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CAMPBELL ® 70

as I could, ‘cause there were lots of other things that needed doing,
Then old Mrs. Sanders put a foot through it, one day, while dropping
by with one of her godawful casseroles. Fell backwards, all two
hundred .pounds of her. Broke a leg, and never said a word of
complaint. You can imagine how I felt.

“I thought, I can either pull it down, or I can repaint it, replace the
broken board and hope for the best. But the thought of Mrs. Sanders
breaking another leg was too much, so I figured, all right, it’s time. So
out I went, with my crowbar, my saw, my hammer, and set to work.
Figured, couple of hours hard work, and gone she’ll be. Well!”” The ghost
chuckled. “Didn’t I learn a thing or two!”

“Take longer than you thought?”

“Two days later, I'm still hacking away. That thing was built like
one of those cathedrals. It had struts, and buttresses, and planks and
joints and what-have-you. Finally, Harry, who taught over at the
school, came by and offered me his brother.”

“His brother?”

“To help me. He was visiting on his way across Canada, and he
needed a bit of money. So I told Harry to send him over the next day.
Next day, eight o’clock sharp on a Saturday morning, while I'm still
asleep, and deep in a wet dream, the back doorbell rings. I stumble
down, wondering who the hell could it be, and there’s this young guy,
with a furry beard, and the sweetest, most solemn puppy-dog eyes you
can imagine” The ghost scrutinized Martin critically. “He looked like
you. Same eyes. Same beard. And skinny: not enough meat on him to
make a noise in the pan. Slender. Wiry.”

Martin sighed.

“Well, you never saw two guys sweat and strain the way we did
over that porch. But by noon, it was mostly kindling. He hardly said a
word. Shy, withdrawn. But if I cracked a joke, he'd smile the greatest
smile you ever saw. Like—" The ghost waved his hands. “Like—oh,
forget it. How do you describe a smile? Anyway, we worked and
worked. And around about noon, I said, that’s enough. Let’s get a drink
or something.”

The ghost was silent for a moment. “We went in, and got ourselves
something to drink. He stood there in the kitchen, no shirt on. Flies
buzzing everywhere, and so hot I wanted to pant like a dog. But it felt
so good! Mid-June. Sun on the lake, sun on the trees. Having company
on a Saturday. Working with wood for four solid hours. A winter’s
worth of kindling in my shed. Smell of the grass. Feel of my chest,
heaving from all that effort. The sight of a half-naked man leaning
against my kitchen counter.

“His head was thrown back, looking at the ceiling. I couldn’t help
myself. I went over to him, and wiped a drop of sweat that was
running down his neck. He lowered his head, and looked at me. Before
I knew it, we were up in the bedroom, and I could smell the flowers
from the garden below, and hear the bees nosing about in the blossoms,
and taste the hot skin that had been out in the sun all morning.” The
ghost sighed. “I'd never known anything so wonderful in all my life”

Martin thought for a moment, feeling the hand on his beard, the
chest against his face, the arm around his shoulders. “So where do I
come into this?”

The ghost didn’t answer right away, but lay there with his eyes
closed. “After it was over, he got up right away, and put his clothes on
and left. I never saw him again. He never came to be paid for his work.
And I finished the porch myself, and grew my flowers, and sat on the
porch and smelled the flowers and thought about him. And life went
on, and eventually I grew old and I died. As I sat on my porch through
all the long years after that, I wished with everything I had that he'd
stayed for ten more minutes, cuddling with me. I had sex with men
during in my life; more than you might think. But I lived for seventy-
eight years, and never hugged a man, never nestled in close to him.
God, I said, if you take me to heaven, let it be a place where I can hold
a man close and cuddle him and stroke his beard. So, when God moved
me on to the third stage, he let me find you, and come to you in the
dead of night, when you needed comfort, and let me hold you and kiss
you and rub your back and listen to your troubles.”

“Mmmmm.” Martin’s head sank lower on the ghost’s chest.

The ghost raised Martin’s chin. “Moving out of REM sleep?”

“I'm afraid so. Will I remember you in the morning?”

“The way you'd remember a dream. Martin, I'm scared. There’s not
much time.”

“What'’s going to happen to you?”

The ghost’s voice cracked slightly. “Something strange. Incredible.
God knows. The fourth stage.”

Martin reached over and turned out the light. “Lie down,” he
ordered.

The ghost obeyed. Martin rolled the ghost on his side, and then
settled down behind him, with an arm around the ghost’s waist. He
kissed the back of the ghost’s neck. “It'll be okay,” he whispered.
“You're a good man.”

They lay there in silence for awhile. “Is this what you and your
lover used to do?”

“It’s called making spoons. How does it feel?”
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