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THE GHOST WRITER 

CHAPTER 1 

She was a ghost. Edgar knew that just by looking at her. Not that she looked 

different—he couldn’t see through her, and she was no white-sheeted apparition—but she 

was one of the many who haunted him. 

She was young, perhaps sixteen, with dark, curling shoulder-length hair. Not especially 

beautiful, but touched by the attractiveness youth bestows on all but the most unfortunate. 

She was short, maybe five foot two, and just slightly—very slightly—plump. There was 

nothing remarkable in her appearance, nothing to set her apart from the many people who 

passed through the park each day as he sat on his bench. 

It was the sum of many small things that gave her away. Not the way she stood alone—

they always did. Here, on this late November morning, more than one young woman walked 

the park unaccompanied, and he didn’t doubt their humanity. But there was something about 

the way she stood: stiff, upright, still. It all seemed to take effort. 

Yes, he thought, it was as though she had to remind herself to be. And there was 

something else—her way of looking. She gazed not at the world, but through it. 

There it was now: a dog chasing a ball across the grass, thrown by an attentive owner, 

raced past just a few feet from her. The joyful energy of it, the simplicity—almost impossible 

to ignore. Yet the scene passed her by like another autumn leaf falling from a tree. And the 

dog… the dog ignored her. Not just ignored—seemed unaware of her entirely. 

That, he thought, was the fate of ghosts: to be unseen by all but the few. 

The realisation that he was being haunted had come to Edgar only gradually. Had he 

still been working, he doubted he would have noticed. He needed time—for observation, 

contemplation, to learn to see past the distractions of the world and into its depths. 

Then he had begun to see them. This girl. The boy who ran from one end of the park to 

the other with the frantic purpose of someone whose life depended on it. Others too, lingering 

in the shadows of trees—shadows that cast no shade—or glimpsed in passing buses, their 

forms visible, but leaving no reflection in the window. 
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They had nothing in common except, he was sure, their awareness of him. Their 

attention was focused, always on him. And yet, they only watched. They seemed not content, 

but restrained, as if something held them back. It was as though they knew a secret they 

weren’t ready to share. Perhaps, he mused, they believed he still had time left—that only 

once he’d spent it would they come to him. And when they did, his life would change 

forever. 

That was it. There was an expectation in their gaze. A weight. A demand. Like a 

bubble rising from the depths, the idea surfaced: they longed for something, and had come to 

believe he could offer it. 

Today he would find out. He would take the step—to unbathed waters, undreamed 

shores—let Shakespeare be his guide. He rose from the bench, stiffly but without pain. At his 

age, stiffness was constant, and pain an old companion. He buttoned his grey coat and 

adjusted his black trilby. He didn’t have much experience with young ladies—or women of 

any kind—but he believed in respectability. 

She was standing on a slight rise above him, gazing out over the park. The dog had 

returned its ball to the thrower, a middle-aged woman who, he imagined, would leap to the 

girl’s aid if it were called for. Doubt crept in. Still, he began walking, slowly,, but with a 

purpose he hoped she might notice. 

As he approached, he saw it. A tension in her. Her stance changed. She became more 

real. It was as if she had been only sketched onto the path before—and now, with his 

attention, she gained substance. As if the very act of seeing her made her more real. 

He stopped. Was he mad? Was this all a figment? A lonely old man, building a world 

of strangers who saw in him some redemption? Wasn’t that the very essence of delusion? 

Yes—delusion at best, paranoia at worst. 

  

He changed course, adjusted his stride, and walked past her. A wave of relief and 

disappointment swept through him. 

 


