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A Ghost Story 

 

I want to tell you how I came to lose my wife and child 

even though I thought I had saved them.   

Well, after the war I moved to Yowlingham with Isabel, 

my wife, and our new baby daughter, Esther, to a post as a general 

practitioner in an old fenland village. It was cut off on all sides by 

dykes and the river Yowl, so the only way in and out was by 

means of a single bridge. 

As I said it was an isolated hamlet and as a consequence 

many people lived their whole lives there. Indeed, it was a 

strange, almost in-bred sort of place. However, housing was very 

cheap so I was able to afford to buy Yowlingham Hall, an early 

eighteenth century pile that was in very good repair. It was a big 

square house, set on a slight rise on the northern edge of the 

village.  

At first all was well, but then Isabel began to walk in her 

sleep. 

One night I heard the baby whimpering and Isabel got out 

of bed. Her footsteps crossed the landing and I must have fallen 

asleep, because when I woke again Isabel still had not returned 

and the clock showed that almost an hour had passed. The house 

was completely silent. 

I went to the nursery to look for her and found her 

standing looking fixedly down into the crib where Esther was 

sleeping peacefully. Her face was so anguished that I thought my 

heart would break. But like a mirror image a second woman stood 

on the opposite side of the cot, looking not at the baby but at 

Isabel. It was a shadowy room and I could not see her clearly, but 

even so the expression on her face was full of malevolence. 

I darted over to my wife and shook her violently. She 

stirred. I looked into Isabel's face but I fancied that she did not see 

me. She stared over to the other side of the crib. The other  
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Blanes 

 

Our hotel was always fugitive; we missed 

the exit from the autoroute each time until 

we found there was a slip road on but not 

a slip road off at Mollet del Vallès. 

 

Every day was a blind furnace; the sun 

sizzled along the tarmac with a graceless light. 

The Pinya de Rosa cactus garden was studded 

with the unkind spheres of  ‘Stepmother's Cushions’, 

 

‘Mother-in-law's Pillow’, ‘Golden Barrel’. In Latin,   

Echinocactus grusonii. We say - say what you see, 

phonetics. Fat as porcupines they bristle with stiletto 

spines. Don't fall. One pool of shadow to the next. 

 

And this is a definitive collection. Leather  rosettes. 

Sky blue as death. The world spins on a staggered 

hillside starred with agaves.  I close my eyes 

and, smiling, think of grey skies, drizzle. 

 

We run together down the valley's throat. 

Statues preen in green water; black trees 

at their backs. Now our faces glow with sweat. 

Red. Hot. Someone turns a tap. 

 

A thousand splinters dazzle from  

fountains; we have been given permission  

to be cool. Tomorrow we will fly over parched 

countries to the chill of home.  
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