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A Ghost by the Eel
River


Chapter 1

Scott James spent three long painful
years yearning for the past that kept him from his beloved Northern
California Eel River vacation home. The Eel River was a place where
he and his late partner Bill Waite stayed throughout their years
together, but now those days together were gone like they never
even existed.

Killed in a fiery car crash while away
on a quick business trip, Bill left everyone reeling with his
untimely and tragic death. Friends and family were numb as they
tried to comfort Scott but were unable to break through his intense
grief.

As the initial shock was lessening with
time, Scott barely lived and mourned in solitary hell for Bill, not
ever venturing far from his sprawling comfortable but lonely
Arizona desert home.

The first year after Bill’s death was
an overload of lawyers and details, keeping Scott busy resolving
their mutual financial affairs and setting Bill’s complicated
estate. Then late in the same terrible year, another unforeseen
event shook his life when his close friend beloved mother died
unexpectedly. It was an event that left him truly bereft, alone,
and with no one close.

As the time dragged on, he no longer
had any interest in life outside his thick walls surrounding the
exquisite compound. Almost daily during the last year, his thoughts
drifted back to the often-visited gorgeous Redwoods rustic cabin,
located next to the gorgeous and peaceful Eel River.

However compelling, those wistful
thoughts only heightened his grieving for Bill, hurting him deeply,
and so he could never bring himself to return to the comfort and
solace he desperately realized was waiting for him
there.

For Scott, Bill had been the first and
only man he had ever loved, and they were together for well over a
two decades. Each new day he steeled himself, refusing to never
again risk the shock and the pain that follows when tragically
losing someone.

Every time he thought of Bill, he
vividly relived that brutal horrific day when his truly special man
and only love was so brutally torn out of his life, now to the
point of forgetting the wonderful, good times they shared
together.

With the passing of time, eventually
several of his well-meaning and deeply concerned friends tried to
introduce him to other great single men. So persistent at times,
they were almost to the point of hounding him in their
frustration.

It pained them to see their lost and
lonely friend refuse to find the companionship and happiness he
deserved, and finally to break free of his self-imposed prison, to
move on with his life.

Even though some were truly wonderful
and interesting men, nevertheless it was always the same story, and
they soon found they could not compete with Bill’s memory. In each
case, they eventually gave up trying to contend with a ghost and
memories and would soon quit calling him.

One quiet night, several weeks after
the last guy gave up, Scott had awoken from a very realistic and
all too frequent realistic and bad dream. Awoken, and feeling
distraught, he finally realized that he had no choice, and then
decided to soon leave for California and face his fears
alone.

In that dream, he’d been back at the
small cabin with Bill, who had walked with him out to the shore of
the lazy Eel River. He saw, as was familiar so many times before,
the setting was tranquil and comforting in the dreamy late morning
sun, as it had been hundreds of times in their past
visits.

In this dream, he repeated the scene
he’d lived over and over in his mind and spoke to Bill with a
sudden futile hope, that maybe this time he would not be
disappointed, and Bill would finally stay with him.

“Bill, are here or am I
imagining you are here again tonight and will stay with me?” Scott
questioned.

In his heart he knew even in his
dreaming state, that this wish could never ever be real for
him.

Unlike other dreams, Bill stopped
walking, and turned to Scott, taking him by the shoulders while
looking sadly into his beautiful longing eyes.

“I’m only back in your
dreams again Scott and cannot find peace. We both know in our
hearts that now is the time for you to move on with your own life,
as I too must move on. I can’t be truly at peace knowing how sad
and stuck you are by refusing to live,” Bill tenderly told him,
pulling him close.

He reached for Scott’s hand again as
they started slowly walking along the familiar edge of the tranquil
Eel River.

In shock, Scott pulled his hand away
and answered him in a voice laced with sudden
desperation.

“I don’t want to live
without you Bill, there is no one else for me, you were the only
man I ever loved and who ever loved me,” he returned, sounding
pathetic even to his own despairing ears.

His tears were threatening to spill as
he whispered to him, clinging to him in his dream, his voice laced
with desperation.

Bill turned to smile sadly at him,
shaking his head unhappily, before he responded. He reached up to
softly touch Scott’s tear stained face.

“Your life is here Scott and
there is no choice in that. We’ll meet again when the time is
right, but until that distant moment, you must get on with your
life and try to be happy again, for me.”

Scott looked at him with all hope
draining from his face, knowing his worst fears were
true.

“I can’t Bill, without you I
can’t ever be happy, and I don’t want to live,” he told him and
then started to cry in Bill’s arms.

In his dream, Bill tenderly held him
and stroked his back, gently kissing his tear stained
cheek.

“I know you don’t see it
happening, but you will if you open your heart again, but I can’t
do that for you. I’ve got to leave you for now, but I’ll be nearby
so please listen and try to hear me and what I will say to you.
Live again Scott, do it for me, I’ll always love you,” Bill told
him and then started to gradually fade away.

Scott looked up in panic, frozen in his
place as he watched him steadily disappear from his
sight.

“Please don’t leave me alone
again Bill,” he begged in misery, and tried reaching out for him
but his arms would not move. Bill looked caringly into his eyes
watching him as his image faded.

“Remember what I told you
Scott, and love me by living your life,” he whispered wretchedly,
and then he was gone.

It seemed like a long time but was only
seconds later when Scott awoke from his dream, his pillow wet with
tears, before suddenly sitting up, still dazed and confused by the
most realistic dream he’d had since Bill’s death.

Hours passed before Scott could find
the motivation to crawl out of bed and walk over to his desk. There
he found the familiar number he’d used so often in the past to talk
to his dear friend Molly, owner of the cabins at the Eel
River.

Bracing himself, he then made the
nearly impossible call to Northern California, finally breaking
free from his self-imposed exile.

A few weeks later, the butterflies in
his stomach churned as he drove the last few miles toward
Garberville California. Only a few miles from the small town, his
Redwoods destination, and the cabin where he once found profound
joy, was waiting for him.

Wasting no time, he picked up some
groceries and a few other essentials for his indefinite stay,
including a full supply of wine. He put the packages and other
things in his small SUV, and then he drove back south and out of
town.

In what seemed like seconds he neared
the familiar anticipated road, but instead of a sense of peace,
Scott now felt his palms begin to sweat when he turned off the
highway onto the familiar gravel road.

He slowly drove down the narrow heavily
wooded passage that led through the dense forest and to his
familiar long-anticipated destination. It was only moments later
when the gorgeous small remote cabin, sitting near to the
incredibly beautiful Eel River below came into view.

Scott maneuvered over to the main house
to check in, and then parked his SUV in front. He took a deep
emotional breath, and then opened his door to face his fears, to
begin a new life, finally laying sad old ghosts to rest.

He glanced around at the small familiar
quaint unchanging cabins scattered about the open area close to the
path down to the river.

He and was just about to step out of
his vehicle when he saw Molly rapidly walking over his way with a
huge welcoming smile on her face.

They locked eyes and she hastened over
to him. As she drew near to him, she threw her arms forcefully
around him, and with tears in her eyes kissed his cheek, squeezing
him tightly in a warm long overdue welcome.

“You’ve made it back and I’m
so thrilled. I know I’ve told you so many times how sorry I am
about Bill, and he was such a sweet, wonderful man to everyone. My
heart ached for you both when I first heard the news years ago, and
it broke my heart to think that I’d never see you again Scott. I
can’t tell you how pleased I am to have you here with me for what I
hope will be a long visit. I know how hard this journey must have
been for you, but you are here now and can now rest,” she told him,
still holding him firmly in her arms.

Remembering how caring and thoughtful
Molly had always been to them, Scott had to wait a moment to speak
while he regained his own composure, as she still unsuccessfully
tried to control her own tears.

“Thanks for that Molly, I’ve
sure missed you too. I know how truly fond Bill was of you as well.
I’m sorry I wasn’t better at keeping in touch with you. I know that
when I did, it should have been more often, and just hope you
understand. It has taken me three years to come back here or to go
anywhere for that matter. Since this was always our favorite place
to travel to together, it was hard to make the long journey alone,
but it was something I needed to do. I wanted to come here now and
put those wonderful memories in the past where they belong, as I
finally try to move on with my life,” he told her
softly.

Molly patted his arm and smiled at
him.

“Time is the only thing that
will take care of those precious memories and one day you will
smile with the happy comfort they will bring back to you. I know
that from my own personal experience as you well know. Now let me
help you bring in your things, and then I’ll make some dinner and
we can catch up over some wine if you’re up for it after your long
road trip?” she asked.

There was a hint of hesitation in her
voice, seeing the sudden look of intense sadness cross his
features.

Scott’s first instinct was to withdraw
into himself but now, and for the first time he resisted that all
too familiar urge.

“That would be great, thank
you for the invitation, and you are right on target as I didn’t
feel much like cooking tonight after the long drive up here,” he
told her with a tentative smile, and even felt a slight sensation
of happiness.

When his things were in finally in
place, Scott decided a shower was in order and when he turned
toward the small bathroom, by old habit he twisted and started to
say he would only be a minute to Bill, who was not there with
him.

Feeling a sudden stab of deep emotional
pain, Scott sat down on the nearest chair, burying his face in his
hands.

He felt depressed and shaken for
several minutes, and then he lifted his sad eyes to the large
picture window facing out to the nearby tranquil Eel
River.

Through the open window, he felt a
light warm wind as it lifted the gentle flowing water, making it
giggle and sparkle in the late afternoon sun.

Scott sighed from the depths of his
soul and started to turn away from the perfect image, but instead
glanced back at the wondrous scene only to dash his secret craving
hope that Bill would be standing there waiting for him.

Remembering why he came back to the
river, he stood up and even though he felt the urge to sit there
remembering the past, he resolutely turned around and quickly
headed for the shower.

Some hours later, Scott was seated in
Molly’s living room, enjoying her company much more than he had
earlier thought possible. Dinner had been as wonderful as he’d
remembered from the many invitations he and Bill had accepted over
the years, making him again feel glad he wasn’t alone.

“So tell me Scott, how have
you truly been, and remember this is Molly that you’re talking to,
so no bullshit,” she smiled, handing him another glass of the
delicious and heady local wine.

Scott took a thoughtful sip of his wine
and stared at the blazing crackling fireplace for a few long
moments before he tried to speak, thinking back to how close all of
them had been years ago.

“Not so good actually, I
just have no reason to live without Bill to be honest with you,” he
told he simply.

She instantly she reached over and took
hold of his hand, squeezing it tightly when she saw his tears
welling.

“Bill would never want that
for you and your life, you have to know this Scott,” she chided him
softly, as she watched him closely and grew very concerned with
what she was seeing.

Scott took another sip of the dark red
wine and then slowly nodded his agreement, knowing in his heart
that she was right about Bill.

“I can understand that he
wouldn’t, but without him around and in my life, it is just so
fucking empty, and my life is without any meaning for me,” he
anguished, with a tremble in his voice.

“I felt the same way when my
Ned died, way before I met you guys. I just went through the
motions and barely kept things running around here. I was that way
for a long time, years essentially, just like you Scott, and
thought that was it for the rest of my life. Then one day I was
down by the river lost in my thoughts, only killing some time. I
sat there wondering about all the beauty around me, while I was
immersed in my own unbreakable sadness, making everything seem so
hopeless.”

Scott nodded weakly that he intimately
understood her statements.

“So you too are familiar
with the lonesome daily drill and that damn lost feeling,” he
returned.

“Without a doubt, but what I
was getting around to, is right about that time I looked up and saw
the heart Ned carved in the tree for me so long ago when we took
this place over from his folks. It was a reminder of our first
anniversary, and for the very first time since he died, I did not
cry but felt a deep pang of joy for having had him in my life. From
that moment on, I felt a tiny spark come alive once more, hastened
by remembering that act of love so sweet and enduring,” she told
him softly, her voice almost a whisper by the time she finished
telling her story.

Scott contemplated her words before he
could communicate again, being so overcome by his personal
emotions.

“It was like the dream I had
the night before I called you, and although I know that Bill could
never be with me again, it took me away from my self-pity and to
this beautiful place, filled with memories of happier times,” he
said.

“I truly believe that we all
must eventually come to that realization, or we will die in our own
prison of grief.”

Scott felt the sudden swell of tears as
he lifted his eyes to hers, and then touched her glass with
his.

“Here is to living again,
and getting on with it, whatever that might be,” he said with a
quiver in his voice.

“Yes, and here’s to another
glass of wine,” she laughed, not bothering to hide the tears
sliding down her own cheeks.


Chapter 2

Early the next morning Scott awoke with
the sun streaming through the window. He set the small coffee maker
into action and then took a long shower, still drowsy after the
first dreamless night he could remember.

He also wanted to clear the cobwebs
from the extra wine that he was feeling.

He had anticipated this moment for over
three years, and now he wanted to spend some time alone where he
and Bill used to hang out during their early mornings together. He
wanted to put those memories finally to rest and say yet another
goodbye to the past.

Scott stopped for a moment to steel
himself with a deep breath as he firmly closed the cabin door
behind him.

He then walked about a quarter of a
mile, out of view of the cabin, to a large cluster of rocks where
he and Bill had spent many and their last morning by the river
together. Climbing up to the top, he at last sat on the familiar
large flat rock he remembered all too well from those many fun
times together.

He gazed up into the deep blue sky and
then turned back to observe the slowly moving river and then began
speaking aloud to himself.

“I did it Bill, I came here
alone to find you or at least some remaining trace of you, but you
aren’t here. Of course I knew that would be the case from the
start. I don’t even feel you near me. I was sure and convinced
myself that I would, still almost afraid in a way that I actually
might. So where does this leave me now Bill, but even more alone
and profoundly sad? And what am I now going to do with myself and
my time here? Spend a whole month of talking to Molly and going
through the daily motions of trying to relive a long dead past?” he
raged, then he looked up and froze.

Standing on the other side of the river
and obviously hearing him was a large muscular bearded man with
shaggy dark reddish auburn hair, being still and holding a huge
axe. The man stared at him with an unreadable look on his ruggedly
handsome face.
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