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The first thing you miss after death is your ass. You float about the room like the traditional ghost does, and, yeah, it’s great, but you still want to experience the coziness of your favorite arm chair. I’m not saying that I can’t sit anymore, I just can’t feel it anymore. 

Apart from missing the daily routine of making my ass feel comfortable, being a ghost is great. Most people aren’t as thrilled as me to find that they have passed on, and they move on rather quickly. The difference between them and me is the fact that only in death can I be with my dear child.
#
The room is dim as the sun trickles in through the clear fabric of the drapes. Mika’s dark brown hair takes in the new light as it warms her scalp, keeping its usual neatness even as she turns to her side. 


Mother creeps in and sits on the edge of the bed, smoothing the pink flowered sheets with her hand to undo the new wrinkles. She puts her hand on Mika’s small shoulder and rubs it saying “wake up, it’s time for school.”


Mika groans and rolls over onto her side. She never wants to go to school, and was always defiant about waking so early. It wasn’t that she didn’t like school; it was just that she would rather sleep and then watch TV all day in her PJs.

“Mika, honey.” Mother said pausing, “School.” 


Tossing over to her other side, her face smeared with blue ink, she says “I’m sick. I need to stay home and get my rest.”


Mother stares at her daughter for a minute, and tries to hold back a laugh. This was a rather cute moment in Mika’s young life, but Mother had to let Mika know it wasn’t going to work. “What is it that you have, dear?”

“I…don’t know.” Mika replies, touching her face with her delicate hands, “It feels like I have itchy bumps. What color are they? Should you call a doctor?”


Eyes narrowing, Mother says in a somewhat loud, not shouting, voice “Ink spots aren’t contagious. Get up, wash your face, and hop on the bus.”


Mika makes a sound of annoyance and hops off the bed, grabbing her red polka-dotted dress that hangs from the bed frame. She slowly walks out the door, and as soon as she is out of sight, Mother lets out a laugh.
#


When you’re a ghost, the last seconds of your life stick in your mind like needles. Even though you cannot feel anything physically, in your memories, it is almost like you can. 


The limestone under me had always felt cool, even in the hottest of summers. The waves crashed as each boat passed by. If I were to dangle my feet down, like I used to when I was a child, I would feel the cool, green Lake Michigan water on my toes.

It had been thirty years since I dangled my feet, and I still remember that feeling. I remember how tempted I was to feel that cold water again.

This place was my garage, my place to reflect on the day. To me, looking at the ocean was looking at the engine of a new 05’ Viper GP S 50, trying to find something to work on to improve it (of coarse that is impossible). Damn, I wish I had bought that car.  

#


The preschool buzzed with excitement as the children rushed off the bus and started to flood the classroom. Most of them ran strait to their cubbies with there colorful lunch pales and brown paper bags, while others sat scattered in their desks anticipating Teacher’s arrival.


Mika and Best Friend Sally where always the last to reach their seats. The two always met up in the cubbies, and chatted until Teacher called them to their seats. Today, however, Best Friend Sally would find her seat two minutes before Teacher’s arrival, and Mika would wait to be called.

Waiting in the cubby-room, which was about the size of Mother’s pantry, Mika placed her brown lunch sack in the dark hole. She then proceeded to wait, as usual, for Best Friend Sally to arrive. Today, when Best Friend Sally ran to the cubbies to meet Mika, she was nervous and afraid. Mika just looked upset.

“You told me it would work!” Mika said with just a sprinkle of anger in her normally sweet ice cream sounding voice.


“What do you mean, it?” Best Friend Sally asks with fake puzzlement.


“The INK! The INK!” Mika nearly shouts, loosing the sweetness of her voice.


Best Friend Sally giggles. “You actually tried that?”


“You said you would too, ‘cause it worked lotsa times!”

Laughing some more, Best Friend Sally says, “I didn’t think you would try it! You are so stupid sometimes!”


“I am not.” Mika insists, “You are just mean!”


“I am not.” Best Friend Sally mocks. “You’re so stupid. You do everything I tell you to! Like, like, remember the monster in the potty story? You fell for that too!”

#


The monster in the potty was a story Best Friend Sally told Mika and some other children about at recess two weeks ago. They were on the playground, near the hide-in tubes. 

    According to Sally, the monster would hide in the sewers. Every once and awhile, it would get bored and try to escape. It would climb up the pipes and wait for someone to open the potty lid. If the monster caught you, he would bite your bottom until he decides to leave and find another toilet to live in. The only way to protect yourself was with garlic, because the monster couldn’t stand it.

As Best Friend Sally told the story, Mika and two other children hid in the tubes and covered their eyes. They walked inside slowly when the bell ended their recess, and didn’t talk.

Mika refused to use the potty for several days unless Mother was nearby or she had some garlic with her. She didn’t tell Mother what she was afraid of, but always asked for garlic when she came home from school. Mother thought she just learned about vampires at school, and told Mika that they only live in Transylvania. Mika just looked at her feet and nodded.

Mika didn’t want to tell Mother about the monster, as it might scare her too. For days, she asked Mother for garlic, but was always refused and told the same thing about Vampires.

One day, Mika told Mother she wasn’t afraid anymore. Then, when Mother wasn’t looking, she raided the spice rack, trying to find the shaker of garlic, not that she could read the labels. She snuck one bottle out successfully without Mother noticing. She hid the bottle labeled Oregano behind the toilet so she wouldn’t have to worry anymore.
#


I remember the last conversation I had with Mika’s mother. It sounded a lot like Mika and her best friend’s. We had just gotten out of the courtroom.


I looked at her eyes with rage as she walked by chatting with her lawyer. She was smug and happy, and it annoyed me. I had to but in.


“You,” I said, jumping in front of her, “You took Mika away from me.”


She smiled like the devil. “Yes, I did. Sorry. She is my daughter.”


“I raised her.”


“No,” She said looking me dead in the eye, “Gloria did.” 


I wanted to run. I am tough, but Gloria’s death was still recently planted into my brain. “Your sister did, but I did too.”


“She signed an agreement. The situation was temporary. Now, stay away from me.” She was calm and collected when she spoke. It was chilling. The last thing I remember of her was her heels clanking on the cement steps as she walked to the street.

#

“You are a very mean girl,” Mika says angrily. “I don’t wanna play with you no more.”


“Aww,” Best Friend Sally says as she looks at her untied shoe laces, “I was just playin’. I thought we were best friends.”


“No.” Mika says as she turns her head away from Best Friend Sally and tries to think of an insult to counter being called “stupid”. Mika remembers a word she had over heard Mother using when she was using the telephone. 
#


Mika was three at the time. She knew at one point Father had lived with her and Mother, but she rarely saw him. Mika was probably about three when Father had disappeared from her life entirely, and she slowly began to forget his facial features.


Mika knew that when she walked in on Mother using the telephone, she was five. Mika was going to show Mother that she knew from watching Sesame Street that she was “this many” years old and count her fingers like Big Bird showed her. 


Mother was yelling and Mika didn’t want to approach her on the telephone, so she sat at the table silently listening for the conversation to end. Mother didn’t see her.


Mika didn’t understand what Mother was talking about, “Dee Vorce” must have been the name of her friend, she said that word a lot. Then Mother said another thing Mika couldn’t comprehend, “Tell that man that he’s just a stupid Bastard!” as she slammed the phone down on the receiver.


Whirling around, Mother had misty eyes, the kind that Mika had never seen before, except on the TV. Mother wiped her face with the back of her hand before she looked up at the table.


“Mika, honey, when did you get in here?”


“Mother, what’s a Bass Tard?”

Mother walked over to her daughter and frowned. She cupped her hand over Mika’s mouth, resisting the urge to slap it. “That’s a naughty word, It means that someone is a bad person. Don’t say it again, or I’ll wash your mouth with soap! Now, why are you sitting ever so patiently at the table? Did you color another picture for the refrigerator?”


Mika shook her head back and forth, her hair fluffing itself in the process. “I learned to count…see” she paused to hold out her open hand, “I’m this many! Big Bird said!” Mother smiled warmly and hugged her daughter.

#


Mika, remembering that word, she said “Best Friend Sally, you are a bastard!” Best Friend Sally puts her hands over her mouth and gasped, she knew what a bad word that was. Mika stays in the cubby-room as Best Friend Sally takes her seat, tears rolling down her peachy cheeks until Teacher calls for her.
#


I’m surprised that Mika’s mother got divorced in the first place. The reason she won Mika in the case had a lot to do with the fact that she could provide her a loving family. Instead of me, I was single now with Gloria gone. 


Gloria was smart, and loving. She was the obvious choice to raise Mika for her sister. Me and Gloria didn’t have children, it wasn’t that we couldn’t have them, we just felt it wasn’t time to have them. That doesn’t make much sence, but that’s okay, you get the picture. 

Mika’s mother told Gloria that she needed to get her life together, and asked if she would take care of Mika. She was one year old at the time.


Gloria had asked her why Mika’s father, whose name we never did find out, couldn’t take care of her. The reply was simple: he didn’t exist. 


I wasn’t sure what that ment, but I do now. It ment that although Mika had a father, the possibilities as to whome that could be were large. The person who was living with Mika’s mother for the past six months didn’t want to care for Mika. It was a weird situation. 

None the less, Gloria knew that me and her could raise Mika properly. Even if it was all rather sudden. That’s why we adopted her. She was our daughter for 8 months.
#

