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In the beginning there was Father God. At least that’s what the bible tells us. I don’t know, I wasn’t there. But what it doesn’t tell us is there was also Mother. The essence of nature and the universe, she pulled nature from her womb to wrap the strong earth that God had made. Can you imagine that? Ripping nature right out of your taint? Then God made a son, Adam. So, mother made a daughter, Lilith.

Maybe it was a pissing contest. Maybe they were bored and lonely. And while Adam was captivated by Lilith’s beauty, she had a way with nature and found no interest in him. It was then God made Eve. And for a time, life was good. Then Lucifer took the form of a serpent and moved in. Can you imagine living with a big ass snake in your home? Although this was way before people began to fear them. And since he was an Angel, he was beautiful. Unfathomably so. Lilith found companionship in the serpent, but Eve was also drawn to him and his sly tongue. For no one had asked her if she loved Adam. She was made from him, for him. She’d had no choice. And she was jealous of Lilith in that regard.

So, it hadn’t been hard for Lucifer to convince Eve to defy God and Adam was powerless to resist her as all straight men are powerless among gorgeous women. What I can’t figure out is why they were ashamed of their nakedness. Own that shit. Anyway, God got pissed and threw his creations out. Then he hid the garden from even Mother herself. For centuries, his children have looked for it and romanticized it. Except for one. Meleficent. 

Whatever happened to the garden of Eden was a question Meleficent had never asked and if you'd told her by the end of the week, she'd be looking for it she'd have laughed. She didn't much care for God or the Devil and was at that very moment cursing them both for giving her life and unnatural gifts. The coupling of the two had led to her current alcohol problems.

Her mouth tasted stale, her teeth were fuzzy, and her head was starting to pound. The bar top was sticky under her face and her arms hung slack at her sides as late morning sunlight filtered through bent and broken window shades into her eyes. A nasty headache was snaking behind her left eye, but she was still riding her buzz. She felt mildly okay, though she knew soon she wouldn’t. Something was always trying to ruin her buzz. She almost tensed in preparation for it.

Just at that moment, Cindy Galloway poked Meleficent hesitantly in the shoulder. “Excuse me,” Cindy said. “Are you the . . . the uh . . . the dick medium?”

Cindy had a problem she believed only Meleficent could help her with. A problem she was loathed to talk about. A rather funny problem if you weren’t Cindy.

“It's the medium dick,” Meleficent said as she peeled her face off the rough bar and rubbed her cheek. She was sure she'd left half of her skin cells on the gnarled surface. 

Despite her irritable personality, she had a slim sense of humor. 

Meleficent stretched with a yawn and Cindy waved a thin bony hand in front of her face to fan the fumes coming out of Meleficent's mouth. Meleficent had spent the night in the bar and her hygiene had deteriorated with every corpse reviver number two she'd drunk. And it hadn’t been great to start with.

“So, you're Melef—”

“Mele will do.”

Meleficent hated her name. Once Upon a time her parents had loved it and graced their raven-haired daughter with it after their love of Disney. Sadly, they couldn't spell, and their love of the name had dissipated when they'd discovered what a freak she was. Mele smacked the bar twice with her hand then patted down her front looking for a pack of cigarettes. When she found one, it was empty, and she tossed it on the counter.

The owner and bartender, Dunkirk set a drink in front of Mele. His establishment wasn't even open for several more hours, but most nights he couldn't get Mele to leave. She was a permanent fixture at the end of his bar. He wasn't sure why he continued to serve her. She was mad as a march hare, but he'd inherited her with the bar and his father had always insisted he keep her in absinthe. And while she never paid her substantial tab, she also never got in any fights. Unlike his paying regulars. She’d almost become part of the furnishings.

Mele took a drink and spit. "What the shit is this?"

“A jaded lady. Appropriate, no?” Dunkirk said.

“I'm no lady,” Mele said before chucking the glass at his head.

Dunkirk ducked and the cup slammed into the mirror behind the bar shattering it. “You're going to pay for that Mel.”

Accustomed to being ignored, Cindy had stood there quietly, but the sense of urgency that had brought her to the bar started to nag at her. “I've got a problem with a ghost.”

Mele turned her attention to Cindy standing to her left. "Why, is it your stylist?" she asked as she wrinkled her nose in disgust. Cindy was wearing high waisted slacks with a gaudily patterned button down tucked into them. Her hair was yanked back into a severe bun making her look perpetually perturbed. Though Mele didn’t really have room to talk. She was wearing a sweat soaked band tee with burn holes in it and ripped black jeans. The sole of her left shoe was loose and flapped when she walked. And while I’m at it, Dunkirk was dressed a tad hipster, but cute.

“Do you always insult potential clients?” Cindy asked.

“Insulting people is what I do.” She’d been told it was a defense mechanism by her therapist. But she never listened to her which is why she was still fucked up. Probably.

“I was told insulting the dead is what you do.”

As if the dead didn't have enough problems, what with the whole dead thing, they'd all heard about the medium dick. And every ghost thought they could handle her insults, but so far none had.

“I do that too. For a price.”

“Whatever she's willing to pay, Mel, take it,” Dunkirk said.

Dunkirk had never believed in ghosts, but he'd seen a lot of people come into his bar searching for the medium dick. Her business cards bore the address of the bar, leading him to believe Mel was homeless. Dunkirk and his late father had quarreled over her disgusting presence in the bar on more than one occasion, but his father had insisted they keep her around.

“Calm your tits Durrkirk. I'll get you a mirror.” Mele had always found Dunkirk to be quite boorish and stupid.

“My mirror is beside the point.”

Several years prior to the passing of Dunkirk's father, Mele had helped him rid the bar of a ghost. In return he'd given her free drinks for life. His ghost was roaming the bar and Mele often sought his advice on life. And to freak out Dunkirk she spoke to his father in front of him. She found it rather sad Dunkirk couldn’t see the father he loved so much. His father, who had bled out from a bottle wound on the floor behind Mele. Since he’d died in the bar, his ghost had gotten trapped inside the salt lines she’d laid to keep other ghosts out.

“Ma'am, I don't dabble with the dead anymore,” Mele said. “Now if you'll excuse me, I need to find a job.”

Mele had never held down a non-paranormal job for long and removing unwanted ghosts never paid her what she thought it ought to. In truth, Dunkirk's thought that she was homeless was not far off. Mele walked past the woman, content in her decision not to help. No one had ever helped her with her ghost problems.

“Please, you don't understand. Everyone thinks I'm crazy. No one else will help me.”

Indeed, at first, Cindy thought she herself was crazy. She had never believed in ghosts until now. But what she didn't realize was that Meleficent did understand. And every time she heard someone's plea for help; she remembered the first time she'd encountered a ghost.

Meleficent had been five at the time. Her parents had laughed it off at first, but as she'd persisted, their laughter had turned to fear, and their fear had cost them their daughters love.

Mele sighed and stopped walking. "Two thousand dollars, cash up front." Mele was tired of doing work and not getting paid because her clients chose to stop believing in ghosts the minute it was out of their house.

“That's outrageous,” Cindy said.

“Good luck with your problem. I know an excellent ghost therapist if you need a recommendation,” Mele said as she walked toward the door and slipped earbuds in her ears. Mele smiled in contentment as the thick silence enveloped her. She pulled shades out of her greasy blond hair and stepped over the salt line she'd helped Dunkirk's father infuse into the concrete, and the late morning sun wrapped around her.

The shades were a necessity she'd long decided on so ghosts didn't know she could see them. Just like the earbuds kept her from hearing them. Mele zipped up her jacket against the chill of death as the waiting ghosts billowed around her like a cloak. Once she got them out of their abodes, they followed her. Just another reason she hated the dead. Didn't they have lives? Things they could be doing besides haunting her.

Mele felt a shove and she stumbled, overcorrected, and sat down hard. The rough pavement slapped her ass and pain shot up her spine into her skull. Her head spun and her stomach threatened to heave up the liquid sloshing inside of it.

The lady standing over Mele had once been a client of hers. The woman had come to Mele at her wits end with a wailing ghost in her new house. After Mele had gotten the ghost out of the house, the woman had refused to pay Mele, saying she didn't believe in ghosts. So Mele had scattered the salt line she'd been using to keep the ghost out.

“What the fuck,” Mele said as she removed an earbud.

“You son of a bitch,” the lady said stabbing a perfectly manicured finger in Mele's face. “You removed the salt line, didn't you.?”

“I'm sure I don't know what you're talking about.” Mele had told this particular lie one hundred thirty-two times. “But if ghosts aren't real then salt is just for cooking.”

“I want that ghost gone.” The woman stomped her foot and shook with rage. Since the weeping ladies return to her house, she'd flooded the abode and ruined the floors. The woman refused to tell Mele that. She had the distinct impression the guttersnipe would laugh at her.

The lady wasn’t wrong. Mele found her misfortune very funny. It was one of the only things that gave her joy. “You want her gone, and I want money,” Mele said with a smile and started to put her earbud back in.

The woman slapped her hand. “Bitch.”

The earbud flew out of Mele's hand, bounced across the concrete, and plunked into a storm drain. Mele scrambled to the drain and tried to see through the grate. A deep darkness stared back at her. “Fuck me,” Mele said as her head drooped. She couldn't live without her earbuds.

“Trash,” the woman spat before stomping away.

Mele didn't respond to the insult. She'd been called worse, and by her own parents. But she did lament the loss of her earbud. They were expensive and she could only get them one place.

“Why does everyone hate you, Mel?”

The question was posed by the youngest ghost Mele had ever convinced to leave its home, and perhaps the only ghost she hadn't been a dick to. Wooster Mansfield was going to be seven years old forever. Or until the Grim Reaper could be convinced to do his job. And the outfit Wooster had died in was terrible, nay atrocious. A multicolor spinner hat was on his head and suspenders held up his shorts which stopped an inch above knee high socks. Life had been cruel, enough to Wooster, Mele couldn't bring herself to be as well.

“Norton take the boy home while I go to Trixie's Cauldron for new earplugs.” Mele addressed the first ghost she'd ever got out of a house. Her childhood home. Mele hadn’t had to talk Norton out of the house. He’d stayed as her companion until she’d been old enough to leave without her parents reporting her as a runaway. For years he’d been her only friend, and he’d followed her out of the house.

Norton Wadsworth looked like the monopoly man and had a British accent which Mele had grown to find annoying, but he looked after Wooster. He mumbled under his breath as he motioned the young ghost to escape the horde following Mele. Norton had once looked out for Mele like he now looked out for Wooster. He'd been the first ghost she'd ever seen and when she'd told her parents, they hadn't taken it well. His mere existence on this plane had started her hell. Perhaps that was why she’d grown to despise him.

Norton had lived several years in silence. Melancholy over his death and the Grim Reapers refusal to ferry him on. And then the couple who had bought his home had the most beautiful twin girls. One with black hair and one with blonde. Their mother thought she was clever naming the blonde Sunshine and the raven haired one Meleficent. And then one day Sunshine began to speak about him. Their parents had then switched the girl’s names and now feared the one called Meleficent.

Mele brought a chill with her as she walked down the cracked sidewalk, the ghosts making a wake behind her. Shop windows frosted over as she passed. As she weaved around pedestrians their breath came out in steamy puffs, and they shivered. If Mele stood still for too long, windows shattered from the cold. Kids in school had been cruel, calling her Mr. Freeze and singing Mr. Heatmiser by Big Bad Voodoo Daddy when she passed.

Mele entered Trixie's Cauldron, glass crunching under her feet. The front door was hanging off its hinges and the hedge-witch was sweeping up the mess. When she noticed Mele she glared at the ghosts, and they stopped outside the broken salt lines. Trixie didn't have anything against the dead; she just had a giant mess to clean up without Mele's haters making it worse.

“What's that smell?” Mele asked as she wrinkled her nose. Something she couldn't quite place shifted under the usual smell of incense and herbs.

“Who knows?” Trixie in fact knew. It was the smell of powerful magic. A smell she’d known quite intimately a very long time ago. It had been centuries since she’d smelled it. Trixie had been stripped of her power and hadn’t smelled it since.

“And what's this?” Mele asked, sticking her fingers in a mucous substance coating the shop.

“I hope eggs.”

Mele flicked her hand, and the goo flew from her fingers. “Anyway I . . . uh . . . lost one of my earbuds just now. Do you happen to have another set?”

Trixie laughed. “You show me money, and I'll make you new earplugs.”

“Trixie, you know I'm good for it.”

“I know you still owe me money for the last set. Get a job Mel.”

Trixie had known Mel for many years and considered her a friend. Perhaps the only friend Mel had. But the things Mel needed required time and energy to make. Time Trixie no longer had. The magic used in her shop had been used to steal priceless family heirlooms she’d been guarding.

The headache that had started in Mele's left eye had now spread across her forehead into her right. Mele rubbed the bridge of her nose wishing she'd asked Dunkirk for Absinthe to go. She needed new earplugs lickity-split and there was only one place she could get the money.

Mele left Trixie's cauldron, her feet dragging because as much as she needed new ear plugs, she didn't want to ask for help. Not even from the only person who cared enough about her. Her twin, Sunshine.

While Mele's ability to see the dead had manifested early, Sunshine's hadn't presented itself until much later. When it did, Mele had done her best to keep it from others. Eventually Sunshine had gone against Mele's advice and told their parents. Instead of shunning Sunshine as they had Mele, they had blamed Mele for tainting their Sunshine.

Despite Mele’s efforts, Sunshine had grown up to become a ghost therapist. As it turned out, ghosts are unhappy being dead and wished they could be suicidal about it. Sunshine had set up her practice in an abandoned building, ironically named Sunshine's daycare. Although the property was far from Sunny with its flickering lights and groaning frozen pipes. Sunny even had a few human clients who had had bad experiences with ghosts and paid Sunny actual money to talk about it.

Mele stormed inside, her shoes muted on the soggy carpet, perpetually wet from a leaky roof. She ignored the waiting room full of ghosts and barged into the session between Sunny and the Grim Reaper.

The Reaper jumped to his feet at her entrance. “Jesus Mel, you can't just come in here.”

“Mel, we've been through this,” Sunny said.

“Fuck off Grim. Sunny, I need five hundred dollars.”

Sunshine sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose. “I can't keep doing this Mel. I won't help you drink yourself to death.”

“My name is Graham, damnit.”

“You don't need therapy reaper. You need to do your fucking job.”

The ghosts following Mele had stopped in the waiting room. They respected Sunshine and her practice. Some of them looked eager, hoping the Grim Reaper would give them peace.

Graham's fists clenched. “No.”

“If you'd do your job, I wouldn't be plagued by this madness and wouldn't need to drink. Sunny make him do his job.”

“You're plagued by this madness because you're a dick,” Graham said.

God damn how the Grim Reaper hated Meleficent. Had he not taken a vow to never reap again, he might have ended her. But death was too good for Mele. She deserved to suffer for the way she used Sunshine.

Sunshine tucked her black hair behind an ear, took her throw blanket off then set it aside as she stood and took Mele's arm. “Go home Mel. Sleep it off.”

Mele looked into Sunny's eyes. Eyes she wished she could see with, but Mele no longer saw the good in others. “It's not for liquor Sunny. It's for new earplugs. I lost one. I'll go crazy without them Sunny. Please.”

Sunshine's shoulders slumped. She was a sucker for someone in need. Especially her alcoholic twin. She thought she could save her and the world. “I'll see what I can do.”

Mele covered Sunny's hand with hers. “I appreciate it.” Mele hated preying on Sunny’s weakness for lost causes, but she was desperate.

“Go home Mel. Get some rest.”

Mele smiled at her. “There's no rest for the wicked,” she said as she patted Sunny's hand before wading back through the ghosts.

Sunshine wanted to help Mel, but she didn't know how. Mel had always looked out for Sunny, and she was grateful because she didn't want to be anything like Mel.

Mele was in the process of exiting the building when she collided with someone physical and she felt her glasses slide out of her hair and clatter on the sidewalk. Annoyed, she bent to retrieve them. As she put them on her face, a lens popped out.

“Fuck me,” she said with a huff.

“Uh . . . uh . . . medium dick. I am sorry to bother you, but I really need this ghost out of me,” Cindy said.

“Out of you? As in possession?”

“Yes.”

“See a priest. There's a church just up the way,” Mele said pointing up the street. “I don't do exorcisms.” In fact, they gave Mele the creeps. She’d had too many of her own.

“You don't understand,” Cindy said.

“I don't need to,” Mele said before brushing past her and heading the opposite direction of the church. Mele didn't want to understand Cindy's problem. It's why she had Trixie weave iron into her clothing.

Cindy needed someone to understand her problem. It was most delicate and embarrassing. So, embarrassing she was loathe to talk about it. Cindy is what most would call prudish. Her ghost was extreme in the other direction. Cindy felt dirty having her inside her.

Mele walked down street after street not caring where she was or what they were called. She had nowhere to be, nothing to do, and no one to care. As she walked, she passed by the cathedral her parents had taken her to as a small child to be exorcised on numerous occasions.
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