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To Hell And Back

I hated working in
the daylight. Not because the sunlight burned ghosts. Quite the
opposite, in fact: I couldn't feel the heat, and the bright light
washed me out, leaving me invisible.

Do you know how annoying it is when the
living stopped stepping around you, and instead, stepped
through you? I swore my intestines had started dancing on
their own, a sloshing, gurgling feeling that left me seasick.

However, I had a job to do and a wealthy
client to please. I was following her canny bastard of a husband.
He had just enough knack or luck to keep losing me.

First, I waited for him downtown, outside of
his office building. The day would have been beautiful, if I'd been
alive and able to enjoy it. Fall tinted the air cool and crisp, and
the trees still held onto their burning colors. I could see ghosts
better than the living, but I only saw two others the entire time I
waited. They were all sensibly sleeping through the day, waiting
until evening to rise.

The bastard showed up at noon, when the
living filled the streets as if a bell had sounded, releasing them
all from their pens. I struggled against the tide to chase him, the
number of arms, legs and shoulders passing through me disorienting.
I overshot where he'd turned off and raced back, only to find him
stepping onto the only light rail car that wasn't Fixed, that is,
dragged somewhere between the Seen and Unseen worlds, so that I and
my fellow ghosts could interact with it, not pass directly through
it. Luckily, I got on the next one, close to the door, so I could
watch and make sure he didn't slip by me again.

He got off at the University, and I was able
to follow him directly for at least a street. Students walked in
gaggles, not droves, so I was able to step around them, and only
got a backpack swung through my shoulder for my effort.

Of course, my own luck didn't last.

He met his lover at a seedy motel, just off
45th. It had classic architecture, with two levels of rooms and a
walkway facing the parking lot. The building itself was stained
amber, and neon palm trees surrounded the welcome sign, as if they
were following a southwestern theme. She was already waiting for
him, and hid behind the door as she opened it, not that I was in
place or ready with Betsy, my camera.

The habits of the living died hard. You
didn't start acting like a ghost immediately after you died. It
took time. For me, it took at least twenty minutes before I
remembered that I didn't need for them to open a door for me to
enter a room.

I could go through the wall.

Since I wasn't collecting evidence for a
court case, but just for my client, the bastard's poor wife, it
didn't matter how I got it, illegally or not.

The bastard's luck proved stronger than mine,
though. The motel had been built in the '50's, when lead paint was
still de rigueur. The room was effectively Sealed
against my kind.

I walked back out to the parking lot. At
least it was quiet, no one passing through me. But I was bored. I'd
always been bored on stakeouts when I'd been alive, and working as
a detective. But at least then I had convenience store coffee and
stale donuts to distract me.

Finally it occurred to me that I might be
able to catch them in the act if I could just get them to open the
door.

I weighed the two artifacts in my pocket—a
sliver of clear, green glass, as well as a small stone. They were
found artifacts, each with a spark of energy or Heaven or
something that carried them out of the Seen and into the
Unseen world, tiny pieces that ghosts as well as the living could
touch. I didn't want to lose them.

I also didn't want to lose my client.

With a practiced throw I hurled them against
the hotel door, one after another. Each gave a satisfying
thud, sounding as if someone had just knocked twice.

The bastard opened the door sooner than I'd
expected. Fortunately, I was ready and got the perfect long shot,
him with his tie still undone, her, still rumpled and naked in
bed.

"What do you want?" he demanded.

I quickly looked around. He couldn't have
been addressing me. I stood in full sunlight. None of the living
should have been able to see me.

He turned his head, following another being.
I snapped as many shots as I could as the thing ambled off. It
looked something like a ghost, but faded, as if not even here in
this world. Even I had problems seeing it.
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