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Ghost Story

Ghosts. Spirits. Demons. Whatever you want to call them, they
exist. I know from first-hand experience of the normal and the
paranormal. I think most people have at least seen something.
Even in the corner of their eye. Imagine a cold, mossy stone
manor set in the middle of a suburb. Me and my roommates
bought it to stay in, as it was relatively near our university.

We got there at the crack of dawn, on a groggy day with a moist
mist encompassing the area. We met the seller, were welcomed in,
and began a tour.

I opened my mouth to suck in a breath and was greeted by a flurry
of dust on my tongue. The corridors were lined with shelves, and
plentiful with the smell of old paper. I slid my finger across one of
the books, each individual grain of leather grating against my skin.
This house was old. Unreasonably old. The halls seemed to
stretch on forever, and fold back around on themselves. Rooms
disappeared before me and appeared somewhere else. My mind
was just playing tricks on me.

I spun around, and saw a door, just barely open. I peered around
the door, and a bed stood just opposite from the window.
A small photograph hung on the wall, displaying a crowd of people
in a ballroom. All of the people were staring right at the camera.
Even worse, I seemed to recognise some of the faces in the photo.
Particularly a man stood at the front, with a broad smile. I imagined
myself there, clicking my heels to the music and swirling to the
rhythm. Unbeknownst to me, I wasn’t just imagining the tune
anymore. I turned around, and a small brass gramophone stood on
a stained wooden table. The needle was down, squealing its way
around the record and emanating a melodious serenade. A man
stood next to it, staring through me, into my soul. It was the man
from the picture.


