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				Ghosts are scary. Or are they?
												***
	He watched the girl lay down. As soon as she closed her eyes, he let out a loud wail. The girl screamed shrilly and sat up quickly.
	“Bea!” Bea’s Dad exclaimed as he burst into the room, opening the door and filling the room with bright light.
	“It’s the ghost.” Bea trembled.
	The ghost slipped back under Bea’s bed and moaned sadly. He watched Bea’s dad stiffen like a board. “Bea, you can sleep in Mommy and Daddy’s room tonight.”
												***
	Later that night, the ghost floated around Bea’s room, touching her dolls softly and hugging her stuffed animals. 
	Suddenly, the ghost heard quiet footsteps in the hallway. Bea’s footsteps. The ghost knew Bea’s footsteps. He knew them well. He hid under the bed. Bea came in and snatched a stuffed animal from her bed. “Ghost, why can’t you just leave?” Bea whispered.
		I just want a friend, the ghost thought.
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				The next day, the girl got home from school and quickly changed into her soccer jersey. She stuffed her soccer bag up to the brim and left the room. Moments later the car loudly VROOMed away. The ghost suddenly noticed one of her soccer cleats laying on the ground next to the closet. “Oh no!” The ghost cried. “I need to get this cleat to Bea.”
	The ghost picked up the cleat, but it kept slipping through his arms and hitting the floor with a clatter. The ghost slapped his forehead. Ghosts can’t hold solid things! So how am I supposed to get this cleat to Bea?

	All of a sudden, he remembered an enchantment he had once seen his grandfather doing. He chanted in Ghostian, the ancient ghost language, and he felt his whole body harden. “10 minutes,” he reminded himself. “10 minutes of being solid.” The ghost clutched the cleat to his chest. He began to fly upwards, towards the roof —
	SMACK!
	The ghost’s head slammed into the ceiling. “Ouch! Oh. Right, I’m solid now.” he remembered.
	He flew back down and turned the smooth knob of the bedroom door and quietly shut the door behind him. And then - the ghost couldn’t believe his luck! Bea’s dad opened the front door. “Got to get to the barbershop on time,” Bea’s dad murmured.
	The ghost zoomed past Bea’s dad before Bea’s dad could notice him.
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				Oh, how glorious the fresh air felt! The ghost shot upwards into the sky, savoring the cool breeze and the warm sun. It all tasted... like happiness. Then, he remembered what he was out there for - returning Bea’s cleat to her. He zoomed over busy streets searching for Bea’s mom’s car. There it was! The shiny white car that belonged to Bea’s mom! The ghost flew down and hovered behind the car.

Illustration


	All of a sudden, the ghost felt his stomach drop harshly and the cleat fell onto the road. “Oh no! No no no no no no no!” The ghost cried.
	He tried to pick it up, but he couldn’t! His ten minutes of solidity were over. The traffic light turned green and the ghost slowly, sadly floated up. Now what?
	With a sickening crunch, the car behind Bea’s mom’s car rolled over the cleat. “What the...” The ghost heard the driver shout.
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				The ghost followed Bea’s car all the way to the soccer field. He watched as Bea walked into the bleachers. She opened her bag and pulled out one soccer cleat...
	Bea reached her hand back in, and then, with a puzzled face, she moved her hand around.
	“Beatrice,” the coach ordered, “get on the field now.”
	“Coach, I can’t find my other cleat.” Bea gulped.
	“Then, you don’t play!” The coach snapped with a disgusted face.
	Bea began to sob.
	The ghost, feeling disappointed and guilty, floated back home.

When Bea got home, she was in tears and her leg was in a cast. With her, she carried crutches.

Illustration

	“Oh, Bea,” Dad whispered. “Why in the world did you try to get the soccer ball? If you hadn’t tried (which you really, really should not have since you didn’t have cleats), you wouldn’t have collided with Lily, fell, and broken your leg!”
	“Leave me alone!” Bea fumed, going into her room and slamming the door behind her.
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				The ghost slowly floated out from underneath the bed. “Bea?” The ghost said softly.
	Bea shrieked. “Please, calm down,” the ghost pleaded.
	“B-b-b-but you’re a ghost,” Bea stuttered.
	“I need to apologize,” the ghost told Bea. “I’m the reason you’ll never find your other cleat ever again.”
	“MY cleat?” Bea laughed, calming down. “No, those were my friend Allison’s cleats.”
	“Allison’s?” The ghost stammered. “Oh no!”
	“What is it?” Bea inquired.
	“Well, the other cleat might have gotten rolled over by a car...” The ghost mumbled. 

	Bea looked at him and burst out laughing. “Who cares about Allison’s cleats?”
	The ghost laughed too. “Friends?”
	“Friends,” Bea agreed. “By the way, what’s your name?”
	The ghost paused. “Sandy,” he said slowly. “My name... is Sandy.”
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