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Firmsoil, the town of my life. I was born upstate, but moved with my folks to Firmsoil when I was 10. Now, 8 years later, my opinion of it remains as it 
once was.. one boring town with boring people offering a boring life. I thought going to college would change my perspective, but I was wrong. My folks think 
this is the ideal place to be in as there aren’t crimes as there was 30 years ago. In fact, this is claimed to be one of the safest towns in this country. Of course, my 
folks and siblings met new people, made some friends.. but not me. The other boys my age are clicking with each other in no time, but I seem to drift away more 
and more every time I see or talk to them. But now, it’s different. To avoid awkward chatter, I turn the other way whenever I spot one of them. Now, I talk to no 
one, and nobody talks to me. I feel like a ghost.

Every afternoon was like any other, but then, this girl comes along. An odd-looking one right about my age, although her wardrobe was a little out-dated 
–something my folks would wear. She was sitting on a bench by herself looking at the sun. By then, only half an hour remained on sunset. She caught my 
attention by her silent behavior, not her beauty. She wasn't that beautiful, although she had long silver hair that sparkled in the golden sunshine atmosphere. 
Probably that’s the best feature of Firmsoil, the golden atmosphere in the afternoon. She wasn’t as fat as an obese person would be, nor too thin as an anorexic 
person would be – she was just right. In a way, she reminded me of myself. She looked so alone, and that was my ticket in. If we had something in common, 
maybe we could chat and become friends. However, I felt it wouldn’t be right. I kept thinking about my sisters – I wouldn’t want any guy sitting alone with either 
one of them and befriending them. I don't know her, and she doesn't know me, and perhaps it should remain that way. I left.

As I walked away, I took one last peak out of curiosity. I was wondering if she would move her fixed head, or maybe scratch her nose or even lie down 
on the bench, but she didn’t. Her body was moving as fast as the palm tree behind her. Right then, from where I stood, I noticed something. She looked so lonely 
and sad. Her hopeful huge eyes were longing for something, almost about to cry. And the worst part, there wasn’t anyone to comfort her. My legs suddenly 
stopped, turned around and started marching towards the bench. A part of me tried to convince me that comforting her is the right thing to do, while another part 
was shouting that I should leave the girl and just go home. The first part won. As I sat on the bench next to her, I thought “What could a harmless little chitchat 
do?”

As I sat on the edge of the bench – a meter away from her – I stared a little more at her. She didn't even tilt her head towards me. I tried to speak, but my 
heart raced faster than ever before. – Faster than the times in which I awaited the exam sheet to be handed to me in the classroom; faster than the times in which 
my father called me to his office for a life-lecture. Although she wasn’t the most beautiful, she was beautiful in my eyes, and I'm lousy at taking to beautiful girls.  
And now that I was closer, I got a better look at her. Her skin was very soft, very pale and very clear. At that moment, I wished I could touch her cheeks, just to 
know how it feels like to be close to someone. Needless to say, my brothers or sisters don’t count. I tried to speak more than once, but my tongue failed me every 
time, until I finally gathered up the courage and said:

“Hey there!”
I finally managed to speak.
She didn't say anything or even tilt her head towards me, but I went on:
“My name is Issaic, I live down the street!”
Still, no response.
“Where do you live?”
I was actually interested in knowing her name, but it was too much of a bold move to make at the time. No reply.
“Come on, you gotta live somewhere!”
“I've been roaming the land for 30 years.” She said in a whispering voice.
“What?! No way you're that old!”
I was shocked to hear her finally speak, but was more shocked to hear her response.
“.. You're homeless, aren't you?”
I asked without thinking – sometimes I do that. I lived here for 8 years now and not once have I seen any homeless people. Either she was lying, or she 

came from another town. Firmsoil is pretty small, so I know everyone around here, but she was someone I’ve never seen before. I looked at her again, and saw her 
sadness more clearly. It was as if she wanted to commit suicide and relive herself from the pain of living. I felt for her. I came closer towards her. However, I  
stopped soon afterwards. I was puzzled. The closer I came, the more chills I got. She was so cold although everything was hot at this time of day. The sun isn’t 
about to set for at least 10 minutes, and even then, everything would remain hot for hours to come. But not her, it was as if she wasn’t affected by the sun. The 
closer I moved towards her, the colder I felt. It was as if she was radiating her coldness. It was puzzling, strange and extremely unexplainable.

“Oh, the sun's starting to set  ... you're welcome to stay in my house if you want.”
Then, her facial expression changed. She was surprised to hear those words. She turned her head towards me with a scared, hopeful look then said:
“You would .. do that for me?”
“Well, yeah.”
Little did I know, my words were the golden words she was waiting to hear for the past 30 years. To my amazement, she smiled. Her sadness and 

lonesome faded away as she got up from the bench. My jaws latterly fell down when I saw that she was standing while her feet were floating above the ground. 
She moved and stood between me and the sun, and for the first time, I saw that she was see-through.

“Thank you, thank you so much for setting my spirit free.”
“You're a .. ghost?!”
“Yes, and because I condescended on the homeless and the poor 30 years ago, I was murdered and my spirit was cursed to never leave to the afterlife 

unless I find a human heart that would care for me. Having no supernatural abilities such as being transparent or able to float, no one would believe me. After 30 
years of searching of a way out, I lost all hope. But today, I met you. The one person who not only set me free of my imprisonment, but also taught me the true 
meaning of humanity. If only I was alive once again, I’d give all my money and time to helping the ones in need.”

Her words were priceless, but her motion was scaring me. I realized that she was drifting and fading away towards the sun.
“Wait! Don’t go!”
“I have to.”
“But ..”
“Don’t worry, I am happy now .. thank you …”
She disappeared that day, and I never saw her ever again. However, I’ve changed a lot because of her. I now know that life is short and must be taken 

advantage of to the fullest. I don’t want my life to end with regret or sorrow. Every second of an hour is lost and could never come back, but I won’t wish it to 
come back as long as I live it with joy and doing my best with a better look at life. Because of her, I’m much happier and alive than I ever was. Funny how things 
turn out in the end.
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