Becky understood. The light was very inviting and much more comforting than the cold, murky pool.

"As those other people said earlier, 'All's well that ends well,'" Becky sighed.

"He's already crossed over?" Patrick asked.

"He certainly has!"

Patrick made a few phone calls and got someone working on Ashton's case in the Hendersonville Police Department. After he had done all that he could about Ashton, he phoned Hillary to let her know that they were ready to be picked up. Her phone went to voice mail so he left a message.

"The waterfall will close when the police get here to search for Ashton's body. It might take Hills a while to get my message. What do you say? Want to slide down the rock again while we wait?"

Becky grinned in response and grabbed his hand, pulling him towards the steps.

Patrick was very happy that she didn't let a little thing like a ghost do more than interrupt their fun. He was worried that it had completely stopped them from the rest of their exciting vacation activities. And, he was concerned about Bobby's outburst and the things he had said.
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Patrick and Becky were able to take two more turns down the waterslide before the police got there. And this time, when Becky slid down the slope and into the icy pool, she lightheartedly squealed in delight because she had no more worries about a ghost trying to drown her.

By the time they finished their second slip-and-slide, the police had arrived and were closing the entrance to the waterfall and making sure everyone cleared out of the pool. Yellow crime scene tape was stretched across the gate and after Patrick had explained the situation again in detail to the responding officers, they waited in the parking lot for their ride.

"Sorry, guys," Hills apologized when she and Bobby pulled up in the truck, "We were working out our issues and didn't hear the phone."

"Well, you're here now," Becky acknowledged as she climbed into the backseat with Patrick, "and that's what matters. Did the two of you get things resolved?" She innocently asked as she made room for Rings and Prissy.

"Oh yeah!" Hills cackled. "It took some doing but things got resolved... they were resolved again and again just to make sure we have an understanding. I dare say that things are now better than ever before." She looked over at Bobby with a wicked grin. 

Becky, watching her brother closely too, could hardly believe her own eyes – Bobby actually blushed!

"Oh my!" Becky blurted before her cheeks got pink as well.

"Do we need to go back to the room or are we headed to Looking Glass Falls?" Bobby asked to change the subject or to, at the very least, move the topic away from his flushed, red face.

"It's only a couple of miles away and right off the main road," Patrick said. He felt sympathetic towards Bobby's predicament and hoped to help him out. "We could go ahead and visit it now while there is still plenty of daylight. We might even have time to go to Coontree Recreational Area where they have a nice cliff overlooking another swimming hole. It's up to the majority. What does everyone else say?" he asked.

"I know I can handle Looking Glass Falls," Becky admitted, "but I might not want any more swimming today."

"That's understandable," Patrick agreed. "Still, it is a nice place to visit. If everyone is ready, let's get on the road then."

Looking Glass Falls is sixty feet high and got its name because the water from the falls freezes on the rock walls during the winter months making its appearance similar to a mirror. The water from the falls flows into the Davidson River, a tributary that eventually meets the French Broad River in Asheville. 

It was a sight worth seeing.

Some stairs led down to a viewing area. Several families with children were wading in the currently shallow water at the bottom of the falls. Becky noticed that most of the adults tightly held onto their children's hands because the rushing water could be treacherous for little bodies. After a big rain, the area would become much deeper and more dangerous to wade or swim in.

As the four of them stood at the base watching, Becky and Bobby were suddenly distracted by five young men who were climbing up the rock wall beside the falls. They were in a line, one behind the other with only a few feet between them, but there was no one at the bottom belaying a line.

"Oh my goodness!" Becky exclaimed, "That is so dangerous. They are climbing without any harnesses or anything!"

"They are certainly daredevils," Bobby agreed. "They're not using a rope bolted to the rock that I can see. What are they thinking! All I can say is that someone watched the wrong YouTube video. Damn! They should at least do it one at a time to make sure it is scalable. That wall has to be slick as snot!"

"What?" Hills asked trying to follow the strange conversation between Bobby and Becky. She scanned the area trying to see what they saw and was flabbergasted. "I don't see anything... what are you seeing? Patrick, do you see anything?"

Patrick followed Becky's gaze but he couldn't see anything either when suddenly Bobby and Becky screamed in panicked unison, "Oh no!"

Bobby shuddered and wrapped his arms around his stomach, bent over, and helplessly scrunched down as if he was suffering physical pain, "Oh my God!" he groaned, "tell me that I did not just witness that! Oh my God!"

And Becky, tenderhearted Becky, simply burst into tears.

Before either Patrick or Hillary could say anything or ask any more questions, Bobby stood erect again and took off at a run through the wading area. He jumped over small boulders and kept the fastest pace possible, hoping to be of some help. 

Becky was frozen in place and couldn't seem to move. Hillary feared her best friend would faint.

As Bobby ran, he called over his shoulder, "Come on, Patrick. You have rescue training and those guys need our help!"

"What guys?" Patrick and Hillary cried out, trying to be heard over the noise of the roaring waterfall. 

They were even more confused and looked to Becky for a clue. She wasn't any assistance in her current state of mind. The tears had quickly turned to sobs of despair because she was certain that those young men were now dead. 

No one could survive that fall! 
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Patrick desperately wanted to comfort Becky even though he had no idea what was going on or why she was so upset.

Despite her bleary eyes, it wasn't long before Becky followed her brother to the scene of the awful accident. Stunned, Patrick and Hillary watched her go and then trailed along behind her. They waded as fast as they could to keep up with her as they wondered what in the world had happened to cause such a reaction in her and Bobby.

Becky stepped high over the many boulders and rocks that littered the riverbed. In some places, the water came up to her hips but she fought the current to reach Bobby. She fought to reach the poor young men who had been dashed and crushed against the rocks below. Their bodies were flung like dishrags back into the rushing water and pulled into the current manufactured by the rapids. A few of them had already been swept out of sight.

"They'll probably end up in Asheville," Becky sadly muttered, knowing that the tributary would eventually flow into the French Broad River in her hometown.

Patrick and Hillary felt as if they were in a Twilight Zone television episode of their partners' making. Looking Glass Falls now felt menacing and surreal to both of them. Regardless, they dug deep for courage and followed behind Bobby and Becky, unsure but determined to support them if they could.

Bobby had reached the place where the remaining bodies should have been, but there were not any bodies. He scratched his head, confused but looking around the area. Becky was now beside him and she was also addled. She didn't understand. 

Neither of them did.

Suddenly, one of the incorporeal beings jumped up and yelled to his friends, "I'm all right. I'm all right." He patted down what he thought was his body and looked satisfied with the results. His loud proclamation roused the others from their deaths and the other spirits joined him.

"They're ghosts?" Becky asked in utter surprise.

"I guess so," Bobby acknowledged, "but that news doesn't do a thing for my rapidly beating heart. It feels like it might just burst out of my chest."

"What's going on with your heart?" Hills asked when she and Patrick finally caught up to them.

By now, the same five men were climbing the rock wall once again. Bobby pointed and Becky followed his gaze. They both watched as the scene repeated.

It appeared that they got about two-thirds of the way up the wall before the lead climber slipped. When he fell, he landed on the next one in line behind him... and like dominos, so it went until all five of them had been knocked off the wall and onto the boulders below.

"Like knocking over dominos," Bobby stated the obvious.

"They're caught in a repetitive loop," Becky said.

"A what?" Hills asked.

"Use this as a teaching moment and explain that to me, to us," Bobby suggested as he tried to catch his breath.

"Are you sure? I thought after Sliding Rock Falls you were done with ghosts," Becky worried.

"I'm not done. I just have to figure out a way to keep Hillary safe and out of harm's way. That was the problem with me earlier. I don't want Hills to get hurt because of me or something I do," he clarified. "But, Sis, we're here now so tell me what is going on with these ghosts."

Patrick and Hillary were still confused. They wanted to know what was happening as well even though they could not see what Bobby and Becky were seeing. Becky took a deep breath and included them during her detailed explanation.

"Bobby and I saw five young men climbing the rock wall beside the falls," she explained. "They must be daredevils because they were not using any type of safety nets or harnesses. I guess their technique was some type of freestyle or old school and it evidently did not work because they fell to their deaths. The accident looked so real that we didn't realize they were ghosts until we got here to where the bodies should have been. 'No bodies' means that we were witnessing ghosts replay their deaths. The five of them are continually repeating the trauma of their deaths, pretty much like they're on a hamster wheel. They keep repeating it and never get anywhere and never realize they are dead. Now, they are at it again."

"Daredevils, old-school, or idiots," Bobby added, "the results are the same. They die over and over again."

"That's what you guys are seeing?" Hills quickly interrupted. "You know, sometimes I envy what you can see and do, for example like being able to see Rings and Prissy, but this is one of those times that I don't."

Patrick waited for Becky to continue.

"Yes," Becky replied. "It appears the young men are repeating the fall to their deaths, again and again, reliving their demise over and over."

"Why on earth would anyone want to do that?" Hillary gasped. "Isn't once enough?"

"I'm not sure they want to," Becky replied as she glanced at Patrick to see if he was all right and to determine how he was handling this latest unusual ghost problem. 

She wondered if Patrick had known that their vacation would be regularly interrupted by ghosts would he still have wanted them to take the time off. She hoped that all of this wasn't too overwhelming for him and worried that he might wish he had never gotten involved with her. 

Ironically, she was having the same anxiety that Bobby had about Hillary – would the ghost business eventually be too much for Patrick or would he end up hurt because of something Becky did to help ghosts?

"It could be that they simply feel they have to," Becky thoughtfully added.

She honestly wasn't sure why the ghosts behaved this way and she silently called out to Zetmeh for help. Then, she listened closely to Zetmeh's explanation.

––––––––
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Perhaps, my child, they are hoping they can change the outcome. Some more enlightened souls do believe they can alter the past by conscious observation of the incident. Think of this as being similar to lucid dreaming. As you have already observed, my pet, ghosts can easily get locked into an experience coil or loop, like the rodent wheel you mentioned, especially if it is a shared experience. And, as we have discussed before, my love, the afterlife experience is directly related to the beliefs about what happens after death. 

On the other hand, it is possible that these young men do not realize they are dead. With patience, you will help these departed souls break free and move into the light.
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"The only thing I know so far," Becky admitted to the others, "is that these five men shared this experience and are repeating it for some reason known only to them." 

"How do we help them?" Bobby asked.

"We'll have to observe their climb from the very beginning to see if we can understand why they fell. Then, we'll have to talk to them to see if we can break the cycle. Are you ready?"

"As ready as I will ever be," Bobby sighed.

"What?" Hillary asked. "What is happening now? You two know we can't see what you are seeing! You have to tell us the play-by-play or this is just not fair!"
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Bobby and Becky continued to watch the climbers as they repeated their cycle. It seemed to reoccur about every fifteen minutes. Because they stood there for so long, staring at the same object, a few of those wading in the shallows came over to ask why they were mesmerized.

"She is building a house and he is her contractor," Hillary worked out an answer to their questions. "She is asking his opinion about including such a rock wall behind the fireplace," Hillary adlibbed to run interference. At the looks of skepticism, she added, "It's all right. She can have a rock wall if she wants one."

"You're quick on your toes, Miss Hillary," Patrick said and laughed but it was only a small diversion as his eyes soon returned to Becky.

Becky's keen eyesight stayed on the lead climber. She observed that he was two-thirds up the wall when something happened that startled him. She could not tell what had happened to surprise him, but whatever it was caused his right hand to lose the grasp he had, and then he slipped.

She turned to question Bobby, "Well, it looks to me as if the lead climber grabbed ahold of something that he didn't like and it made him lose his grip. He slipped. I guess we can start there. Is that what you saw too?"

"Yep, I think you are right," Bobby nodded in agreement.

Even though Becky thought she must surely look like an idiot as she yelled at the men, with Bobby standing beside her, it only seemed to nearby onlookers as if she was shouting to be heard over the roar of the falls. 

"Wait," She called up to the ghosts as they struggled with the first fifteen feet of the climb, "I need to talk to you. Wait, please."

The last one heard her, but he ignored her warnings and kept following his buddies. 

Once again, the lead climber was two-thirds up the wall with the last man halfway up when the top climber slipped; he fell into the others, knocking them loose one by one. 

Just as Bobby had said when the first one fell, it was like knocking over dominos or bowling pins.

It was heartbreaking to watch it repeatedly. However, once the ghosts were at the bottom again, Bobby and Becky were beside them.

"Listen, I need to talk to you," Becky loudly called out to be heard over the roaring of the falls. 

One turned to look at her and then he called out to his friends, "Listen up! This pretty lady has something to say to us." 

All the ghosts stopped what they were doing and turned to look expectantly at Becky. They muttered among themselves until ghost number one took a few steps toward Becky.

The spokesman, asked, "What is it? We've been out here as long as I can remember and no one has complained before... Why are you complaining now?"

"I'm not complaining," Becky calmly stated. "My brother and I only want to help you."

"Why do we need your help?" he asked with his voice on the verge of hostility.

"Haven't you noticed that you have climbed this rock many times before?" Becky asked.

"What of it? Is it any of your business?"

"Well, you fall every time... and you die," Bobby added. 

Although that wasn't the choice of words that Becky would have used, having a more gentle approach, it was the truth. Ghosts needed to know the truth.

"You're crazy, bro. I'm not dead. We're not dead." He looked around at his companions and hooted. "They think we are dead!" His statement caused the entire group to erupt in loud laughter.

"Yeah, we're just out here doing what we love," another ghost added.

"My name is Becky Tibbs and this is my brother, Bobby. What is your name," she directed the question to the spokesman of the group.

"My name is Alan," he replied, "and this is Stevie, John, Barry, and Markus."

"It is very nice to meet you, all of you. How long have you been climbing the wall?" Becky asked, and from that point, Bobby let her do the talking.

She knew that usually if she could get a ghost to think about the last thing he remembered then the rest of the details would fall into place, including the memory of how he died. 

"I'm not sure," Alan admitted.

"Were you here for some special occasion?" Becky asked.

"Well yeah, the five of us came for our graduation trip. You see, we've known each other for a very long time, actually since Eagle Scouts. Our dream Senior Trip was hiking and rock climbing here in Pisgah National Forest."

"What year did you graduate?" Becky asked next.

"1967," he immediately responded.

"Bobby and I are mediums," Becky set the stage with her response. "So, you've been out here climbing the wall since 1967. That is a very long time."

"No," Alan replied, "Not really."

"Well, it might surprise you to know that we're on vacation. We are out here to celebrate July 4, 2019!"

––––––––
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​Chapter 15
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"2019!" The fivesome shouted in unison. Then their howling laughter resounded, echoing off the rock wall. That wasn't bad enough; each of the men threw a caustic comment at Becky and Bobby.

"You people have lost your mind."

"You interrupted us for some practical joke? Where is your sense of decency?"

"Don't you have anything better to do?"

"Guess I better call Mom to let her know my flight will be delayed... by fifty-two years! Ha-ha-ha!" Markus hollered as he grabbed his sides in hysterical laughter.

"Look, go find someone else to bother. We're just out here doing what we love."

"How many times have you climbed the wall?" Becky asked.

"I don't know... a lot," Alan replied.

"Has anyone else tried to talk to you? Has anyone else even noticed you?" she probed.

"No, but that's what we like about North Carolina. People mind their own darn business."

"If you don't believe me, try to ask anyone else here a question," Becky proposed.

"Now, why would I play into your delusion?"

"Alan, no one else can see you. Even our two companions cannot see you. This is my best friend, Hillary. She can't see you. Try to talk to her and you'll see," Becky coaxed. He hesitated and she added, "Please."

Alan walked over to Hillary and began by saying 'hello.' No response. Next, he waved his hand in front of her face. She didn't blink or acknowledge his presence in any way. He tried again with Patrick, but he got the same results. Still unconvinced, he waded over to one of the families and the father didn't notice him either.

"I don't understand," Alan admitted.

"Ok then, let's start over, Alan," Becky smiled sweetly and began her explanation. "I'm Becky Tibbs and this is my brother, Bobby. We are mediums from Asheville. We see ghosts. We can see you but none of the other people here can see you because you are ghosts."

"That means if we are ghosts, then we are dead," Alan rightly concluded.

"Think back," Becky encouraged. "You were climbing the wall and you got about two-thirds up it when something startled you. What do you remember about that?"

Alan closed his eyes and thought back to the first time he had climbed the wall. Slowly, he relived the event and all of its details were suddenly clear to him. 

He was exhilarated when he reached the halfway point on the wall. He knew they were going to do it; they were going to make it to the top, just like they had always dreamed of doing. 

He kept climbing and it felt easy enough, but at that point, he got cocky. He saw the victory ahead and stopped paying enough attention to what he was doing. He was only thinking about making it to the top. 

At his next handhold, he grabbed something that slithered. It was wet and slimy. It startled him so much that he lost his grip. He slipped, and then fell; his stupid move knocked all the others off the wall and down with him.

"I killed everyone," Alan gasped. "I made an idiot move and I killed my four best friends. Oh my God! I killed them all!" He turned to look at his comrades and continued to apologize, "Guys, this is my fault. I grabbed hold of something up there that scared the crap out of me then I slipped and fell. I killed us all."

"Hey man, is this for real? Are we really dead?" Markus asked but he didn't seem to hold any blame toward Alan.

"We have been out here for a long time," Alan slowly admitted, "I remember now. I remember what I did and what happened after that but I don't understand. Why? Why did we keep doing it? Why didn't we go home or somewhere else?"

The five men crowded around Becky and Bobby. They truly wanted some answers. Lucky for them, Becky had plenty.

By the time Becky and Bobby had finished explaining things to the ghosts and crossing them over, it was evening. Everyone was exhausted. 

When they returned to Key Falls Inn, Becky and Patrick were so tired they flopped across the bed in their clothes and quickly fell asleep in each other's arms. 

Bobby and Hillary did the same.
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The next morning, Patrick woke up first. He gently hugged Becky close for a few moments being careful not to wake her. She had tossed and turned in her sleep for most of the night and he was a little worried about her. 

He couldn't help wondering if she'd had bad dreams. What else could have made her so restless? He watched her sleep for a while longer and then whispered in her ear, "I don't know about you, but I could use a hot shower and a big, big, mighty big breakfast."

Becky opened her eyes and smiled at him.

Patrick kissed her lightly on the cheek and asked, "Are you hungry too?"

"Starving, but I need a shower first and some clean clothes. Let's hit it before Bobby and Hillary beat us to it." 

Patrick knew she was right. First come, first served. 

She grinned and rolled off the bed still holding onto his hands and pulling him with her. They showered, put on clean clothes, and tip-toed out of the room so as not to disturb Bobby and Hillary. 

"The B&B has a nice breakfast," Patrick advised once they were in the hallway. "Those two can afford to sleep a little longer but I have to eat something now. Ready?"

Becky nodded and followed Patrick downstairs to the dining room. Breakfast was served as a buffet but it had everything anyone could want for a morning meal. 

After they fixed their plates and were seated, Patrick asked, "Did you sleep all right last night?"

"I think so. Why did I toss and turn a lot?"

"You were restless," he replied.

"What is on the agenda today?" Becky asked, but Patrick had a feeling she just didn't want to talk about the things that had disturbed her sleep.

"Since we are so close to Coontree Recreational Park, it would be a shame to pass it up. It has the best swimming hole around. Besides, we can't check into our campsite until this afternoon, after two o'clock. Do you feel up to it?"

"Honey, this is only day two of our vacation," Becky replied and then hesitated. She looked down at her hands and concentrated on her nails. She was worried that Patrick regretted bringing her on this trip.

"What is it, Becky. You know you can tell me anything." He took her hands in his to get her complete attention and lovingly gazed into her eyes.

"Well, I haven't been to this area the entire time I've been a medium. I'm just wondering how many more ghosts we will encounter. I've heard that any number of people, young adults and teens mostly, fall to their deaths each year at these waterfalls. Last time I checked, over two dozen had died in this area due to waterfall-related accidents. I am sure there are hikers and others who have also died in the wilderness. If that's true, we could spend our entire vacation helping ghosts."

Becky hesitated again and Patrick waited for her to gather her thoughts and put them into words. He wondered if this was the real reason that she had been agitated in her sleep. 

After a few more moments, she said, "This vacation was supposed to be a time away from all that... we were supposed to be getting away from all the many things that interrupt our lives. Now, it feels like a working vacation for both of us. You had to deal with the Hendersonville Police Department about Ashton, the first ghost. Now, you have a list of five names to check into when you get back... This has just turned out to be more than either of us imagined. Are you upset with me? Do you regret bringing me on this trip with you?"

"Oh Becky, I could never be upset with you. You must do whatever you were meant to do and stop worrying about me. I am just happy to be along for the ride. Don't you know how proud I am? I wouldn't have things any other way and I would never try to interfere with what you do best – helping ghosts."

His answer satisfied Becky and they finished eating their breakfast with normal chitchat.

After the dining room emptied, Patrick and Becky lingered over more coffee. Before they finished the final cup, Hillary and Bobby came in.

"We were hungry too, you know," Bobby grumbled. "You could have gotten us up before you headed down to breakfast."

"Shut up," Hills laughed. "Get your breakfast before they close down the buffet. You can gripe about it later." She gently patted Bobby's shoulder and laughed again to soften the blow. He finally smiled and followed her to the buffet setup. After filling their plates with scrambled eggs, biscuits and gravy, hash browns, and several servings of bacon and sausage, they returned to the table where Becky and Patrick waited.

Neither Bobby nor Hillary said a word for the first few minutes as they ravenously gobbled down the food. Finally, feeling human again, Hills admitted, "Being out here in the wild certainly boosts the appetite. We need to remember to eat more often."

"We were really hungry too," Becky admitted.

"Tell me, Patrick, what's on the agenda for today?" Hillary asked.

"We're headed to Coontree Recreational Park. There is a high cliff that Patrick wants to share with us. Tell them, Honey," Becky replied instead. 

Then, before Patrick could get a word in edgewise Bobby cut in, "I've been there. It's great and you girls are going to love it. Yeah, let's do that next." 

It was obvious by now that Bobby was back to his normally good-natured self after making things right with Hillary and getting a large portion of warm food in his belly. 

"Sounds good to me," Hills commented.

"Still, I'm wondering if we are ever going to get to our campsite. Are we, Patrick?" Bobby asked.

"We'll get there," Patrick reassured. "After a dip in the pool at Coontree, we're headed to DuPont National Forest to set up our tents. After that, it's hiking the trails, swimming, fishing, and on up to see High Falls, Triple Falls, and Hooker Falls."

"Great!" Bobby agreed with a huge grin. "Glad that is settled. Now, let's get out of here!" As an afterthought, he stuffed a fat sausage into his mouth and added two more to a napkin. Then, with his mouth full, he garbled, "For the road!" 
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They arrived at Coontree Recreational Park's picnic and swimming hole around eleven that morning. There was still plenty of parking available and they didn't need any supplies to carry with them since they were only there to swim. 

A trail led through the tree-lined path and then opened out to reveal a nice picnic area on the right. It had several tables and benches, a bathhouse with showers and toilets, and a flat area to spread out blankets or lawn chairs. There was a similar area on the left but it did not have a bathhouse.

Several families with small children waded in the shallow water that was an offshoot of the Davidson River. More families were situated around the shallows on blankets or sitting in lawn chairs as they watched their young boys and girls take turns jumping off the cliff.

Bobby led the way across the knee-deep wading area until the water became deeper. They swam across the deepest part and got out near a different path that angled up the side of the cliff. Some young boys were already on top of the cliff and they ran screaming to the edge before jumping in and yelling the entire way down. 

It was about a twenty-foot drop.

"Are you game, Becky?" Patrick asked as he pointed to the steep clay path that led to the top of the cliff.

Bobby and Hillary were already climbing it while several adolescent boys streaked past them. Their wet feet from the wading area trampled the path making the clay even slicker. Soon, everyone would have to make their way up it on hands and feet by clinging to roots and pulling themselves up.

Patrick and Becky got to the top in time to see Bobby and Hillary jump. When it was Becky's turn, the drop looked more intimidating and seemed higher than she had anticipated. Surely it was more like thirty or forty feet. Her breath caught in her throat and she stopped to peer over the side. 

That was the worst thing to do.

By then, Bobby and Hillary had already swum across the pool and back to the path. A line was forming behind Becky and Patrick. He waited for her. 

Becky tried to gather her courage. Finally, she backed up and took another run at the edge, but then she hesitated a second time. 

Now, people began to shout, "Jump. Jump. Jump."

Bobby jumped the line in front of Becky and did a cannonball off the edge. He yelled all the way down and even though his antics were meant to encourage her, they didn't. Becky was still hesitant. Hillary waited until he was out of the way before she jumped in behind him.

Now, more people were shouting at Becky to jump. Some even began to jeer, "Come on! Either jump or get off the darn cliff. You're holding up the line, lady! Don't be a sissy!"

Patrick looked closely at Becky before asking, "Are you sure you are game for this? You don't have to do it. To hell with those people down there. If you notice, they're down there and not up here."

Becky didn't answer. She ran forward and jumped!

She jumped in feet first, and as both Patrick and Bobby had advised, she tucked her knees to her chest on the way down. She went in so fast and dropped so deep her butt hit the bottom; she was surprised. She had no idea that the pool was that deep! She rolled out of her knees-tucked position and when her feet finally touched the bottom, she kicked off to return to the surface.

Patrick waited until he could see her come up and then he jumped too. After she surfaced, Becky agreed that it was thrilling, but once was enough for her. 

While Bobby, Hillary, and Patrick took several turns, Becky waited at the picnic area with Rings and Prissy and took pictures.

After everyone had their fill of the swimming hole, they continued to DuPont Forest where they would set up a base camp and stay for the remainder of their vacation.

They finally reached the reception center for their camping spot in DuPont National Forest around three that afternoon and it was a good time to check in since the lines were not yet long and the normal check-in time was from 2 to 7 pm. 

After they got checked in, they were given a site map of the camping area. They found their campsite which was one of the Stellar Tent Sites that would allow them to set up both tents. It was the last one and nestled in a thicket of underbrush and surrounding trees.

The campsite felt like utter wilderness to Becky since it was a full 200-yard walk into the forest to get to it. True, it was a gentle downhill stroll, but when surrounded by the stillness of the ancient woods and the noisy chittering of birds and insects, it felt like they had stepped back in time.

Their campsite was literally carved out of the forest. Those who prepared it had left as much underbrush and as many trees as possible to give it that isolated feeling. There were two mulched tent pads ready for their tents, a picnic table, and a fire ring/grill. Even so, as nice as it was when she looked around her, Becky felt a chill shiver down her spine.
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Was it a foreboding or was it just fatigue?

After they had found their spot and knew where they were located, they all returned to the truck to unload their gear. By courtesy, wheelbarrows were provided as luggage carts to assist campers in getting set up as easily, quietly, and quickly as possible. Once loaded down, Bobby and Patrick wrestled the equipment-loaded wheelbarrows back down the path and returned to their campsite. While Becky and Hillary put away supplies, the men went back for another load. It took two trips using both wheelbarrows to get all their equipment to the campsite.

The quietness of the forest was suddenly disrupted when Hills joyfully squealed. She had unpacked their three-inch flat tent bag and tossed its contents into the air. One of the newer, pop-up models, the two-man tent immediately sprang into shape. 

"Look, look," she continued to shrill, "it unfolded exactly like the video said it would. How cool is that?"

And, presto! Their accommodations were ready. All they had to do was anchor the four corners and fill the tent with their sleeping bags and personal items. 

On the other hand, it took all four of them to set up Patrick's four-man tent. It was the old fashion kind with the arced poles that had to be threaded through the built-in tent sleeves. 

"Why did you go old-school, Patrick?" Hills asked. "I mean, there are so many tent options now."

"Not only that, but I bet this one sleeps five. Why'd you have to go for such a big tent?" Bobby asked. "All of us could sleep in this monster."

"I thought we would need the larger size for our gear and to accommodate us and the pets," Patrick good-naturedly replied. "I'm sure Rings will want to sleep with Prissy... and Prissy never gets far from Becky's side."

"I like it," Becky said as she stood back to admire the completed work. "Now, what are we having for dinner?"

"Bobby and I are going fishing as soon as we get our tent organized," Hillary announced. "With any luck, we'll have a few fish to add to the grill when we get back."

After Patrick had everything unloaded and put away in their tent, he and Becky pushed the wheelbarrows back to the camp station so that others could use them if they needed to. On the way back he said, "At Bobby's insistence, we have to cook steaks for dinner tonight. You know, he wants to make sure Hillary gets to eat her 'big meats.' If we are lucky and Hills and Bobby do catch some fish, we could have surf and turf on the grill. How does that sound?"

"Delightful!" Becky replied with a yawn.

"Babe, I'm a little worried about you. You look really tired. You didn't sleep well last night and now with all the swimming and working hard to put up our lodging, well, are you all right?" he asked.

"I'm ok. It's just that I had a lot of dreams," Becky confided, "so no, I did not sleep as well as I would have liked."

"Rings is off with Bobby and Hillary. Why don't you climb into the tent with Prissy and get some rest? The sun will soon set so I'll set up the grill while we wait for Bobby and Hills to return with their catch," he offered.

Becky nodded and gave him a sweet kiss before she disappeared inside the tent. She was weary and stretched out on her sleeping bag with Prissy close beside her. She dozed off but was startled awake when Marty Smith entered her dreams once again. 

It was the same one she'd had the night before and in the dream, Marty was a ghost... and not a very nice one. But then again, he was not very nice when alive either.

The delicious aroma of grilled steak and trout teased her appetite, reminding Becky that she was on a genuine vacation with the man she loved and her two best friends, Bobby and Hillary. She opened the tent flap and looked outside.
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