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Did you ever have that feeling before, where you're
not sure if you're awake or not? That feeling where you think
you're drunk, even though you never took a sip in you're whole
life? That feeling where you walk around the whole day in a daze
and not be able to process anything, that feeling where you think
you're dreaming inside a dream when you see a ghost in front of
you're eyes?






That feeling never fades from my life, not when I
open my eyes in the morning to wake up and meet the familiar
abnormally dark eyes staring back at me, its head upside down as it
floated above my bed, greeting me silently with a short nod. Not
when I head downstairs and eat, while it's standing behind me
looking down curiously at the bowl of corn flakes, not when I run
to the bus stop just in time to catch it and pick a seat, it's
right there beside me it's legs up on the seat in front of us, it's
eyes following my every move, not when I'm in class and the teacher
picks me and I don't hear her because the thing is leaning forward
from behind me to look at my paper. And especially not when I head
home and it isn't just it anymore, but them.






They can only be described as ghosts, following me
from the second they discovered my gift, I discovered quickly that
they can only be seen by me, and normal people walk through them
without a hitch, they are so oblivious to their presence here on
earth, that I feel jealous, it's hard to ignore them when they're
always there, watching me with those piercing black eyes. I'm not
normal; I figured that out two weeks ago when I met the first one,
I mean...who can see spirits? Some weird seer on a mid night show
that's who, and I don't plan on turning into one of them anytime
soon.






When I walk down the road to my house they come from
the shadows, they look normal in the morning, normal people, some
were business men or woman, and some were students in uniforms, I
even once spotted a nurse and a doctor. I guessed the clothes they
wore were the one's they died in, because on their wear there were
unmistakable red marks, I think you know what I mean.






They crowd around either side of me but don't step in
front of my path, they keep so silent and I can feel their eyes all
wide like staring at me, I wanted to drop my heavy backpack and run
like the wind, go hide in a closet or something, but after the
first week it became almost normal to me, after all they don't harm
me in any way, they just watch, which is annoying, but there's not
much I can do about it.






They leave me at the door of my house, I enter and
close the door and lock it, though it's just instinct, there's
nothing that can stop them from floating through the door if they
wanted to I'm sure. I watch from the window next to the door
silently as they stand there staring back, all directing their gaze
to the screen I'm looking through, somehow knowing that I was
there, Creepy.








Days pass like this, and I feel more and more used to
the routine of waking up and seeing those dark endless eyes from
the ghost of morning, did I forget to mention? At night they're
clothes disappear, they seem to take on the form of orbs or milky
white wisps of air, hanging a few inches off the ground. I wake up
at around 5, yes it's early, but I've started to hate sleep for
more than one reason since they've arrived in my life, and it's
still dark, so the ghost is always more wisp than body, but you can
see his legs, no doubt because sunlight is only a short hour and a
half away. Wait that was wrong, it's not a male, or a female, it's
just itself...sometimes I imagine it being a boy... actually I'm
pretty sure it's a male, but I just can't jump to conclusions.
Whatever it is, it seems to always appear in the morning and follow
me around till I head back home to the crowd of shadows; it meets
me back at my room, lying down on my bed with it's arms under the
back of it's head, looking like it owned the place. I wouldn't
normally mention something like this, but for a ghost, it's very
handsome...and sometimes I feel myself heating up, he is a boy, I'm
sure of that now, a very gorgeous dead boy that followed me the
whole day, lucky me huh?






Whatever brought this sight to me should hurry up and
take it back, because I don't have time to deal with another
problem, I already have enough with dad thinking about moving. But
the more time passes, the more I think, this might never go away,
and I can't just ignore them forever, I have to face him and that
crowd sooner or later, or who knows how long this could last.











Dear Diary,






My name is Isabella Jane Nox, and I can see most
level ghosts.
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