I grew up with my mum, my sister, my two cats, and a ghost. 
He’s always been pretty inoffensive, as ghosts go. I’ve never heard him rattle chains or tap on windows. He’s not really the door-slamming, vase-smashing type, as far as I know. But I do know he’s there, stood behind me like a shadow on the wall, and he’s harnessed this…power. 
He looms in conversations, a fog over peoples’ heads. He forces these sympathetic side-eyes and soft sighs from unsuspecting strangers. He’ll wander into conversation, unexpected to the uninitiated, and silence the room with his presence alone. I try to laugh him away, crack jokes and giggle at others’ discomfort – but that doesn’t lift the heavy air he brings. 
In the home, he’ll make my sister crumble and my mum’s eye twitch. There are little remnants of him all over, a photo on the mantle, a mural on the wall. Nothing overbearing, but everything inescapable. It’s an insidious power, one he can’t really control. I suppose it comes with the territory, in a way. 
Sometimes, his name will slip from unexpected lips. Evoking his power clumsily, promising that he’d be proud, that he’s looking down on me, that I have his nose and his wit. I’ve watched grown men well up and weep reassuring me that it’s okay to cry. 
I can’t explain that I ran out of tears years ago. That if he’s looking at me – it’s certainly not from up there. That his pride doesn’t mean much to me at all. 
That’s why I think I have the upper hand. I don’t remember, and I don’t ruminate. You can’t weep for arms you don’t know or fixate on a voice you can’t conjure. A face I know only from photographs cannot force me to feel anything much. Soon, I will celebrate my seventeenth birthday with his ghost, and a week later there will be sobs and silences as everyone else remembers the seventeen years since he died. 
I won’t crumble, or twitch, or weep. Like every year, I ignore the sighs and side eyes. 
I’ll always live with his ghost, but I have a life without him. That little power, I’ll have forever. 
