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When I first told my family about my brother’s ghost, they didn't believe me.  Especially because Roger was still living.  And to be clear, he’s still living now.
Hard to believe this all started just seventeen months ago.  Roger’s ghost showed up at my apartment in late March.  That bleary Saturday morning, with no real signs of spring, I noticed a trail of sandy, salty mush tracking from the front door through to the kitchen.

What’s odd about that, you ask?  Well, not only do I live alone, but I also never wear shoes in the apartment.  To ward off trails of sandy, salty mush.

The cat was sitting on the kitchen counter, something she only does when she’s totally freaked out, and was staring at the open refrigerator door.

“Down to butter and ice cubes,” commented Roger’s ghost.  You’re probably wondering how I knew I was seeing a ghost and not the real Roger himself.  Because he was see-through, okay?  Not opaque the way one would hope the real Roger would be.
But there was no doubt that this was some kind of Roger, because he was wearing his trademark red and blue plaid flannel shirt, with the tear in the right elbow that he refused to mend, over the faded, green tee-shirt that Roger won off of his best friend from college, Ed, in a ping pong tournament.  I think that was the end of their friendship.

Anyway, the apparition at the frig was clearly Roger.

“What are you doing here?”  A logical question, but maybe not the first one you’d ask.

Roger snorted, another notably Roger thing to do.  “I thought I’d come help you find a man.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Would I kid you, sis?”

“Yes.”  

“Well, I’m not.  I know everything there is to know about you, and I know a lot about love and how to make it happen.”  He added, “and stick.”

Just as “no, you don’t” was about to tumble out, I resolved not to argue with the ghost.  The real Roger had been divorced three times.  Even for our family, that was a lot.

As Roger started detailing his cupid strategy, I called my friend Zin and told her to come over “Right now!”  Since I was rarely so adamant, she did.

You might be wondering about Zin’s name.  She had this fling with Buddhism, but decided it wouldn’t mature into a love affair.  So she took a new name to show she’d dabbled.  She’s so creative.

 Anyway, Zin came running up the two flights of stairs, through the open door, and followed the mush trail.

“Roger, hey.”

So the cat and I weren’t crazy after all.  Roger, or some form of him, was really here.

“Looking kind of thin, Rog.”

“This is my zen state, Zin.”  Roger snorted again.
“Hell-ooo.”  I was feeling a little insistent, a lot frantic, and bit done in.

“So,” said Zin.  “What’s the plan?”

“To hitch her up.”

Zin laughed.  “Okay, let’s do it!”

You can imagine the rest without my spelling it out.  The two of them, Zin and Roger’s ghost, signed me up for heartsforever.com.  Then Roger’s ghost haunted me until I answered responders’ e-mails.  He literally pushed me to meet them for coffee or a beer.

His favorite was the self-proclaimed alcoholic, proud that he only drank organic wine and beer.  
I had no favorites.  I didn’t want to do this.  No matter what I tried, I couldn’t convince him to give up the ghost and leave me alone.

You may be wondering about the real Roger.  After Zin, he was my next call, because I was worried about him.  I told him about the ghost.  He didn’t believe me.  When I insisted he come over to the apartment and see for himself, Roger’s ghost hid.

“Not funny,” I yelled to the ghostless venue.  The real Roger thought I’d gone nuts.

“Look, you know I wouldn’t interfere in your personal life.  And I’m the last one to give advice about love.”  Roger’s latest girlfriend had just dumped him.  “If you need to imagine that I…”

“No.  No.  You’ve got to believe me.  Zin and the cat are in on it, too!”

“Of course they are,” said Roger.  
I wish I could say I never felt so alone.  But I had Roger’s ghost.

I resigned myself to my destiny.  
Until I learned about you all.  And that's how I ended up here at Ghostly Meetings Anonymous.  Thank you.
