
Ghost story – Alison Jones 
 
I was in the corner of the living room again, watching them. Having lived next-
door to these kids for so long I knew them as if they were my own. Ellen, her 
back on the floor and her legs up on the sofa, was consumed by a book, twirling 
her hair between her fingers absently as she often did. Billy also preferred the 
floor. Supporting himself on knees and elbows he was working on a school 
project, his eyebrows leaning towards each other like angry caterpillars. He 
gripped an orange pencil as if he feared it might escape. 
 
I drifted a little closer. Ducks. The kid was doing a project about ducks. Poor little 
sod. Why didn’t they give them more riveting stuff to research, like, oh I don’t 
know, extra-terrestrial life or hypnosis or time travel? I could probably give him 
a few pointers with those. As it was, well – ducks. Never a passion of mine. 
 
I grew bored watching, as one does. His school satchel lay on the rug close to the 
fireplace. Perhaps it was time for a little practice. 
 
I adopted The Posture, aimed all my energies at the satchel, and managed to 
move it about three centimetres. I was a little bit proud. Not too bad. I was still a 
rookie, not having been dead for very long at all – at least I don’t think so, time 
works differently here - and I can tell you there is much to learn. You don’t 
automatically know all the ins and outs of ghost lore just because you’re dead.  
 
Annoyingly, the kid was so engrossed in the duck he was drawing  that he didn’t 
even notice. I gazed about the room, disconsolate.  I needed something more 
dramatic. 
 
What about that flag pinned to the wall? Billy’s dad was a rabid nationalist. He 
had the Aussie flag hanging from a flagpole in the front yard, and just in case you 
missed that, he had another one displayed on the living room wall, held there by 
drawing pins. What if I liberated the flag from its moorings? And then made it 
tap-dance across the floor? I became excited by the dramatic possibilities, and 
took up my position. 
 
But then I thought – the drawing pin issue. Extracting pins from a wall was not 
something I had practiced, and I understood from others that it required an 
advanced level of skill. My knowledge of poltergeism was perfunctory at best. So 
I thought better of the plan. 
 
Then I had a brainwave. What if several buttons pinged off Billy’s shirt at the 
same time, and landed on the floor making the outline of a duck? The kid would 
definitely notice that. In fact, he would be pretty damn impressed. I too would be 
pretty damn impressed. This was the best idea I’d had all day. 
 
So I again adopted The Posture, and waited until Billy sat back on his heels to 
consider his work. There were the buttons, all neat and perpendicular, little grey 
ones and lots of them, even some on the sleeves. All grist to my mill. I cranked my 
energy up to full power, and aimed it at the buttons, while at the same time – I 



swear I was getting cleverer by the second – I planted another energy circle on 
the floor close to his knees, and kind of mapped it with a duck outline. 
 
The miracle happened. Off came the buttons one by one with balletic grace. Each 
one floated off the shirt in slow motion, and found its way unerringly to my duck 
outline. The resulting image was a joy to see. I was gleeful within my ghostly self. 
What would the kid do? 
 
Still sitting back on his heels, Billy gazed at the buttons as they liberated 
themselves from his shirt. He observed them in silence as they settled 
themselves into my design. He regarded the magical duck – well, MY magical 
duck. I waited. 
 
Then the kid sighed, and looked up. “All right, Hazel,” he said, “I know it’s you. 
Very good. Now can you put them back on again? Mum will have a fit.” 
 
Sometimes the life of the artist is a torment. 
 
 
 


