                                 The Truth About Lily

“Bye,” I say as I walk out the door to go to school. I meet up with my best friend that I
  met last year. It is my second year of highschool and I'm really starting to like it. The highschool is really old and you can tell because of the crumbling brick walls that are slightly tinted green, the smell of dust and paper and all the good books in the library.
 My friend's name is Lily and she has dark black hair that she never brushes and old raggedy clothes that she never changes out of. “Are you sad?,” Lily asks as we walk to school. She never really asks those questions so I can tell some things up.
“No, why?,” I ask, “Are you?.”
“Meh,”  but I can tell that she's not. She's been like this ever since I invited her to my house last week. I've been inviting her to my house for weeks but I only ever seem to see her at school. I have to figure out what's wrong. 
 Okay so maybe I still haven't found out why Lily is upset but trust me I will. As I go to class I think about some of the  reasons Lily might be upset maybe because she slammed her finger in the door this morning or maybe because she hit her head or tripped on her shoelace. I was so focused  on why Lily might be upset  I didn't realize that I was 20 minutes late to class!  I would have skipped the entire class if our teacher Mr Lumber didn't say to me “Zika you're 20 minutes late!,” so then I hurried off to class.
“Yes,” I can say as the bell rings for lunch. I am so hungry and sleepy that I slept through our math lesson! So now I get detention from Mr Lumber, but as me and the other cheerleaders like to call Mr math.But I'm not worried about detention right now I am just focused on food! When I sit down with my sandwich I say, “Lily are you okay?,” but she doesn't answer.
Then one of my friends from cheer comes up and says, “Why do you always wear the same clothes? It is so disgusting.”
“Wow that was mean,” says  Lily then she turned to me and said, “and you just sat there I thought you were  my friend!.”
	“Wow I didn't know you’d get so mad.;” I was really mad at her because I didn't do anything and she just yelled at me, “Why are you so mad anyway?,”I asked.
 “Well for your always making fun of my hair. Like yesterday you said your hair is really greasy and you never brush your hair. And it's just you're so perfect in your cheer outfit and your blonde hair that always hangs over your eye.
 “Wow I didn't know you felt like that,” I said.
“Well I do,” said Lily.
“I just want to break from you because you're being really mean to me,” said Lily.
“Fine, not like I care,” I said but right after I said that, I kind of regretted it.
“Fine,” said Lily then she stormed off.
After Lily stormed off, my friend from Cheer realized I was sitting alone. Her name was Ella. She came up to me and said “Why don't you come sit with us,” so I went and sat with them. 
	It has been 6 days since me and Lily got in a fight and I'm really starting to miss her. She's just been ignoring me for some time now and I have been trying to get her to forgive me. The cheerleaders keep telling me to just forget about her, but she is so kind to me and she was my first friend. At lunch a girl bumped into me and spilled my lunch. The  principal thought it was Lily because she was standing nearby so he sent me and Lily to go get cleaning supplies from the janitor’s closet. While we were getting the supplies I heard the lock click. I tried to open the door but I couldn't! 
	“Help,” I say, I turn to look at Lily but she has disappeared. Then I hear footsteps. I think it's coming from outside but it is not, it's coming from inside the closet! I start walking around the room to find out where the noise is coming from. Then I hear it behind me and I feel something cold. I see Lily in the corner of the room and I go over to her. Then I see a yearbook that says “Class Of 1926” in bold writing. I grab it and walk over to her. 
 	 “You don't need that yearbook,”says Lily. I think what if this is what is bothering Lily so i open a random page and i see a photo of Lily. So all this time she's been a ghost.	 

  

