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Chapter 1

 


He awoke to an overcast sky dotted with dirty brick buildings.
The pavement was cold and hard but he didn’t notice. As he stood
up, he checked his pockets. They turned up empty. A pickpocket must
have found him in the night.

He watched the clouds swirl around in the morning breeze while
he thought. He was in an alley; that much he knew from looking
around. He had been lying next to some trash cans. He tried to
recall how he had ended up here, but couldn’t remember the previous
night’s activities. He couldn’t even remember his name.

He discarded the idea of drinking too much alcohol, that didn’t
seem to be his style. He was also certain he wasn’t a drug addict
either. He continued to search his memories, but they were fuzzy
and intangible. He couldn’t make sense of any of it. 

The wind picked up and he hugged his long overcoat closer. He
was dressed in black slacks, comfortable dress shoes, and a simple,
dark gray shirt. It was not the kind of dress code for people
who normally passed out in alleys.

He spent some time looking around the alley, but found nothing
out of the ordinary. The trash cans he woke up beside were a bit
beat up, some garbage bags sat beside them. Dirty brick walls lined
the alley there was nothing to say why he had been there.

“How did I get into this situation?” His voice sound far away
and muffled even to him. He decided to look around a different area
and left the alley.

The alley led out to a side street. The buildings lining it were
dirty and unkempt, with bars on the windows and heavy locks on the
doors. Glancing around, he noted a few warehouses and one sickly
looking set of storage units. Beyond that he could see a soup
kitchen, and a Salvation Army. None of this looked familiar, but
then he wasn’t sure what he was looking for.

He noted the street signs, 34th St and Olive Ave,
though he didn’t recognize the area. It was empty of people, so he
kept walking and turned onto Olive Avenue.

Olive Avenue was a residential street dotted with seedy liquor
stores. He eventually passed out of this area and into what he
could see was a business district. The buildings grew taller and
cleaner. He even spotted a park on his left a couple blocks
away.

Light broke through on the horizon as the sun began to rise. He
found an old man unpacking the daily newspaper in front of a
newsstand on the next corner.

He stepped closer to read the headlines. ‘The Detroit
Times’ he read and continued to browse over the man’s
shoulder as he began putting the newspapers away. ‘Police Detective
MIA’ read one headline. Another gave details of a body found at a
construction site. There was another about shady local politicians,
and one about overall crime rates.

“Must be a rough town,” he said. The old man appeared not to
hear him as he continued setting up shop. He shrugged his shoulders
and continued walking.

More people were appearing on the sidewalks as the sun rose
higher. He called after a young woman in a business suit. “Excuse
me, Miss?” She kept walking as if she hadn’t heard him.

He tried again with a man in a sports coat, but he too ignored
him. More people appeared and the sidewalks became crowded. These
too, seemed to ignore his presence. They even went so far as to
attempt to walk over him.

He narrowly escaped being run over by a woman in three-inch
heels. He bit off a colourful retort and dodged a man in a track
suit jogging up the street.

He escaped to a quiet side street and reviewed his situation. He
wasn’t about to go back onto the crowded street, it would be a
futile effort to get anywhere. He looked around the side street and
decided to continue down it when he saw there were less people
around. It was still part of the business area, but the buildings
were smaller.

 As he walked he checked his pockets again, they were still
empty. Thinking it odd he had no money he started to wonder if he
had a home somewhere. Surely he must, he was well dressed, clean
shaven and well groomed.

He continued walking and thinking as he stopped for a passing
car at the corner of 12th Street and Oak Avenue.

“We got a call about a DB over on 12th Street.
You know where that new office building is going up. We’ve been
assigned the case.”

He looked up and down 12th Street for a clue as to
what had prompted the brief memory to surface. In the distance, he
saw what could be a construction site.

 He turned towards the construction site and his mind
turned towards the headlines he had read in the newspaper. He was
interested, but he wasn’t sure why. For all he knew he could be the
murderer returning to the scene of the crime.

He stopped. He had no knowledge to counter that thought. It was
unsettling. Could he have murdered someone? He didn’t know. He
stood there for a while lost in his thoughts before he realized he
was blocking the entrance to a small clinic. He began walking
again.

“I might as well have a look. If I’ve done something wrong, so
be it.” He nodded to himself and picked up his pace.

It wasn’t long before he was standing in front of a chain link
fence. The sign hanging on it revealed the name of the construction
company, T & R Construction, and the name of the building,
12th Street Plaza.

The skeletal beginnings of the high rise offices rose high on
the sky line. Then he noticed the yellow crime scene tape across
the gates. There was more of it on the inside near a pile of wood
and steel building supplies.

His subconscious told him not to disturb anything so he settled
for looking around. He walked around the outside of the fence
peering over and through it to get a good look inside.

He saw tire tracks covering the soft dirt that blanketed the
site. However, there were dump trucks and other equipment on the
site as well as employee vehicles. Overlaying footprints obscured
many of them.

Port-a-potties lined one side of the fenced in area. There was
also a temporary office for the overseer. 

Clouds shifted and a bright light blinded him. Holding a hand up
in a vain effort to block it, he shifted his position to identify
the source of the light. He rounded a corner closer to the building
supplies and found the source. The light was bouncing off an object
hidden amongst the timber.

The clouds shifted again and the glare was gone. He went up on
his toes but he couldn’t see the object. He circled the site once
more but found nothing unusual.

The construction site was a dead end. He threw his hands in the
air. “Well, now what?”

He went back down 12th Street, which took him to a
different part of the business district. It looked older, with
brick buildings instead of steel skyscrapers.

He adopted a leisurely pace as he admired the architecture. City
Hall took up two blocks, next to that was the head office of the
Detroit Times. There were people on the streets, but as it was
getting on towards midday they were leisurely strolling just as he
was.

There seemed to be many more side streets in this area than in
the newer part of the business district. He peered down them as he
passed. He was stopped at a corner waiting for traffic when he
found the local police station.

He turned down the street to get a better look at it. An alley
stretched along the right side of the station, and the other side
shared a wall with a café on the corner.

He crossed the street to stand in front of the station. The sun
was rising higher and it reflected off the front windows. He backed
up into the alley to get a better a look.

That’s when he heard an engine humming some where near him. He
turned around to find a garbage truck inches from running him over.
He closed his eyes and waited for the impact.










Chapter 2

 


He waited. Nothing happened. No impact, no bone-crushing force
struck him.  He opened his eyes slowly. The garbage truck was
gone. He spun around looking for it. Two garbage trucks were
traveling along the busy street. He rushed after them, running
along the sidewalks and dodging pedestrians. 

 Due to the traffic and the occasional stops the trucks
were easy to keep up with. One of the trucks turned off on a side
street. He turned to follow it.

The side street was less crowded, and the truck moved faster
with fewer cars around and less stops. He was falling behind. The
garbage truck turned another corner and he soon lost sight of
it.

He forced himself to slow to a walk. “This is the strangest day
I’ve ever had.” Then he chuckled. “It also happens to be the only
one I can remember right now.” He scratched his head and took in
the scenery.

The street he was on wasn’t marked. He didn’t recognize the
buildings surrounding him. The street resembled the alley where he
had woken up. He continued in the direction he last saw the garbage
truck when he heard something.

It was a child’s scream. It came again, this time more clearly.
He started running for the next alley on his right.

As the sun dropped below the horizon it cast an eerie
glow.  His eyes moved restlessly as he searched for the child.
She screamed again, this time it was so close he could feel
it. 

He stopped at the rear entrance to a convinience store. He had
expected to find the child being assaulted, but the child could be
hiding somewhere.

He began to look through the dumpsters and trash cans that
littered the back side of the store, peering into the corners and
calling out to her.

“Hello? Are you ok? I’m here to help you. Don’t be afraid, I
won’t hurt you.” The screaming had stopped and he his movements
became jerky and frantic as he looked around.

“You look funny.”

 He spun around quickly. Standing there behind him,
clutching a doll was a little girl. She was cute, with pudgy
cheeks, and blonde hair done up in pigtails.

 “I suppose I do look a bit funny. Are you ok?” He looked
her over. Her yellow dress hung to her knees and her black buckled
shoes where scuffed, but she looked unharmed.

 “I’m ok”, she said and grinned up at him. “My name is
Alice. I’m five years old” she told him. “What’s your name?”

“My name is Mason.” He tilted his head slightly. Was that his
name? He couldn’t say for sure, but it seemed to fit.

“It’s nice to meet you Mr. Mason” Alice said holding out her
hand. Mason took it and gave it a quick, gentle shake.

“It’s nice to meet you too Miss Alice” he said. She smiled
sweetly up at him. “I don’t suppose you live around here?” he
asked.

“No.” Alice looked down at her shoes and held her doll
closer.

“I think we should go some place else to play. Would you like
that?” Alice lifted her head and nodded with a smile. “Where would
you like to go?” he asked.

Alice grabbed his hand. “Let me show you!” she exclaimed. She
started pulling him along with her. He couldn’t help but be pulled
along with her. She moved fast for being so small. Mason had a hard
time keeping up with her. She dropped his hand after they had gone
a block.

 He fell behind when she ran onto Birch Avenue.  She
turned back to giggle at him and waited until he caught up. Alice
took his hand again and together they continued up the
street. 

The overspill of businesses from Olive Avenue was contained
along Birch Avenue, but that soon gave way to tall apartment
buildings and other housing complexes.  He looked up at them
and could see stars starting to appear in the darkness.

When he looked back down, he realized Alice had stopped in front
of one of the apartment buildings.  “This is it!” she said
with a grin, and ran up the stairs to the front door. She waved her
hand at him when he hesitated. He wanted to make sure she would be
safe.

Mason took a quick look around before they went in. He looked
down the street and watched two cars pass by. He turned to look in
the other direction but was interrupted when Alice grabbed his hand
and pulled hard, causing him to stumble into the lobby.

Alice darted through the lobby and ran up the stairs. He could
hear her giggling somewhere ahead of him as he took the steps two
at a time. She waited for a few minutes at the top of the next set
of stairs before running off again down the hall. Mason jogged
after her.

He caught up to her as she stopped in front of a door marked
421. “This is where my uncle lives.” She grinned up at him again
and then walked through the door.

 

 

Mason blinked. Then he blinked again. He held his hand up to the
door and it opened. Mason stepped back quickly.

 A man that looked to be in his twenties stood behind the
door. He stared at Mason through his thick glasses and ran a hand
through his shaggy blond hair.

“Well, I suppose you had better come in” he said after a few
minutes of silence. He held the door open wider and stepped aside
for Mason to enter.

It was a studio apartment, very small and cramped. There was a
door at the far left corner for the bathroom. To his immediate
right was a small kitchen.  The kitchen wasn’t much more than
a few cupboards, a microwave and a small refrigerator. The bed was
a sofa bed that took up most of the apartment. Alice was happily
playing on it. In the far right corner was an impressive computer
on a cheap but functional desk. The rest of the room was filled
with bookshelves that contained books and other electronics.

The blonde man closed the door behind him and went to the
computer. “So, have you got a name?”

“His name is Mason and he looks funny.” Alice had stopped
playing with her doll for a few minutes. “Can he stay with us Uncle
Patrick?”

“He can stay for a little while, until he has to leave.”

“Aw, ok.” Alice picked up her doll and started playing
again.

Patrick turned away from the computer to face Mason, who was
still standing near the door. “You can sit if you want. I expect
you have lots of questions.”

“I don’t really know where to start. Who are you exactly?” Mason
took a seat next to Alice.

“You haven’t met Lucy yet, have you?” Alice held up her doll
towards Mason. “Lucy, this is Mr. Mason. Mr. Mason this is
Lucy.”

“It’s nice to meet you Lucy.” Mason shook Lucy’s hand. Alice
grinned, climbed off the sofa bed and disappeared into the
bathroom.

“I’m Patrick Green. I do freelance writing and programming.
There’s not much else to say really.” He shifted in his chair
slightly and watched Mason.

“Alice is your niece? She called you uncle.” Mason fell into an
easy rhythm of asking questions, delving for more information about
his new landlord.

“More or less, she’s my brother’s daughter.” He shrugged his
shoulders. “I’m really not that interesting.”

Mason leaned back on sofa and thought for a moment. So many
crazy things had happened to him today that he wasn’t sure where to
start. He could hear Alice’s soft chattering flowing from the
bathroom. He leaned closer to Patrick and whispered.

“Is Alice, you know…” Mason gestured “…real?”

Patrick leaned forward. “She’s as real as you are.” The two men
looked at each other quietly. Patrick leaned back again and eyed
Mason. “You don’t know do you?”

“Know what? I know that today has been the most absurd day I’ve
ever had. I can’t remember anything apart from my own name. I
somehow dodged a garbage truck and little girls are walking through
doors. This has never happened to me before.” Mason threw his hands
up in the air and began to pace around the tiny apartment.

“There’s a reasonable explanation for everything, but I need you
to calm down first.”

“Maybe I don’t want to calm down!” Mason’s volume went up notch.
He ran his fingers through his hair and stormed around the
apartment.

“Look, just sit down again, will you?” Patrick got up and
started making coffee in the kitchen area. Mason stopped his pacing
but didn’t sit down.

“Do you remember how you got into the apartment complex?”
Patrick’s gaze was focused on his coffee. Mason sighed and rubbed
his face.

“Through the door I guess.”

“But the front door is a security door. Someone would have to
let you in.”

“Well then, I don’t know. What does this have to do with
anything? Just tell me what’s going on!” Mason gestured toward
Patrick. “Please”.

“You’re a ghost Mason. Just like Alice.”










Chapter 3

 


“What?” Mason turned away from Patrick and started pacing again.
“If you’re going to lie to me at least make it a reasonable lie. I
mean a ghost? Really?”

Patrick returned to his computer desk with his coffee in hand.
He sipped it as he watched Mason pace around the tiny apartment.
“Would it help if I could prove you were a ghost?”

“It would yes. I just want all of this to make sense!” He paced
some more. He was starting to doubt Patrick’s credibility. His brow
wrinkled as he continued making laps around the room. He glanced at
Patrick who was still watching him and sipping coffee.

Mason stopped and threw his hands up. “Ok I give. Show me I’m a
ghost.” Mason crossed his arms and waited for Patrick to react.
Patrick finished off his coffee and dropped his mug off at the sink
before turning back towards Mason.

He pulled a pencil out of his pocket and held it in his hand.
“Catch.” Patrick tossed the pencil towards Mason.

Mason reached out to catch the pencil, but it slipped through
his fingers. He looked from his hand and then back to the floor
where the pencil lay. He flexed his fingers. Then he reached down
to pick up the pencil.

 He couldn’t get a grip on the pencil. After a few minutes
of attempting to move the pencil Mason looked up at Patrick. “Ok,
very funny. It’s a trick pencil right? So what’s the trick?”

“No trick. How about you try something else? Bring my computer
chair over here.”

“Oh no. I’m not your maid service pal.”

“Ok then, you pick something. Anything.” Patrick leaned back
against the kitchen cupboard and watched Mason look around the
apartment.

Mason was sure that Patrick was having fine time watching him
fail the tests. He was determined to prove Patrick wrong and end
this nonsense. He decided on moving the sofa bed. He and Alice had
sat on it earlier.

He crouched down at one end to push it a few inches back towards
the kitchen. He reached out with his hands to grab hold of the arm.
His hands went through the arm of the sofa bed.

Mason looked up at Patrick. He tried to touch the couch again
and again his hands could not touch the couch. “Ok, what’s going on
here? I could sit on it earlier but now I can’t touch it?”

“I told you. You are a ghost. You can touch things, but you
can’t move things.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

“Let me see if I explain it a little better.” Patrick crossed
the room and sat down in his computer chair. “You can touch the
floor because you’re walking on it. Right?”

“Yeah, that’s obvious. Go on.” Mason folded his arms and
waited.

“You don’t have to think about touching it. You take it for
granted that you can. Just like sitting on the sofa. You didn’t
think for one second that you could go through it, right?”

“Right.”

“But, sitting and walking don’t require you to move anything but
yourself. When you try to move something else you have to move more
than yourself and that’s where you get into trouble. As a ghost you
don’t exist on the same level as the living, because of that you
can’t affect anything in the living world.”

Mason scratched his had and thought. He wandered over the door
to the apartment. “So if all of what you just said is true, I can’t
open this door but I can walk through it.”

Patrick nodded and Mason looked back at the door. He reached out
with his hand to turn the knob. He couldn’t grab onto it. He took a
step back and rolled his shoulders. He stood still for few minutes
and thought back on Patrick’s words. He hoped Patrick was right
otherwise he was about to make a fool of himself.

Mason marched forward. When he would have normally stopped in
front of the door he took another step, then another. He was in the
hall outside the apartment. He looked up and down the hall. Then he
looked down at his hands. He flexed his fingers. Then he turned
around and walked back into the apartment.

He looked down at his hands again when he was back in the
apartment. He stared at them and continued flexing his fingers. “If
I’m a ghost, that means I died, right?”

“Yes. That means you died.”

“But, if that’s true then how did I die? And why am I still
here? Aren’t we meant to go to Heaven or something?”

“I don’t know how you died. I can’t tell you that. I’m not even
sure why you’re still here. I do know that you should be on the
other side and something is keeping you from going.”

“If I am a ghost, why can you see me? Aren’t I supposed to be
invisible?”

Patrick turned back towards his computer and started typing. He
continued speaking as he worked. “I’ve been able to see ghosts ever
since Alice died. If you’ll excuse me I have some work to catch up
on.”

Mason scratched his head and decided to check on Alice. He poked
his head into the bathroom, but it was empty. He frowned and made a
circuit of the apartment. Then he went out into the hall. He
retraced his steps back to the stairs, and then turned around went
to the other end of the hall where the elevators where.

He came back to Patrick’s apartment. “I can’t find Alice.” Mason
watched Patrick’s reaction.

Patrick didn’t look up from his computer screen. “She probably
went out again. Don’t worry, Alice always comes back.”

“Aren’t you worried about her? I mean she was screaming when I
found her.” Mason crossed his arms and waited. Patrick continued
typing.

Mason raised his voice and tried again. “I heard her screams and
then she found me. Shouldn’t we go out and look for her?”

Patrick turned back to his computer. “She’ll be fine. Now if you
will excuse me.” Patrick put on a set of headphones and turned up
his music. Mason shook his head and settled on the sofa bed to
wait.
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