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It was never difficult to sing for me. It was always the one thing I could do right. All my friends 
had their hobbies and mine was singing. The only thing was, I was different. I always was and 
always will be. I try to act normal, but I cannot. Ever since I was little, I could read lips. It all 
started when I was in preschool.  My friend was lip talking to me. We were little, and she did not 
know how to speak clearly. It was hard for both of us because of our age, but I was advanced by 
just a teeny bit. I always blame my differences on that. Now though, I realize I should not have 
tried to learn. Maybe then I would not have been so good at it. Anyway, my friend was lip talking, 
and she said that she liked ice cream. We were learning about the seasons. The teacher 
mentioned that ice cream was for summer, but I sometimes had ice cream in early Fall. My 
friend moved away, and that was the last friend I ever had. People tried to be friends with me, 
but I did not let them. Not with my difference; I could never do it. Never. 

Later, in the present day, I walked the only living thing I could talk to about my differences; my 
dog. Her name was Sunny, but we called her Sol. Sol had some of the same letters as Allison, 
my name. It made me feel like we were meant to be together. Sol meant everything to me. It 
was late at night and a little past my usual bedtime. It was summer break, so I did not have a 
specific time for bed. I thought I saw the shadow of a boy and heard rustling in the bushes on 
my right, but when I checked, nothing was there. I jumped the second time I heard it, and Sol 
started barking. I started thinking about calling the police, so I did not realize Sol stopped 
barking. I looked down and saw Sol lying down on the ground motionless. "Get up Sol!" I said, 
but Sol did not get up. I started panicking. I squatted down to better look at Sol, and what I saw 
will haunt me forever.  

Sol lay motionless, his little chest rising up and down and his little lungs struggling to breathe. 
Each of his breaths came out raspy and strangled. I scooped up Sol and ran home. I was a few 
blocks away from my house when a voice called my name. I stopped in my tracks, frozen with 
fear. Again the mysterious voice called my name, and out popped a semi-handsome boy. He had 
a few pimples with shaggy blond hair and sky blue eyes that sparkled with humor. "Y-you 
scared me," I stammered. "I know, sorry," the boy said as he shoved his hair out of his eyes. "You 
are Allison, right?" he asked. "Yeah," I said, amazed that someone I did not know knew my name. 
"Pretty," he lip-said. "Thank you," I said, not realizing he said it with his lips and not out loud. He 
looked at me with a smile I knew so well. The same smile I had, a smile that held a secret. For 
the first time in my life, I decided to barge into someone's personal life. I was going to find out 
his secret! 



 
 
 

After giving me a smile that held a secret, the boy ran off. I stood stunned for a minute before 
coming to my senses. A boy smiled at me! He had a secret! A boy knew my name! I was not the 
kind of person who was into boys, but this one had something different. Then it hit me, and I 
knew this person! I knew it was not because I had seen him in school; it was something else. 
Now squeezing Sol, I took off running. When I got to my house, I was panting hard even though I 
had not run that far. As soon as I got home, I ran up to my room, changed my clothes, and 
flopped onto my bed. I fell asleep dreaming about this boy. Was he someone else I could trust? 
Was Sol not the only one? 
 
I was walking Sol around my favorite park. It was called RisingSun park. It lives up to its name 
because it looks like a mixture of colors when the sun rises. Pink, purple, blue, yellow, orange, 
red, and on. Every day felt special when you looked at the sky when the sun was rising at 
Risingsun park. I felt the presence of someone there with me. I slowly turned around and 
breathed a sigh of relief. It was just the boy from last night. Stop scaring yourself; I scolded 
myself. "Hey," the mystery boy said. "Hi," I said, not in the mood for a conversation. "I should go, 
see you around," I said. Without another word, I turned around, and before the boy could say 
another word, I was jogging back home. It was only luck that I was still holding Sol's collar 
when I got back home, and it was only luck that I did not stay away from the mystery boy until it 
was too late. Many people say the most important things in life come when you least expect 
them, and it could not have been more accurate with that one boy.   
 
Today was the day Sol would go to the vet. Sol rarely went to the vet for something other than 
his regular check-up, so it was big a big deal whenever he went to the vet. My mom didn't 
believe me when I told her the truth. She thought I was hallucinating and said she would take 
me to a doctor. Of course, I couldn't let that happen, so I told her Sol tripped on a tree branch 
and fell in a pile of rocks. My mom and I were in the waiting room. Poor Sol was going through 
all those machines without me being there to calm him down. When the vet came in, I opened 
my mouth to ask if Sol was ok but froze. The vet was wearing that sympathy expression. Not the 
one where you say someone has a severe sickness, but the one people have when a loved one is 
going through their last days. I knew that expression very well. I saw it too often, but instead, 
the vet said Sol seemed ok. It was likely the cause for her behavior was food poisoning. That 
made sense as the day it happened, Sol tried a new brand of food. After giving myself a little 
scolding on getting scared instead of trying to figure out the reason, I hopped in the car with 
Sol's little furry body in my arms. I turned my head toward the window to buckle myself in the 
car when I saw mystery boy. All I wondered on the car ride home was what the mystery boy 
was doing outside the vets' office. I never thought of him as an animal person, but he had to be if 
he was at the vet. 
 



Arf-arf arf! That was the sound that woke me up Monday morning. Sol seemed to be saying rise 
and shine. "Let's go get you some breakfast," I said. Sol barked again in return. I was already 
halfway down the stairs before I realized there was no food for Sol because he got food 
poisoning from the only brand we had. Well, it looks like I had to get Sol something to eat and 
give him breakfast. Ding dong, the doorbell rang. "Who could it be at this hour?" I thought. I 
peeked through the little hole in our door only to find the mystery boy again. Why him, why him, 
why him? I was done with him. I looked down at his feet. Was that Sol with him? It could not be. I 
heard a little squeaky bark. Just enough softness and kindness to be strict but friendly. That is 
why I chose Sol. I fearfully looked down at the mystery boy's feet once more and then made up 
my mind. I was going to open that door and make that boy give back my dog and make him 
leave me alone. 
 
Or that was what I thought I would do. Instead, I opened the door, thanked the boy for bringing 
back Sol, and quickly closed the door on what I thought was his finger. I guess I just missed it 
because It looked like his finger went right through the door! How could a boy get my dog in my 
kitchen five minutes ago and get to my front door to give back the dog? I was starting to freak 
out; if Sol could get through the front door that easily, he would indeed get lost one day. Since I 
had nothing better to do, I got changed and went to the library. While they had a strict no-dog 
rule, they had a dog food dispenser right outside the library. I swiped a few handfuls of dog food 
and fed them to Sol. Then I tied Sol to a tree right outside the library window to keep an eye on 
him while researching the mystery boy. I went to the adult section and stumbled upon a book 
about missing people from the 1980s that I could not resist. After all, a little reading would not 
hurt, even if it was not on my topic. I read about quite a few people; most were found. A few 
unlucky people did not make it. I took a peek at the next page, thinking it was time for me to 
continue my research. Max Witherson 1967-1983. The picture looked exactly like mystery boy! I 
was about to read the following sentence when I felt a slight tug on the back of my shirt. Then 
everything went black. 
 
I woke up to the horrible smell of a hospital with mystery boy leaning over me. "I saw someone 
about to kidnap you, so I decided to turn them in to the police after I called 911," he said. I did not 
believe his story. It was almost like someone did not want me to read that page. I knew I had to 
get back to the library and take that book before anyone else did. "Thanks" I mumbled before 
groaning a bit and almost falling asleep. The whole time thinking about Sol. Sol! Where was 
Sol?! I looked around, hoping to see her anywhere. I already lost my dad, my mom was not the 
same cheerful mom I used to know, and now Sol was gone too. I fell asleep again after 
everything went hazy for a second. Maybe it was all a dream, maybe in a few minutes, I would 
wake up, and there would be no mystery boy. Sol would be next to me dreaming about bacon, 
everything would be ok, and everything would be back to normal. But life does not always go 
the way you want it to. I know people have it worse than me, but at this time, I think I would 
rather switch places with them. If only I had my father with me. If only everything were the way 
it always had been. If only.  
 



The rest of the week went by in a blur. I had to stay in bed most of the time, and it was boring! 
We eventually found Sol right in the spot I left her. I think I was hugging her so tight she was 
suffocating. I was so happy! I planned to go to the library in a week, since I was not allowed to 
leave the house until then. I had a few visits from the mystery boy and pretended not to be 
home for all of the visits, but one. I had to open the door because my mom was watching. I 
slowly opened the door and mustered all my courage, then I said "Hi! How are you doing?"  "I am 
great, sorry about what happened, how are you feeling? There is something important I have to 
tell you after you get better." the mystery boy said.  "I am sure I will be ok soon. I am not 
allowed to leave the house for a week, but other than that restriction, nothing is that bad." I 
said, thinking about what he needed to tell me. 
 
When my mom turned away, I said bye and slammed the door on him. Instead of him yelling in 
pain, his shoulder turned transparent and went right through the door! "Woah" I exclaimed in 
surprise. I opened the door again to ask him what just happened, but he was nowhere in sight. I 
receded to my room, and all of a sudden, I felt tired. I fell onto my bed a few minutes later. I had 
pulled the covers up and shut my eyes. All I dreamed of was the mystery boy's shoulder going 
through the door with an eerie song playing in the background. I know this boy, and I know this 
song. What is happening to my life? 
 
 

I woke up and almost fainted when I remembered what happened yesterday. So mystery boy 
must be a ghost! Maybe he put me in the hospital because he did not think I was ready to learn 
the truth. Perhaps his real name is Max Witherson, and he horribly left this world. That must be 
why he still is in this world, haunting the place he died. I am no ghost hunter, but from what I 
have heard, this all makes sense. I knew at this point no book was needed to figure this mystery 
out; the only way to find out the truth was to find Max and ask him. I will not allow myself to 
believe this until I have the facts; the bad part is I know I am right deep down in my heart. I 
know Max's life ended short, and it was not his fault, and he is still helping people in the 
afterlife. I think he may be a nice person who needs help. I got out of bed and put on fresh 
clothes that were not my pajamas. I needed to talk to Max and find out a way to help him. I know 
this could cost me my life, and since I have no experience with ghosts, this is hard for me to do. 
I know this is the right thing, though, and I have to do it. For Max, I told myself, still deciding 
whether this was a good idea or not. 
 

Ding Dong! The bell rang. Who could it be, I asked myself. I peek through the little hole in our 
door, half of me hoping it is Max and the other half hoping it is anyone besides Max. Sure 
enough, Max Witherson, the official ghost, is standing at my doorstep. Do I answer the door or 
pretend no one is home. Stop being silly, I say to myself, obviously, you are home. Before I 
change my mind, I open the door. "Hi, I know who you are, Max Witherson, and I only want to 
help you, and I am so sorry about what happened, so can you tell me what happened in your life 
and then help me through the process as I can make everything right and send you off the way 
things go in books, Max? Also, is your name Max Witherson? Did you send me to the hospital? 



Also, Hi," I said in one breath, scared that I would be too nervous to ask all the needed questions 
if I paused even for a second. "Woah, hang on. Yes is my answer to everything you just said. You 
know, I want to thank you for everything you are doing, and since you want to know how I died, 
here it goes: I had cancer, and I was riding my bike. I was not expected to live much longer, yet I 
was not in a bad state. All of a sudden, someone said "come here, honey," and everything went 
black. That is the last of what I remember when I was alive. After that, I watched my parents 
slowly get through and over their grief. Once they were over it, I never revisited them. I just 
could not. I guess I was stuck at the place where I died or something because one day, I finally 
was able to go places after ten years. It wasn't evident… I never revisited my parents, and 
everyone could see me. Once I met you, I thought you would be a problem. I decided to keep a 
close watch on you. After you slammed the door on me, I knew you knew the truth and stopped 
trying to hide it. The end," Max said. "Ok," I said, not knowing what to say. He left wherever he 
always went, and I spent the rest of the day thinking about him.  
 

It was five days later, at midnight. It was freezing, and I forgot to bring a jacket. Max was sitting 
right beside me, at a bench at RisingSun park.  I knew how to send Max away, but I was still 
scared. Max had obviously never had done this before and what he told me was just his guess 
on how to send him on. I took a deep breath, and just as I was about to start, I felt a chill up my 
spine, and I don't think it was from the cold. I tried again "1-2-3. Max Witherson, you have served 
a purpose, and that is now done. Go back home, to wherever you belong. Go now, and know your 
purpose for living has been fulfilled." As the stars twinkled in the sky, I saw Max float up to 
them, and then just like that, he vanished. "Bye-bye, Max," I said softly. "Bye-bye." As I gazed at 
the stars, the new home of Max, I only felt pure bliss.  

 
 

Two YEARS LATER 

 
"Hi Hannah, hi Mckenzie, hi Taylor, hi Lilly, hi Jacob," I said. "Hi," They replied. Ever since Max 
left, I decided just because I have a difference does not mean I have to be different. Just a week 
after the new school year started, I made five new friends. Well, four friends and one kind of 
boyfriend. I miss Max, but he changed my life for the good. I had a long talk with my mom the 
morning after he left. There was some crying and a lot of laughing. We told each other how we 
felt about Dad's death over blood cancer. Mom is now the same mom I always used to know. 
"Want to come over?" I asked them. "Sure," They replied. As we walked our separate ways to our 
class in our first year of high school, I laughed. I went from a quiet unpopular girl to a bold, 
popular girl with many friends in less than a month. "Thank you, Max," I said silently. Thank you 
so much." I walked the rest of the way to class thinking about who I became. My life has 
changed so much for good, and I do not regret any of it one bit. 


