Chapter 2

       When all the colours and the travelling stopped, Charlie found himself standing on a soft surface, with his eyes closed. He kept his eyes closed, wondering what had just happened to him. It was probably something that was going on in his head. That seemed to imply that he had been under the influence of drugs, but how? Charlie had never had drugs in his life. It was very puzzling. Charlie also noticed that he felt lighter, as if he had lost about 20 kilograms while experiencing what he had experienced. This added to his puzzlement, and Charlie thought that it was all the more likely that drugs had affected him.

       Charlie slowly opened his eyes, taking in the extra light and noticing that the room seemed brighter. The first thing that he saw was his body, lying on the ground and breathing softly, undoubtedly unconscious. Shock rammed into his entire conscious self. Possibilities of what this extra body was floated through his mind. As soon as he had recovered from the shock, he knelt down to examine his unconscious body. He put his hand over the unconscious body’s mouth and distinctly felt a soft breeze blow over his hand. ‘Good!’ he thought, ‘at least I’m breathing!’ He moved his hand from over the mouth to the area of the heart. Bringing his hand over the body’s heart he pressed down, expecting to feel solid flesh and a beating heart. His hand went straight through the body and down, probably out the other side. Charlie gave a squeal of surprise, pulling his hand up and away from his body like he had just touched a live electric fence. Now he could understand what this extra body was, it was just a ghost of him, probably waiting for him to die so this ghost could wake up and live in the world in his stead. 

       Even though Charlie told himself that it was nothing to worry about, he still worried. Why would he be able to see his ghost if he couldn’t before? What if other people could see his ghost too? If he left his ghost there would it stay there until he died? A million questions ran through his head, and all of them he could not answer. This lack of knowledge scared him. Maybe had better try to move the ghost away from there to a place where no one would see it. Charlie had almost forgotten that he was in another person’s house and that he shouldn’t be in there. Maybe it would be better if he just took a chance and left the house, hoping that the Sinclair’s couldn’t see the ghost and they didn’t reach down and feel the ghosts breath. Charlie decided to take the chance.

       Charlie crept toward the window where he hoped to get away, taking care to miss the sofa which was positioned in the middle of the room, and the television which was right beside the window. “Thump, thump, thump.” Someone was in the hallway and walking toward the living room! Charlie sank back, behind the sofa and made sure that he was completely hidden before looking around the side of the sofa to see who was about to come in and reaching for his gun. The trouble was, he didn’t have his gun.

       Charlie felt vulnerable without his gun. He didn’t ever use it but had always had a vision of being discovered and then bringing out his gun and telling the discoverer to get his hands in the air and then making a fine getaway. He supposed that he must have dropped his gun while he was seeing the colours and stuff. Charlie risked a quick glance at his ghost before looking back at the door. He couldn’t see his gun anywhere. Looking back at the door, he saw that the handle was turning and that somebody would be coming in pretty soon.

       A person, undoubtedly a woman, probably Mrs. Sinclair, walked into the room, before turning back and calling out to Mr. Sinclair.

       “Which book did you want? I forgot.” 

       Mr. Sinclair answered in a clear but loud voice, in the same voice that the head had spoken in before. “I wanted the book on the amazon rainforest, you know, the one what told us all the facts about it and everything. That book was fascinating.”

       “Haven’t you read that before?” 

       “I have but it’s really good, you should read it.”

       “Okay, I will. What will you read now?”

       “Oh, just get me ‘Great expectations’ then”

       Charlie had never known anyone who read in bed at about midnight after they had got a miniscule amount of sleep but now he did. He supposed that was why the head had had very blood shot eyes. Unfortunately this strange habit of the Sinclair’s was not good for Charlie; it increased the chances of him being caught by a long way. He supposed that now Mrs. Sinclair would turn on the light and go over to the bookshelf and then discover Charlie in the house and start screaming. Mr. Sinclair would come running into the living room and overpower Charlie while Mrs. Sinclair rang the cops. It didn’t look good for Charlie. 

       The first part of Charlie’s prophecy came true. Mrs. Sinclair turned on the light and walked over to the bookshelf. Charlie could see her eyes scanning the bookshelf for the books that she wanted. Before long she had both of the books under her arm and was turning around, heading to go back. Her eye’s moved to Charlie and Charlie winced, thinking that she had just seen him. But her eyes kept travelling, past Charlie and to the door where she headed, switching the lights off, and shutting the door. Charlie could hear her voice in the hallway.

       “I got the books, here you are, here’s ‘Great Expectations’”

       Charlie assumed that she had given the book to her husband and he let out a long sigh of relief. He still couldn’t understand why she hadn’t seen him but he was happy. Now odds were he wouldn’t get caught.  

