By Milda Harris
Smashwords Edition
Copyright 2011 by Milda Harris
Discover other titles by Milda Harris at Smashwords.com:
http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/mildaharris
Cover Art by Brett Gilbert
Edited by Lauren Cramer
This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales, or organizations is entirely coincidental.
All rights are reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author.
Table of Contents
Excerpt - Adventures In Funeral Crashing
About the Author - Milda Harris
The only thing I remember about my life, is the moment of my death. The doctors were hovering above me. I saw their faces, unfamiliar faces, twisted with the task at hand – saving me. They didn’t know me, but it was their job to help me. There was no concern in their eyes, just logistics. Could I be saved? I saw them toiling over me, through the waves of pain, shooting through my body. I hurt everywhere. I couldn’t even figure out the source of my pain. My chest? My head? The shooting pains through my arms and legs? It hurt so much.
I saw a nurse assisting. There was worry in her eyes. She hadn’t steeled herself against concern for her patients, like the doctors had. I didn’t look good. I could tell she didn’t think I was going to make it.
“Drew? Drew? Can you hear me Drew?” I heard someone saying, over and over again.
There was a lot of blood. It must have been mine. The doctors were covered in it. What had happened to me? Why couldn’t I remember? I didn’t want to die. I was too young. I hadn’t done anything yet. I hadn’t made my mark. I felt regret.
Still, I wasn’t scared. Perhaps I should have been, but I wasn’t. Death started to seem right. My life as I had known it was slipping away. It was time for my life to change. I needed to embrace death. I felt calm. Then the pain stopped. Relief swept through me as the pain left my body. I was at peace. Then I was above myself and not in my body anymore. I stared at the doctors working on me. That gangly boy with the blood matted brown hair lying on the table was me and yet it wasn’t me anymore. The doctors were still trying desperately to keep me alive. They weren’t going to be able to, but the process of saving my life didn’t seem so important to me anymore. They were frantic and it didn’t matter.
It was time. I decided to leave the room and my body behind. As I left, I heard a buzzing sound. The alarms on the medical machines went suddenly haywire. The doctors and nurses moved faster. I kept walking. This was the moment I died and left the living world behind. It all seemed very logical and normal at the time to walk away from my life. My memories of that living world were gone. I was moving on.
I went out into the hallway. It was a typical hospital corridor. The walls were white and doctors and nurses were all rushing around in their uniforms and bright white Jackson Community Hospital nameplates trying to save other people. There were regular people in the hallway too, hospital visitors waiting to hear about friends and family members, but I didn’t really pay attention to them. I had somewhere to go.
I passed a waiting room and saw a group of people huddled together crying. They seemed almost familiar. My family? Friends? A girlfriend? I felt like they could be any or all of those things and yet they were now like strangers to me. I’m sure I had loved them. I’m sure they had been important to me. I would have stopped to see and explore who was there, but I needed to keep walking. It was a forceful pull, more than a choice. I could not linger and watch them. I needed to go. It was as if I was being pulled away from my old life by a force that I couldn’t see. I had no urge to resist. I only felt peace and serenity and the pull.
Nobody noticed me as I walked down the hallway. I don’t even know if walked is the right word, maybe floated is better. I felt lighter than air and I don’t think I touched the ground as I walked, even though I felt my legs move.
Finally, I came to a wall and stopped. I knew I was supposed to be there, something almost instinctive had led me to this exact spot. I carefully put my hands on the surface of the wall. Amazed, I watched my hands pass through it into an unseen place. After a moment’s hesitation and a twinge of fear, I walked right into the wall and through it. It was what I was supposed to do. The force was pulling me forward.
The place beyond the wall is difficult to describe. Words don’t seem to have enough meaning, but I’ll try anyway. It was dark there. I couldn’t see even an inch in front of me. I seemed to be alone, yet I sensed that others were there with me in the darkness. Occasionally, there were distant flashes of light, that disappeared as quickly as they appeared. They were almost like shooting stars flying across the night sky.
I sensed I was moving, but I didn’t seem to be going anywhere at all. There was no sound, no smell. Yet, it was tranquil. I wasn’t scared. I felt comforted. For a few seconds, I actually found myself at peace. It was a pure sort of peace with no worries or fears or hurting. I felt overwhelming freedom and safety. I was free, truly free, for the first time in my life. It was amazing in its perfection. Was this heaven? A waiting place that would take me to heaven? I couldn’t imagine feeling anything more wonderous and perfect than I felt at that moment. There were infinite amazing posibilities in this wonderous serene place.
And, then that perfection was gone, shattered by a shrill cry from behind me, where I thought the wall I had just passed through had been. I couldn’t stay in this place anymore. I needed to follow the sound of the cry. Whatever caused it seemed to be calling out to me. It was a calling that struck me as so innate that I couldn’t help but follow it. I was drawn to it despite my overwhelming want to stay in the wonderous world I had only been in for moments, but wanted to stay in forever. Suddenly nothing mattered more than that cry. So, without a moment’s hesitation, I turned toward the crying, and passed through another wall.
I found myself in the same hospital, only it looked a little bit different. I know it was the same hospital because the nurses I saw rushing around all wore the same Jackson Community Hospital nameplates. It was different, though, because this place had light blue and pink walls and when I passed the nurses’ station, as I moved toward the increasingly ear-shattering wail, I saw a smiling woman in a hospital gown holding a baby and showing it off to some of the nurses. They were all smiling and talking. They didn’t seem to be bothered by the piercing scream and nobody seemed to notice my presence. Then the bawling stopped, and with the silence, I felt a growing sense of urgency to find its source. It was very important that I hurry. Timing was imperative. I looked around, seeing a series of doorways that I could pass through. I felt suddenly unsure. Which door? I felt a pull and immediately followed it, entering the room where I thought I would find the origin of the wailing.
As I stepped inside, I found myself in a birthing room. A doctor and a few nurses surrounded a blonde woman, who looked exhausted. A man, most likely her husband, stood by her bed holding her hand.
“One more push,” The doctor said.
The woman pushed, sweat pouring down her face. A baby was being born. I could see the head of the baby, followed by the body, as the doctor caught it in his arms. It was amazing. The baby started wailing as the doctor moved to tend to the child. Was the baby the source of the urgent cry I had heard? I couldn’t look away from the child. I followed the doctor as he looked the baby over. I quickly saw it was a girl. She was perfect. Her blue eyes seemed to stare into mine and she stopped crying. I couldn’t stop looking at her, from her porcelain skin to her petite nose to her perfect tiny fingers and toes, to the tuft of wet blonde hair on the top of her head. She was mesmerizing.
A moment later, satisfied that the baby was clean and well, the doctor brought the baby over to the woman and the anxious man standing next to her. I followed, drawn to the girl, not wanting to even lose sight of her.
The doctor smiled at the new parents, “Congratulations, you have a beautiful, healthy baby girl.”
The couple smiled at each other, a moment of pure bliss as they met their new daughter. It was bizarre. As the doctor handed the mother her baby and the new parents looked happily and lovingly down at their new daughter, I felt the most profound sense of loss.
They gave her the name Aurora Alana Phillips. I liked the fact that it meant first light. She was the first light in my new world. She was the only thing I was able to focus on in my new life, at first. The name suited her.
Mrs. Phillips and her husband admired their new daughter for a long while. I couldn’t help but watch her too. She was so mesmerizing. I knew I was sharing what was supposed to be a private moment between parents and their new child, but I felt like I was meant to be a part of it. I couldn’t leave her. She was all I had. I felt connected to her in some way.
A nurse came in, “I’m going to have to take her now. You should rest.”
Her parents reluctantly let her go. I couldn’t. I felt compelled to follow Aurora. The nurse took her to the nursery, a few other babies were there, and put her in a bassinet. Then she left. I was finally alone with Aurora. So, I slowly moved over to the bassinet and took my first good look at her. Some of the babies were crying, but she wasn’t. She looked peaceful, not a care in the world, content. I stood there for a long time, just watching her. I don’t know what it was about her, but she really fascinated me.
Aurora was a cute baby. Still, I don’t think that’s the reason I was so bewitched by her. I felt a connection between us that I couldn’t explain and if anything, that was the source of my fascination.
I snapped out of my reverie when I noticed the group of people outside the glass windows of the nursery watching us. Aurora’s father and what must have been her grandparents were standing outside the nursery. They were staring at Aurora and pointing, smiling, and making baby faces. They were so happy to see her.
After a minute or two of watching them look at the baby, it hit me. I realized they couldn’t see me. I really realized it – what that meant. It was surreal. I couldn’t believe it.
That was the moment I snapped out of the dream state I had been in since I died. The serenity and calm that I had been feeling disappeared and panic quickly replaced it. I waved my arms and nobody looked up at me. The people at the nursery window were only looking at the babies. It was like I didn’t exist.
“Hey!” I yelled. “Can you see me? Hey! What’s wrong with you? Look at me!”
Nobody flinched, much less paid me any attention. They couldn’t see me. They couldn’t hear me. It was like I wasn’t even there.
It was hard for me to accept, at first. The concept itself was unreal to me, but I knew. It just took a while to hit me. I was a ghost. I was dead. I could remember my death.
I wanted to deny the thought immediately, although innately I had already known that it was true. For the most part, I felt alive, real. I could still think. I could still feel and see my own body. My body wasn’t transparent, at least not to me.
Then I decided to try something. I decided to touch Aurora. I slowly lowered my hand to her head. I was just going to touch her forehead – feel my hand on her skin. I hesitated right above her head and then I let my hand sink down toward her skin. As I looked down, horrified, I saw my hand go through her skull and into the bassinet. I jerked my hand away. I stared at it for what seemed like forever, my mind racing.
But I can’t be, I thought. How can I be dead? What happened to me? How did I die? My mind raced. I couldn’t remember anything before that moment in the hospital room where the doctors had surrounded me. Why couldn’t I remember my life? Why couldn’t I remember anything about it? I tried. I really tried. There were almost vague memories, but then there was nothing. I couldn’t find the memories of my life. I knew I had lived. I had died, after all. Why couldn’t I remember my life? Why was I fated to have this happen? Why me?
I had a bit of a breakdown, I’ll admit. I sat on the ground in front of Aurora’s bassinet for a long time struggling with the concept of my death and my new existence.
In the end I was forced to admit I was a ghost and then the questions began again. Why? What was I supposed to do? Haunt somebody? I mean, how could I scare somebody if I couldn’t even touch anything? Aren’t you supposed to rattle chains or something? I didn’t even want to scare anyone. Plus, nobody could see me. How scary is an invisible ghost who can’t touch anything? Maybe I was supposed to help somebody. I looked down at Aurora. Was I supposed to help her? Be her guardian angel or something? But I wasn’t an angel, as far as I knew. Maybe there was no such thing. And, how could I help her? There was nobody here to guide me in this life. Shouldn’t a guardian angel know what he was doing before he was sent to watch over someone? I was utterly confused. My mind kept twisting and turning. I stood there, next to Aurora’s bassinet, for a long time puzzling over my predicament. There were no answers to be found, but the questions kept repeating themselves in my brain anyway. It all boiled down to the same question - What was I supposed to do in this new life? I didn’t know.
Then my puzzlement took another course. I began to wonder if there was anybody else like me. If I could talk to them. Was I all alone? Could anyone see me? I was scared. I didn’t know the rules. Could I leave the hospital? I looked down at Aurora again. Could I leave her? A strange fear gripped me. I didn’t want to.
Could I get back to that peaceful place beyond the wall? Was that heaven? Why had I left it if it was heaven? What was I doing here? I didn’t know! There was nobody there who could answer my questions. I yelled at the top of my lungs. Nobody raised an eyebrow. It was going to be lonely if no one could hear me.
I tried again to remember things that had happened while I was alive, before my death. Maybe my previous life would give me a clue as to what I was supposed to do. As much as I tried, I still couldn’t remember anything about it. Absolutely nothing. Had I been a horrible person to forget everyone in my life so easily in death? I felt guilty. My parents, my friends, girlfriends, family, my whole past life seemed to have faded from my mind. How could I have forgotten the people that had been important in my life? This was really upsetting. I knew I had been alive and had died, but I couldn’t remember anything. Nothing. There was only a lingering feeling that maybe if I thought hard enough, I might remember some small detail about being alive. I wanted to know for sure that I had existed. I wanted to remember. Yet, it was as if in the moment I died, I was reborn into this new life as a ghost. Like a baby, like Aurora, I had no memories of my last life.
I looked down at Aurora. She was already sleeping soundly. She had accepted her new world. I was having a hard time accepting mine.
It was almost two in the morning when I decided to leave Aurora sleeping in the nursery and explore the hospital. I didn’t want to leave her, but I knew I had to in order to discover more about my situation. After all, what better place than a hospital to discover something about life and death?
I walked through the halls. They were mostly empty, except for a few nurses quietly doing their rounds. The patients were asleep. I left the maternity ward. What I was looking for, I wouldn’t find there. I wanted to see the morgue.
I was afraid of taking the elevator. I stared at it wondering if I would fall through the floor or the ceiling as the elevator went up or down. A thought nagged at me - could you die if you were already dead? What happened then? I pushed those thoughts away.
I found the stairwell instead. It felt safer. The door to the stairway was closed, so I tentatively put my arm through it. It felt like air. I jumped forward and landed safely inside the stairwell. That wasn’t so bad.
I took the stairs all the way to the ground level and found myself in a hallway next to the emergency room. Unlike the quiet maternity ward, the emergency room was almost chaotically busy. Nurses and their aides were rushing around. There were sounds of crying and pain.
I hesitated. Perhaps I should look there first. After all, I had died in an emergency room. I hadn’t even made it to the morgue before I became a ghost. If you became a ghost in the moment you died, the emergency room was the place I needed to go. By the time your body got to the morgue, you were long dead. I wasn’t looking for a body. I wanted to find another ghost.
I walked through the emergency room doors and into the chaos. I tried to stay out of people’s way. I didn’t relish the idea of people walking through me. It seemed creepy.
I didn’t know where to start looking. Doctors and nurses were rushing around everywhere. I glanced into one room and saw a little boy with a broken arm, crying as a doctor looked him over. There was a woman tied to a bed with restraints in another. She was obviously on some kind of drugs and was screaming obsenities at an unlucky nurse’s aide watching her. I walked past them and countless others who didn’t appear in life threatening danger. I needed to see someone die.
I walked from room to room, looking in and assessing the situation, until alarms started blaring overhead. Nurses and doctors ran for a room down a different hallway. I followed and stepped into a room where a man was having a heart attack. I had found what I was looking for.
It was a middle-aged man. He was dying. As the doctors rushed in to save him, I stepped back and watched. I was torn between wanting him to live and wanting him to die. I now knew, of course, that there was a life after death, but I wanted him to live all the same. And, yet, I wanted him to die, so that I could know if there might be others like me. So, I watched, as the doctors tried to save him like they had tried to save me. Again, they didn’t succeed.
Alarms started blaring on different machines, signaling the slow death of each of the man’s organs and systems. I watched him, waiting for any sign of a being like myself. The doctors continued to work on him, frantic now. Time was short if they were going to save him. I watched him, still waiting. And, then everything stopped. There was a deathly silence.
“Time of death, 3:09 a.m.” The head doctor said finally, stepping back from the man, and walked out of the room.
There was a melancholy silence in the room. The man had died. I looked around for his spirit. It was not there, not in this room, at least. I left his body behind and walked out into the hallway. He was not there either. I walked further down, to look. He was nowhere in sight. Had I missed him? I had been watching so intently. I hadn’t looked away even for a moment. How could I have missed his spirit leaving his body? I had been waiting for it. A twinge of fear curled itself around my stomach. What if there were no other beings like me?
I was done experimenting, as the terror of my questions bombarded me again. I didn’t want to go to the morgue anymore. I didn’t want to know if I was going to be completely alone for eternity. I wanted to ignore it all. I fled back up the stairs to Aurora. She was my constant. I knew I had to stay with her. She felt safe. She was the only thing that felt right about this new existence.
I got to the nursery and Aurora wasn’t there. I looked again at her empty bassinet. I had a moment of panic. Where was she? I ran to Mrs. Phillips’ room, on instinct, scared out of my mind.
I stopped short as I entered the room. Aurora was there, being nursed. Of course. They had been feeding her every few hours. I felt immense relief flood through me just at the sight of her. I slumped to the ground, relieved.
I decided then and there that Aurora had to be my purpose. Why else would she have such an effect on me?
I looked at Mrs. Phillips. Her long blonde hair was hanging down her back. She looked tired, but held Aurora alertly. Would she and her husband be good parents to Aurora? They seemed like nice people. They seemed happy with their new daughter. Mrs. Phillips smiled down at her daughter and kissed her on the top of her head. Aurora kept nursing.
There was something so simple about it all. So serene. So perfect. I watched Aurora and despite all my questions, I suddenly felt like I was ready for my new life.
Six years passed. Nothing very dramatic happened. I was there when Aurora was christened, when she took her first step, smiled her first smile, said her first word, and went to her first day of kindergarten. I saw it all happen. Her life was a happy one in those first few years. She was an only child and her parents doted on her. Her father worked while her mother stayed at home.
I was with Aurora most of the time - just watching her, wishing I could talk to at the very least her. Many times I did talk to her even though I knew she couldn’t hear me. It was a lonely existence. I didn’t find any other beings like myself to talk to. I did leave Aurora once in a while to try to discover a little more about my world, but I never succeeded in learning more than I discovered in the first days of my existence. Nobody could see me or hear me and it had been that way for six years so far. I had found no other beings like me. It was a miserable lonliness with no pardon available. I had accepted my current state and was waiting to find my purpose, through Aurora. It had to have something to do with her. She was still the only thing that felt right about this life.
I tried to enjoy myself too. I frequented museums and learned about art, science, and history. I learned about everything I could, just for my own personal knowledge. Even though I can’t remember my past, I must have been a bit of a geek in high school. I loved to learn. And, in my current state, there was nothing I would be able to do with the knowledge, but yet I was fascinated. I liked history especially, but maybe that was because I didn’t have one.
I found myself always thinking. I thought a lot about my existence and my purpose. I wondered what Aurora’s place was in all of it. I wondered why I had been pulled into that room at the moment she was born. Had I died that same day? At the same moment of her birth? If I had gone to the morgue, would I have seen myself dead? Would I have recognized me? I had so many questions and there seemed to be no answers. In six years, I still knew nothing. It flashed by so quickly.
Aurora started first grade. I went with her to school every day. I didn’t like being away from her for too long and there was simply nothing much else for me to do. Aurora was doing well in school, actually. She was a quick learner and studious. I knew I was proud of her.
She had made her first best friend the year before, in kindergarten. At first, I was worried. Aurora had been playing mostly by herself. She tended to be shy and spent a lot of her time drawing. She loved to draw. I wouldn’t be surprised if she became an artist when she grew up. Then, one day Nikki came up to her, just out of the blue, and told Aurora that she liked her drawings. After that, they became great friends almost immediately. Aurora just needed encouragement to talk and Nikki gave it to her.
Nikki had long flowing dark hair and was tall and thin compared to Aurora's average height. She was more outgoing than Aurora, and had lots of friends and loved to talk. Nikki preferred Aurora over her other friends, though, maybe because Aurora always listened.
And then March the second happened. Aurora was six years old. School had just let out and Aurora, Nikki, and her siblings Amy, Justin, Andrea and I were all on our way home as usual after a long day at school.
Aurora’s mother had started to let her walk to school with some of the older kids after Aurora had pleaded for the privilege. She wanted to walk to school with Nikki. They were inseparable. Mrs. Phillips had recently taken a part time job, so it worked out. She went to work around the time Aurora began school, and left work early enough so that she would be there when her daughter got home. So, after much debate and talking to the other children’s parents, it was allowed.
It was very cold. I knew that from the slight quiver in Aurora’s frame as they exited the school building. I, personally, couldn’t feel the cold. I was eternally wearing the same clothes I had died in – a pair of jeans and a white shirt.
Aurora was eager to get home from school that day, to show her mother the A she got on her drawing in art. She was so proud. I was happy for her, myself. Aurora and Nikki ran ahead of the other kids. I ran along with them.
“And, then I’ll become a famous artist,” Aurora was saying. “And, I’ll buy us a big house and we’ll have all this cool stuff to play with…”
“And, we can never let Justin come over,” Nikki added. “He takes all my stuff at home and breaks it.”
Aurora shrugged, “Okay. And, we can go to McDonalds every day.”
Nikki raised her eyebrows, “We should freeze his underwear when you sleep over this weekend.”
Aurora smiled.
“Or we could stick his hand in warm water,” Nikki’s eyebrows raised mischieviously.
Aurora laughed.
“I like that one,” I added, laughing along with them.
“Or we could...” Aurora began, as we approached the intersection across the street from her house.
At that moment, Aurora saw her mother’s car pull into the driveway. Her face lit up with a huge smile.
“Mom!” she yelled.
Then without even looking, despite what she had been taught, with that bright smile on her face, the drawing held in the air, Aurora ran into the street. Her backpack was jostling around on her back, but Aurora didn’t seem to care or even notice. The wind blew at her hair and she was laughing and smiling. I was laughing, too, as I ran with her.
Then I noticed something Aurora hadn’t, the green car coming down the street, with a driver who wasn’t paying attention. I heard a screech of wheels as the horrified driver attempted to stop when she saw Aurora’s thin figure run in front of her car.
“Aurora!” I screamed, but she couldn’t hear me.
A lifetime seemed to pass by in only a second. I saw Aurora in the hospital just after she was born, when I couldn’t get enough of just looking at her. Then she was stuffing her hands into her first birthday cake. There was cake everywhere! I saw her first steps. Her mom was pushing her on a swing at the park and she was laughing. Aurora was drawing her family. The people were bigger than the trees and the house.
The car was still speeding forward. I didn’t even have to think. I knew the driver wouldn’t be able to stop her car, so I threw myself at Aurora, to push her out of the way. I flew right through her, onto the ground beyond the reach of the car. As I landed on the concrete road, I heard a horrible thud intermixed with the screeching of tires. As if in slow motion, I saw Aurora fly into the air, her smile replaced by a startled expression. I screamed. I wasn’t alone. Everyone was yelling. I leapt up from the ground as Aurora hit the pavement with a sickening crack.
I was the first to reach her and what I saw broke my heart, just like that. She was lying in an unnatural position, blood soaking the long blond hair spread out around her head. Her eyes were wide open, as if she had been surprised, while her mouth was somewhere between a scream and a smile. Blood was trickling from her mouth. Her backpack was underneath her still body and the A paper was still clenched in her hand. She blinked. She was still alive, but not for long if help didn’t arrive soon.
I dropped to the ground beside her, without even realizing it, just staring at her in shock, knowing that there was no way she could possibly make it out of this alive and yet hoping for the impossible. There was a grief in the pit of my stomach that I knew would never go away. I felt sick as I looked at her body sprawled out on the ground. How could this have happened to her? She was such a wonderful, angelic little girl. She deserved a long, happy life, not this. She was going to be a famous artist! She was going to grow up! As tears streamed down my face, I looked for the culprit. A few feet away next to the stopped green car, stood a shocked middle aged lady.
“I didn’t see her, she just ran out in front of me...I couldn’t stop...I....” The woman kept saying over and over again, tears streaming down her face, as she held onto her car for support.
I knew it wasn’t the woman’s fault, but I hated her just the same. I despised myself, too. My Aurora was dying. I had let her down. I would never forgive myself. I was so sure at that moment that my purpose in being a ghost had been to help save her and I had failed miserably. I felt that I had lost her forever.
As self-pity and grief seized me, I noticed Aurora’s mother at my side. Despite the gathering crowd’s warnings not to touch the girl, Mrs. Phillips took Aurora into her arms and held her. Mrs. Phillips was wailing. The sound brought a chill to my heart. I knew I would never forget that sound. It was the sound of a heart breaking. I felt it, myself.
Everyone seemed to be crying. Poor Nikki was standing rooted to where she’d been when the accident happened, tears streaming down her face. She didn’t seem capable of movement. All she could do was stare at Aurora blankly. Amy, Justin, and Andrea were trying to move her away, but they couldn’t seem to manage it.
I felt loss all around me, but mostly it was ripping me apart from the inside out. Aurora was like a part of me, even though she was only six years old. There was a gnawing emptiness in my heart. I was about to lose her forever. Yet, the girl had never even known me. I had watched her grow up and had loved her like she was family. I knew what a total loss her death would be to the people around her because it was an immense loss to me. She had been my world for more than six years and now she was gone forever. I had never met any other ghosts, so there was no doubt in my mind that I would not be meeting her again. We had a connection, but that was all, and now she was dying. I believed she was unreachable, even by me. My world was gone, and I didn’t know what to do. What was my purpose once Aurora was dead? What was I supposed to do?
For the moment, I did what I had always done. I stayed by her side, and as agony and despair washed through me, I watched her as she lay dying. I had previously thought that not existing myself was a frightening thought, but at that moment I realized how frightening it is to think someone you love might not exist anymore. I wanted Aurora to exist, always. I knew it was impossible, but I wanted it all the same.
Someone had called an ambulance. The sound of a siren could be heard in the distance. I prayed for it to hurry. If there was any chance to save Aurora, I wanted it to be taken. When the ambulance finally drove up, I was a wreck. I was just staring at Aurora, my mind numbed with shock and grief. I didn’t even notice that help had arrived, until the paramedics came running over to attend to Aurora. Then I looked up and noticed the ambulance with its red and white flashing lights. I was drawn to looking at those lights in that moment. They were mesmerizing. I couldn’t force myself to look away. Then, without any reservation, I felt myself fall into the flashing red and white lights that had absorbed my vision.
I was in another place, somewhere in my mind, and those lights turned into ambulance lights from another time, and they kept getting closer to me. I was the one they were coming for this time. I noticed I was in a room…my old room with the green bedspread I’d had as a kid and posters of my favorite bands on the wall – Arcade Fire, Cold Play, The Killers, Vampire Weekend and my bookshelves, crammed with all of my favorite books – Snow Crash by Neal Stephenson, The Lord of the Rings by J.R. Tolkien, The Stand by Stephen King, Harry Potter and The Sorcerer’s Stone by J.K. Rowling, and I was looking out the window at the flashing lights. Everything seemed tinged with red. It was about to storm. Before I could turn away and get a good look at the room, it disappeared and I was in a hospital room, doctors were working on...on me. I tried to focus on them, but then all I could see was a medical machine. It was flatlining. The buzzing of the machine was making my ears ring. Then the ringing turned into the wailing of the about to be departing ambulance, and I was back in the real world, watching the ambulance that was taking Aurora away. I ran toward it and jumped inside. I had to stay with Aurora. I would think about what had just happened later. Only one thing was important right now.
Aurora’s mother was weeping by her side. I sat down next to them and watched as the paramedics tried frantically to keep Aurora alive long enough to make it to the hospital. My mind felt numb. I watched, knowing there was nothing I could do to help save her and hated myself for it.
The ambulance had arrived on the scene only minutes after the accident, but it was too late. They attempted to revive Aurora, but it was no use. Aurora Alana Phillips was pronounced dead just minutes after our arrival at the hospital. It was 3:32 pm on March 2nd and Aurora was dead at only six years old. The same hospital that had given me Aurora had just taken her away from me.
When they told Aurora’s mother, I felt even worse. When she heard the news, I saw for the first time a living person, die without really dying.
“You’re wrong!” Aurora’s mother screamed, questioning the doctor. “She’s not dead! You’re lying! Why are you lying to me? I want to see her! She’s not...she can’t be...”
Then she seemed to crumple into herself with grief. I couldn’t stand watching her because I felt what her loss was too. It hurt too much. Instead, I went back to Aurora.
We were just outside the room where Aurora had died. I had watched them try to recesitate her. They tried and tried. Nobody wanted to see a six year old die. It was futile, though, and they failed and finally called the time of death.
My heart broke in that instant, but I had hope. It was a very slight hope, but it was the only thing that kept me going. I waited to see if her spirit would emerge, but nothing happened. As with the man that had died in the hospital following Aurora’s birth, her spirit did not leave her like mine had. She was dead. She was gone. I had lost her. I followed the doctor outside, to Aurora’s mother. She and I knew the same pain. It was searing through my heart. What was I going to do without her? How could I go on?
I had to see Aurora again. I had been following her for so long that it seemed impossible to me that she was really gone. She was only six years old. I expected her to come walking out of the hospital room, perfectly fine, the doctors explaining that her injuries had looked worse than they really were. It just didn’t seem possible that I wouldn’t see her smile or laugh or talk about her day, play with her dolls, or draw. She was going to be a famous artist, when she grew up.
But I knew she wasn’t going to grow up. I had to face the facts, even though it all seemed so unreal. I had to say goodbye to her even though I knew she never knew me.
I ran back into the room to look at Aurora’s body. She couldn’t be gone! I knew it would be horrible, but I had to see her again. What would I do once they buried her? How could I leave her forever?
As I started to enter the room, though, I noticed something out of the corner of my eye. Without a thought, I turned to look at the object that had caught my attention.
It was the same thing that had already captured my heart. It was Aurora. Well, not quite, but good enough for me. Aurora was perfectly fine, in a sense. Her back was to me and she was rapidly walking away from me. Walking isn’t quite the right word, though, maybe floating is better. Nobody seemed to notice as she walked down the clean white hospital hallway, nobody that is, except me. Euphoria shot through me and I raced after her retreating form.
“Aurora! Wait up!” I yelled.
She didn’t turn to look at me. Finally, I caught up to her. She didn’t even blink. Her eyes just stared blankly ahead. It seemed like she was sleep walking. I attempted to rouse Aurora from her trance, but nothing worked.
“Aurora! Can you hear me?” I screamed.
I continued to yell at the top of my lungs. She didn’t even flinch. I tried to grab her arm, but my hands went right through her.
I couldn’t awaken Aurora from her trance, so I gave up and followed her, figuring she would snap out of it eventually like I had. I wondered what would happen now. Would Aurora and I be spending time together in my strange afterlife, once she woke up from her daze? Would she finally be able to see me? Or would we start to follow someone else, like I had with Aurora, until they died? I didn’t quite comprehend what was going to happen next. Was I supposed to have saved Aurora or was she supposed to die to keep me company? I didn’t understand.
Suddenly, we came to a wall and Aurora showed no signs of stopping in front of it. In that moment, I remembered my own previous encounter with death. I watched as Aurora passed through the hospital wall and I was left alone.
For a second I hesitated, wondering where I would end up once I passed through the wall. I was really afraid that I had lost Aurora again, that when I passed through the wall, I would find myself outside the building and Aurora would be gone.
Well, that’s a chance I’ll have to take, I reasoned with myself, and stepped through the wall. I didn’t end up outside. I had returned to the place beyond the wall.
There was something different about it this time. Aurora was there. I could see her standing next to me, entranced by our surroundings. She had a look of awe on her face as she gazed around. I saw her flinch at the flashes of light that lit up the darkness, but they didn’t scare her. She had an innocent smile on her face. She looked free and totally at peace. At the sight of Aurora’s smile, I felt a similar expression form on my own face. Maybe this was heaven. I was free and at peace, once again, too. And for a moment, it was all bliss and perfection.
Then our reverie was shattered. There was a cry from behind us. It was that wailing again. By the time I looked to see if Aurora had heard the agitating sound, she had already turned in the direction of the cry. She seemed drawn to it, like I had been the first time I had heard it. That isn’t to say that I wasn’t drawn to the cry again this time, because I was, but I wasn’t thrilled about following it to its source again.
I liked the peaceful place beyond the wall and I didn’t want to leave it a second time. What if I never came back to it? Was it really heaven? I had never felt that sort of peace before. Should I stay? Where would the wail take me this time? The future was so unsure, but the present seemed so stable and wonderful and perfect. I didn’t want to leave that peaceful security again.
Then Aurora was gone. I felt her loss immediately. It was like a piece of me was gone. So, without thinking, I followed Aurora’s example and, for a second time pursued the source of a cry.
I passed through a wall and found myself in a hospital again. It seemed like the same place Aurora’s cry had taken me six years earlier. It had the same light blue walls, with familiar nurses in their crisp white uniforms and Jackson Community Hospital nameplates.
Only this time, Aurora was there with me. She had stopped a short way down the hall, her head tilted in the direction of the persistent cry. I caught up to her and passed the nurses’ station, where for a second time, I saw the smiling young woman and her new baby and all the happy nurses who still didn’t hear the again piercing wail.
When I reached Aurora’s side, the wailing stopped, like it had the first time I had heard it. A look of panic crossed her face and I knew the urgency she felt in finding the source of the now silent cry. I had felt it before, and I felt it again, but it was less important to me this time. I was focused on Aurora.
I was, of course, curious to see what we would find when we located the origin of the sound. Aurora was with me this time, so surely the cry had to be coming from someone else.
As thoughts like these flittered through my brain, I saw Aurora slip into a nearby room. I followed and as I stepped into the room, I saw a smiling doctor handing an exhausted, but happy woman a baby. Aurora was gone.
For the second time in my life, I heard that all-too-familiar doctor say to the all-too-familiar looking woman and man, “Congratulations you have a beautiful, healthy baby girl.”
The woman I had seen dying inside just a few minutes ago, was now before me, her face and eyes lit up with joy. I had gone back six years with Aurora, back to her birth, to be born again.
As I looked at baby Aurora I again felt a bizarre sense of loss which I couldn’t explain, but I also felt a sense of determination. I was not going to let Aurora die again at the age of six, not by a car, if I could help it. I figured that someone or something had given me another chance to help her and I was going to take up the challenge with all my heart. Six years was plenty of time to find a way to stop a car from hitting a little girl.
I was in the nursery with Aurora trying to piece the events of the last couple of hours together in my mind. Aurora had been reborn. I had been given a second chance. How was I going to save her?
My mind kept reliving the car accident. Then I kept looking down at Aurora the baby. It was surreal. I kept thinking about one of my favorite Aurora memories. She was four and she was chasing the family cat, Gizmo. Gizmo was a multicolored cat with big ears and named after a character in the movie Gremlins. To Aurora, that day, he was her treasure cat in a make believe game. She chased him through the living room, into the bedroom, and then crawled under the bed and after him as he tried to escape her clutches. She finally cornered him by the closet and then, she just gently hugged him.
“I love you, Gizmo,” Aurora said.
My heart melted. It was one of my favorite memories. Then the car accident, one of my now worst memories, intruded on my thoughts again. I focused back on the present. Aurora was an infant again. I had forgotten how small and fragile she once was. I was going to watch her grow up a second time. I couldn’t watch her die again too.
I had also had a memory of my own past life, before I died. Why had that happened? Aurora’s death seemed to rip it back into my consciousness. I remembered my room, as I lay dying, like she had been. I remembered my things – the posters on the wall, my books. And, I remembered nothing else. I didn’t know how I had come to lay dying in that room. I couldn’t remember any other memories about my house or my family. I just saw that room, bathed in red from the blood in my eyes. Was it a clue? I had no idea what it meant.
I finally knew my purpose, though – to save Aurora. Where did I need to start? I thought about all the questions I had asked myself since I had died and found myself in this existence. I suddenly knew. This time, I had to get to the morgue and see if my body was there. I needed to know more about this existence and maybe my death would tell me where to start. Maybe that was why I had relived my last moments again.
I took the elevator this time. They had ceased to scare me a long time ago. I found myself in the lobby. I studied a hospital map and walked my way down one more level to the morgue.
There were no bodies in the main room, but I saw a refrigerated room off to my left and walked through the door and into it. There were three bodies there, covered by sheets. I could see toe tags on all of them. This was it. I felt a little anxious, thinking that I might see myself dead in a few moments. Still, that wasn’t me anymore. I had crossed over into an alternate existence. I was still me, but I just didn’t have a physical body like that anymore.
I walked to the first body – Kelly Anthony, aged 55. That was definitely not me. I walked over to the second body – Jordan Mead, aged 30. Still not me. I looked down at the third body. I was nervous, but I had to go and look at the toe tag. I had to know if it was me. I needed to know more about my death – Morgan Jacobs, aged 92. I wasn’t down here. Had my body been taken away already by a funeral home? It had only been a little over an hour since Aurora’s birth. Or, was I mistaken in thinking that I had died here the moment Aurora was born? If my body wasn’t here, where was it? I didn’t know how to find that answer without more information. I couldn’t remember anything substantial to help me.
I retraced my route back to the maternity ward. I had so many other questions now. I wished I could remember more about my past, but now I only had the bedroom and my last moments in the hospital. That was it. There was nothing in those moments that would help me save Aurora.
I walked back into the nursery where Aurora and the five other babies were lying in their bassinets. There were three other girls and two boys in the nursery with her, but none of them held the fascination for me that Aurora did. I walked by them all without a second glance, focusing on her. She was what mattered.
For now, my own death was to remain a mystery. It was a dead end. I focused on Aurora. Where to start next? There had to be a way for me to save her.
I never had learned the name of the woman who drove the car, so that was another dead end. There was no way I could leap to the future and try to find out either. I couldn’t keep the car away from Aurora on that fateful day, so I figured I’d have to keep Aurora away from the car. The problem was that she couldn’t see me and I couldn’t touch her or talk to her or warn her, at least so far as I knew, so what was I supposed to do?
I needed to find someone like me. Maybe they knew more than I did. A thought nagged at my brain – what if there was nobody else like me? I ignored it. I knew I needed to look for someone anyway. I had to try.
A thought started percolating in my brain. I looked at Aurora, who was sleeping soundly. It would mean I’d have to leave her for awhile, which made me nervous. Instinctively I knew that she would be okay, but I had spent so long with her, that I didn’t know how not to be with her. I couldn’t be selfish. I had to do it, I reminded myself, so that she would get the chance to grow up.
I gave Aurora one last look as I left the nursery. It would have been nice to watch her first steps again and hear her first word, but I had work to do. I needed to leave the maternity ward and start on the task at hand. I needed to learn more about death and the afterlife.
I had watched a man die the last time Aurora was born, but now I would wait and watch every single person in the hospital die if I had to, in order to find someone like myself. Some of them had to exist like I did. I could not be the only one. And, if I didn’t find anyone in this hospital, I’d go to another and another until I did find what I was looking for. There had to be someone out there like me. There had to be someone who could help me.
Almost a year later and I still hadn’t found anyone. I had been to five different hospitals, watching a range of people dying. I witnessed everything from the deaths of children to the deaths of the elderly. I had seen no spirits like myself. I was discouraged. Almost a year had slipped away and I hadn’t made any headway in my quest. It was morbid work. I felt frustrated and angry. I hadn’t made any progress. I hardly ever spent time with Aurora anymore. I was always waiting for someone to die. It was a miserable existence. I was in a rut.
I finally decided to give it up, after witnessing a baby’s death. The world was so cruel. The infant, a little girl, had only been days old. She was almost two months premature and they had done everything they could think of to save her. It was horrific. I couldn’t stand to watch anymore. I was having no success and I had spent almost a year at it. That was my sign. It was time to move on. I may have been dead, but I didn’t enjoy watching it happen to someone else.
I had been thinking about finding haunted places for awhile, but it was an idea that had always unnerved me. Before Aurora had died, I had been comfortable and settled in my existence. Now everything needed to change. Besides, the hauntings I had heard about seemed only to be malicious – objects being thrown, strange noises, people being frightened. They were the hauntings horror movies inspired. Could those spirits possibly be friendly? Still, they were able to manipulate the outside world. Maybe they could help me. I had to do it. I had to save Aurora.
I knew of a few places in the area that I could check out from ghost stories the adults would tell around Halloween. The one closest was supposedly one of the most haunted cemeteries in the world – Cooper’s Grove Cemetery. Its first burial was in 1842, the last in 1970. From what I understood there must be many ghosts in Cooper’s Grove Cemetery. I wasn’t sure all of them were nice. Being a ghost myself, the stories had still frightened me. People had seen dark shadows, orbs, and strange mists. Some had blood red eyes. Still, there had also been the specters of a young girl and a little boy witnessed. It would be a good place to start.
Cooper’s Grove Cemetery was only a couple of miles from Aurora’s house. I walked it, wondering what I would find once I got there. I was going in the light of day. As I knew, day or night should not matter to a ghost.
I found the turnoff into the woods, easier than I thought I would. The entrance to the cemetery was now supposed to be closed off to visitors and unless you knew where it was, you would most likely drive past it. I walked through the wire chain that was meant to deter visitors and down the path through the woods toward the cemetery.
I quickly found that it was darker on the path than it had been on the open road a moment ago. Although the cemetery was now located near a busy street, the sound of the cars from the road was almost non-existent. A few feet into the woods and it was like I was miles from civilization. I kept walking. I could see the path stretching another block down. I was looking for a fence, theoretically, with a gaping hole that teenagers still crawled through to get into the cemetery.
I didn’t hear any birds chirping, which seemed odd in the dense forest. I kept walking forward. I was a little nervous, I’ll admit. It felt creepy and I was already a ghost, so it wasn’t like I should have something to worry about. I went on. I came to the fence with a hole in it. The cemetery lay in front of me, with a pond just beyond it. It would have been pretty if it hadn’t been in complete disrepair. Most of the headstones appeared to be gone and those left were cracked and falling over. Empty beer cans littered the ground. It was sad to see the disrespect some people had for the dead.
I walked through the hole and into the cemetery. I waited. I walked further in and around the dilapidated gravestones, looking at the names and dates. I didn’t know where I was buried. I wondered why these ghosts had stayed with their bodies, near their own graves. Maybe they didn’t know, sort of like I didn’t know why I felt I should follow Aurora.
I looked around, but I didn’t see anything. I walked through the entire cemetery, which was rather small and down to the pond that lay next to it. I could see the cars wizzing by on the roadway from where I was standing. I looked around carefully, scrutinizing each detail, looking for anything that was out of the ordinary, but I saw nothing. I walked back to the cemetery, but there was still nothing unusual.
“Hello!” I called out. “Is there anybody here?”
My response was eerie silence, but I persisted, “I need your help! Hello!”
There was still no answer to my call. I sat down on the grass, looking around.
“Hello?” I called again and again.
I sat there for hours, just waiting. I’d call out and then sit in silence for awhile, not sure which was the best way to do things.
The sun set. I was anxious, but I had to stay. If they came out at night, they came out at night. It shouldn’t matter, but I didn’t really know. I had to try all the options. I had to find out for sure.
I waited. Slowly darkness fell. The cemetery felt really creepy even to me. I waited some more. The strange silence seemed worse at night. The forest was darker because the trees were blocking the light from the moon. I felt scared, but I stayed anyway. Was I even going to be able to see them in this darkness? Did I really want to wait for ghosts who liked the cemetery at night? I knew I didn’t. It was unnerving in this cemetery. What would make a ghost want to revisit this place over and over again? I waited for hours or at least that’s what it felt like.
Then I saw it - a flash of light through the trees. I stood up. This was it! I wasn’t sure what to do.
“Hello!” I yelled, but heard no response.
“Is somebody out there?” I called again. “Hello?”
I strained to hear anything and then I heard it. The laughing. I walked toward it and the flashing light. It got louder as I grew closer. This was it!
And, then I saw them. Four teenagers were jeering each other down the dark path toward the cemetery. Two boys were dragging along their frightened girlfriends. They were looking for a good scare. I felt angry. They weren’t what I had been hoping for. They were going to scare the ghosts away!
“Come on, Megan,” a boy said. “We have to at least make it into the cemetery.”
“I’m scared,” Megan whispered in response.
“Just a few more steps,” another boy said.
I could see them more clearly now. The girls were completely terrified and the boys were totally enjoying the excitement and scariness of the situation.
And, then one of the girls screamed, “Did you see that?!? Did you see that?!?”
All four of them turned in my direction and froze. The next second they had turned away from me, running as fast as they could. I looked after them, their flashlight beams swinging light crazily from the trees. Had they seen me? I was almost certain they had. They had looked right at me.
I spent the night in the cemetery. I wanted more teenagers to come. Had they really seen me? Why, all of a sudden, had someone noticed me? Why hadn’t Aurora?
Although I had been waiting for other ghostly contact, I had found something else. I now had hope that the living might be able to see me. I waited in the cemetery now, both for another ghost, and for another human encounter. Someone had finally seen me.
I thought back to the brief moment that had elapsed. I had shouted and moved toward the group of teenagers and the girl had screamed. They had to have seen me. There had been nobody else in the cemetery as far as I knew and I had been waiting. Rationality nagged at me, though. Nobody had seen me before this. Why now? What was different about that whole minute? Did they see all of me? I didn’t know. I wanted someone to see me again.
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