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The Ghost I Left Behind




Martin woke slowly, surfacing from a depth that felt heavier than sleep, and for a few seconds he didn’t recognise where he was or why his body refused to respond to him properly. The ceiling above him was too white, the air too still, and when he tried to move, something tugged at his chest and wrists with a quiet, mechanical insistence that brought him fully back into himself. Wires were attached to him—several of them—running from his body into machines that blinked and hummed at his bedside, marking out his existence in steady, indifferent rhythms. His mouth was dry, his limbs weak, and the simple act of breathing felt like something his body was remembering rather than doing naturally. 

It didn’t take long for the truth to settle over him. Hospital. That explained the antiseptic smell, the stiff sheets, the hollow, temporary feel of the room, a place that existed only for people passing through rather than anyone meant to stay. He turned his head slightly, taking in the details—the chair in the corner, the muted landscape painting on the wall, the window that looked out onto a stretch of countryside so calm and untouched it felt almost unreal compared to the state he was in. Somewhere beyond the door, he could hear movement—voices, footsteps, the distant rattle of trolleys—but none of it came any closer.

He lay there for a while, trying to gather the fragments of memory that had brought him here. The pub. The dizziness. The sudden collapse and the humiliating awareness of strangers staring down at him, unsure whether to help or simply watch. After that, nothing. Just darkness, and now this.

A familiar unease crept in, subtle but unmistakable, the same sensation that had followed him ever since the world had begun to behave strangely around him. It started as a pressure in the air, then a shift in temperature, and before he even turned his head, he knew he wasn’t alone. A man and a woman stood in the doorway, dressed in clothes that didn’t belong to this decade, their faces still, their eyes fixed on him with that same silent expectation he had come to recognise.

Martin let out a tired breath rather than reacting with fear. “Not now,” he murmured, closing his eyes briefly. “I’m really not in the mood.”








