
Ghostwriting Example 

The Empty Chair 

The chair sat by the window, bathed in the golden light of the late afternoon sun. Its fabric, 
once vibrant, had faded over the years, the cushions bearing the imprint of countless 
evenings spent in quiet conversation or comfortable silence. Now, it stood as a monument 
to absence, a cruel reminder of who wasn’t there anymore. 

For weeks after my father’s funeral, I couldn’t bring myself to go near it. The sight of the 
empty chair felt like a knife twisting in my chest. That chair wasn’t just a piece of furniture; 
it was him. It was where he sat every evening, a steaming cup of coffee in hand, a book 
balanced on his lap. It was where he’d grin and pat the armrest, inviting me to sit and tell 
him about my day. Without him there, it felt like the room had lost its soul. 

Grief doesn’t announce itself all at once. It seeps in, a quiet, relentless tide that pulls you 
under when you least expect it. I tried to keep busy, to avoid the moments where the 
weight of his absence pressed down too hard. But grief has a way of finding you. It’s in the 
little things — the faint smell of his cologne that lingers on his jacket, the sound of his 
favorite song playing in a coffee shop, the echo of his laughter in a dream that fades the 
moment you wake up. 

Nights were the hardest. That’s when the memories would come unbidden, washing over 
me in waves that left me gasping for air. I’d lie awake, staring at the ceiling, reliving 
moments I hadn’t thought about in years. I remembered the way his eyes crinkled when he 
laughed, the way he’d tap his fingers on the armrest when he was deep in thought. I 
remembered how his voice would soften when he spoke about things he loved — history, 
woodworking, the perfect cup of coffee. 

One night, unable to bear the silence, I found myself sitting in his chair. It was the first time 
since he’d gone. The cushions were worn but familiar, cradling me in a way that felt both 
comforting and devastating. I pulled his old wool blanket around me, breathing in the faint 
scent of cedarwood that clung to it. And then I cried. Not the quiet, controlled tears I’d 
shed at his funeral, but the raw, gut-wrenching sobs that left me trembling. It was as 
though all the grief I’d been holding back had finally found its way out. 

In the weeks that followed, I began to sort through his belongings. It felt like trespassing at 
first, rifling through his things, but it was a task that had to be done. In the back of his desk 
drawer, I found a journal. The leather cover was worn, and the pages were filled with his 



neat, deliberate handwriting. My hands trembled as I flipped through it, discovering notes 
he’d written about his life, his thoughts, and, to my surprise, me. 

“She has her mother’s smile and my stubbornness,” one entry read. “Sometimes I wonder 
if she knows how proud I am of her. I should tell her more.” 

I read those words over and over, the ache in my chest both unbearable and strangely 
healing. He hadn’t just been my father; he’d been watching, noticing, loving in ways I 
hadn’t fully understood. That journal became a lifeline, a way to feel close to him when the 
silence felt too loud. 

As I read, I found myself remembering the good times more vividly. The Sunday mornings 
we’d spend making pancakes in the kitchen, batter splattered everywhere because he 
insisted on flipping them too high. The long drives where we’d listen to his favorite jazz 
station, his fingers tapping the steering wheel in time with the music. The way he’d sit in 
that chair, waiting for me to come home, always asking, “How was your day?” as though 
my answer was the most important thing in the world. 

But healing didn’t come all at once. There were still days when the grief felt unbearable, 
when I’d walk into the room and see that empty chair and feel the loss all over again. On 
those days, I’d sit in it, wrapping the blanket around me like a shield, and let myself feel 
everything. The pain, the anger, the love — all of it. It was messy and hard and necessary. 

One afternoon, as I sat there, a memory came to me so vividly it felt like he was in the 
room. It was a summer evening, years ago. We were sitting on the porch, watching fireflies 
dance in the twilight. He’d turned to me and said, “Life’s like these fireflies. It’s fleeting, but 
it’s beautiful while it lasts. You just must make sure you don’t miss it.” 

Those words stayed with me, a reminder to look for the light, even in the darkest moments. 
Slowly, I began to see it. In the kindness of friends who showed up when I needed them 
most. In the beauty of a sunrise, I’d never noticed before. In the laughter of children playing 
in the park. 

Eventually, the chair by the window stopped feeling like a monument to his absence. It 
became a place where his presence lingered, where I could still feel his love. Sitting there, I 
found myself talking to him, sharing my thoughts the way I used to. It was a strange 
comfort, but a comfort, nonetheless. 

Months later, I found the strength to do something I’d been avoiding since his passing. I 
gathered my family for dinner, using his recipes, filling the house with the smells and 



sounds that reminded me of him. As we sat around the table, sharing stories about him, I 
felt a sense of peace I hadn’t thought possible. 

The loss of him didn’t get easier, but it became a part of me, like a scar that fades but never 
disappears. And in its place grew a deeper understanding of life’s fragility and beauty. My 
father had always said, “You carry the people you love with you, wherever you go.” And 
now I knew it was true. 

The chair by the window isn’t empty anymore. It’s filled with memories, with love, with the 
lessons he left behind. And every now and then, when I sit there with a book or a cup of tea, 
I catch myself tapping my fingers on the armrest, just like he used to. It’s a small thing, but 
it feels like a thread connecting us, a reminder that even though he’s gone, he’ll always be 
with me. 

 


