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~CHAPTER ONE~
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Jennifer Knight pulled into her driveway and waved at her son, who was in their tree, hanging decorations.

"Mom, did you get my costume?" Kendall asked as he finished hanging the last ghost.

"I sure did, and it's so cute! Come in and try it on." She smiled as she went inside.

"Cute... oh no," Kendall said as he quickly climbed down. He followed her into the house. "Mom... What did you mean by 'cute'?"

She smiled as she pulled some items from the bag. "I found you the sweetest costume."

Kendall looked in horror at the white rabbit outfit, complete with a brightly colored vest and an oversized pocket watch that his mom was holding up. "MOM! What happened to my zombie costume?!"

His little sister, Katie, started giggling, and Kendall glared at her. "Not funny."
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"Oh sweetie, there are so many monsters out there, and this is SO cute! Besides, you used to love the rabbit in Alice in Wonderland."

"It was the Cheshire Cat and I was FOUR! Mom, I am NOT wearing that, the guys will KILL me!"

"The boys will not kill you. Besides, Katie wants to go as Alice, so you two will match."

"I'm twelve years old, and I am NOT wearing a rabbit costume so I can match my six-year-old sister!"


"But honey, it's so cute when the two of you match.


Remember when you were eight and went as Peter Pan and Wendy?"

"You mean when Katie got to go out in her robe and slippers and I had to walk around in green shorts and tights? Yeah, THAT was fun." Kendall rolled his eyes, remembering the teasing he had gotten from the guys that year.


"You were so adorable," she cooed, pinching his cheek. "Mom, you know I love you, but I am old enough to


choose my own Halloween costume."


"But Kendall..."


"NO! If I show up wearing that to the Halloween party, the guys will NEVER let me live it down."


"Sweetie, it'll be fine," Jen said with a smile.


"Then I'm not going," Kendall stated, folding his arms across his chest.
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"Kendall, don't be silly, it's just a costume."


"Then why can't I have the costume I want? The one you PROMISED you would get me if I kept my math grades up? Which I did."


Jen sighed. "You did, didn't you?" Kendall nodded.


"Alright, I'll go all the way back to the mall and exchange this well-made and sweet costume, for the creepy shredded outfit with the decaying skin makeup." She pouted.


"Thanks!" He smiled.


"This is where you're suppose to say not to worry about it and hug and thank me for being so thoughtful."

He kissed her cheek. "Thank you for being so thoughtful... and for going back and getting the costume you promised me."

"Smarty pants, that is NOT what I meant," she said as she shoved the items back into the bag. She grabbed her purse. "I'll be back in an hour."


"Thanks mom." Kendall smiled. "You're welcome. Come on, Katie." "Can I be a zombie, too?" Katie asked.


"No! At least one of my children is going dressed up in something that won't give me nightmares."


"Aww, but mom," Katie said, pouting.
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"I'm going over to Carlos'. We're going to get some more practice in before the game tomorrow and then help him decorate for the party," Kendall said, following them out. Halloween wasn't until Monday, but the Garcias were having their famous yearly Halloween party on Saturday because of school.

"Alright, we should be back by five," Jen said, buckling Katie into her booster seat.


"Okay." Kendall smiled.
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~CHAPTER TWO~


[image: image]


Kendall headed over to Carlos' house, cutting through the park. He had just reached the pond, when he noticed a little red-headed boy about ten, sitting under the old oak tree. There was a large dog lying next to the boy with its head in his lap. The boy was hugging the animal, and Kendall could hear soft sobs that were muffled by the fur.

"Hey, are you okay?" Kendall asked as he carefully approached the pair.

The dog watched Kendall closely and the little boy looked up. "A-Are you t-talking to me?"

"Yes... Are you okay? Why are you crying? Did you hurt yourself?" Kendall asked.


The boy looked at him in shock. "You can SEE me?" "Why wouldn't I see you?"


"Nobody sees me anymore," he said softly, still hugging his dog.
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Kendall smiled softly. "I think everyone feels that way sometimes. What's your name? I haven't seen you around here before."


"B-Ben."

"Did you just move here?"

"N-No, I lived here before," Ben said quietly. "Your dog's really cool. What's his name?"


"This is Sarge, and he's my best friend. My dad got him for me when I turned eight. He said he needed us to take care of my mom while he was gone."


"Where did your dad go?"


"The Navy. He said I was the man of the house while he was gone."


"Is he still gone?" Kendall asked carefully.


"No, he came back," Ben said softly, tears pooling in his eyes again.

"Are you lost? Do you want to come to my house and call home?"


"No, I know where I am, I just don't know why." "Okay..." Kendall said, confused by the other boy's


answers. "Ben, did you maybe fall down and hit your head

or something?"


"No, why?"
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"It's just that you're not really making much sense and my friend, Logan, said that sometimes head injuries can cause confusion," Kendall told him.

"I wish that's all it was, but no. I'm okay, I just don't know why I'm back, is all."

Kendall decided to try a different tact. "Where did you come from?"

Ben looked at him. "You can really see me? I'm not just imagining it?"


"I'm talking to you, aren't I?"

"Yes... That means you're supposed to help me," Ben


said.


"I'm trying, but you're not making much sense. I think


I should call my friend's dad. He's a police officer and can help," Kendall said.

Ben bit his lower lip and stared at Kendall. "D-Do you believe that we're all here for a reason?"

Kendall sat down next to him. "I've never really thought about it, but I guess we are."


"I hope so."

"Don't you think you're a little young to worry about


that?"


Ben smiled. "I'm older than people think. What's


today?"
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"It's Friday... Are you sure you didn't hit your head?" Kendall asked, wondering why the boy didn't know what day it was.


"I mean the date," Ben said. "It's the twenty-eighth." "W-What year?"


"Okay, we're
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