
NOVEL GHOSTWRITING SAMPLE

"Our forest is full of secret and strange inhabitants that no one will ever be able to 
collect and count. So Lilith's father began his stories of a mountain stretched out 
behind the village, insufficient to the sea. He often talked about them, especially in 
winter, beside a hot hearth, while the snow was falling outside and the hungry beast 
sought shelter. Lilith listened carefully to his father's stories, and after that he had fun 
plans to walk the whole mountain and peek out where no-one was watching. If he 
was still able to find the Dave rifle (which his father often spoke) and to be friends 
with him then all doors are open. He often and curiously observed the high mountain 
peaks where the clouds were resting and asked, "Where is this Dave actually 
located?" Who can find it in such a mountain at all? If there were any questions that 
nobody could give a reliable answer, neither did the father know that Dave lives on 
the mountain and nothing more. He had never met him, and when Lilith once 
wondered what this Dave would look like, he imagined it a little and replied 
indefinitely: "So it's small and always smiling." It can easily climb to every tree, often 
riding on sages, wolves and old hand. - How is he dressed? asked Lilith. - They say 
they are wearing a suit made of forest flowers. He is armed with a bow and an 
arrow, and probably wearing a sword. So Lilith gained an undivided play on Dave, 
but still the main question - how to find a dwarf - remains unanswered. He could not 
go to the Great Mountain for a month, the boy could not even think of such an 
adventure. So he used every opportunity to go to the woods, either with his father or 
with a boy in a village that in the summer months, in the sunny fields, shaved 
strawberries. I understand, he always hoped to see Dave somewhere in the woods, in 
the beard or in the tall grass. He was about to go and expect him to start their 
friendship. But hope remained empty, and whenever he came home he had to 
comfort himself: "When I come to the forest for the second time, Dave will surely 
appear.  
 
He was persistent, he believed that when and then he would smile happily, and, as 
he would later see, he was right. Because Dave never appeared. It happened on a 
lonely day, when Lily was braised strawberries, when the forest air was full of smell of 
resin and wild flower. Winds are playing in the tops of the food, somewhere pounding 
the pigeon, and a gold knife on one branch was washed. High in the blue area 
circled a long-eared owl, and all over there the whisper of the invisible and colorful 
mountain inhabitants was heard. Lily did not even come here to drink strawberries 
this time. He came with a group of boys who were exclaimed by the fields of boating 
birds and small beasts hidden in the grass. Only around noon they gathered and sat 
in a dense shade of pine trees for lunch. They talked lively, exchanged impressions, 
and they did not forget either Goldlords. "Who knows we did not see us when we 
wanted to," said the boy named Jack. - Do we still see them from somewhere? "I do 
not believe this Dave lives here," the other boy said. - Someone has invented a story 
about him now, and now everyone believes it is true. 

https://www.bestghostwriters.net/novel-ghostwriting/


NOVEL GHOSTWRITING SAMPLE

"It's true," Lilith said firmly. - Dave lives in this forest and can happen every moment 
between us. "Just wait for him," said the disgruntled boy laughing. "And I say that 
before you grow chest, you will come to that Davea." - I'll never stop looking for him. 
"You're a real boy," he said, with a cheerful voice, and the same dime behind the tree 
pops the dwarf and cries out watching the strange society. My name is Dave. In the 
woods I am night and day, Many secrets hold the key. Every creature knows me. 
Everyone looked silent and immobile. How can I not? They have been listening to the 
story of a little forest puppet so many times, arguing, as we have heard, whether or 
not these tales were fictional or not, but at one point they met them. He fell as if from 
heaven and began to talk so that boys have known for a long time. Who can do it 
without knowing them? Who knows when every time they came to pick strawberries 
from the thick wood or tall grass? When Dave's voice was mourned, silence came 
under the old pine. Lilith was first impressed. He spoke in a shaky voice as the boys 
tell when their teacher describes something about the lesson you have not learned. - 
I'm glad you came across us ... We're all glad. He did not want to finish the sentence. 
He screamed, scared, and surely he would not have been saved by Dave. - So you 
get me into your company? - We accept! We accept! All the boys answered at once. 
Dave immediately sat down on a low pan, lowered the bow on his shoulder and said, 
"I hope we will become good friends. If you like, I can take you to the field where the 
richest and the richest strawberries grow. If you like, I can show you the Birds Lake. - 
Bird Lake! The boys were astonished. - Does such a lake exist in this forest? "There is," 
Dave laughed. - Just need to know how to get there. "But before the sunset we have 
to go home," Lilith said. Dave laughed again: "I know you have to come back." And 
you'll come back in time. As I am with you in the woods, you can be sure - you will not 
overlook, no one will attack you. - Is that the lake away? Lilith asked. - It's not far 
away. And he gives it away, it would not stop us from going. I would call deer and 
they would take us there. 
 
"That would be nice," said Jack. "Truly," added the others. - It would be nice to ride 
on the scenes. "The second time," replied Dave. - If you come back here again. "We'll 
be safe," the boys said. - We'll be back tomorrow. Dave jumped from the penny, took 
the bow, repaired his pointed cap, made of flowers and bird feathers, and ordered, 
"Let's go! I'll go ahead and you after me. The boys did not wait for them to say twice. 
They were too curious, too attracted to the secret of unusual lakes to act differently. 
And they might wonder, "What will happen if the dwarf drifts into a deep forest and 
leaves it?" If his story about the lake is a regular boat? No, they did not ask. Or better, 
not that hour. Only when they came to the dense summers of the pines, it began to 
wreak their suspicions, began to be afraid of them. Even Lilith, who wanted to meet 
Dave so much, did not remain calm and thought, "We'd better go back till it's too late 
to stop Dave and say," We will not go on, we are afraid. " But how to tell the 
comrades? He could laugh, call it a coward, they might say, "You come back and we 
go. We trust Dave." 
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Who said more to him about Dave, who, if he did not, boasted he would overtake all 
the mountain until he found it? Not! It needs to go ahead and what it is. The dwarf, 
however, has given a word that he will be removed from the forest in time. Lilith did 
not know that similar thoughts were preoccupied with the other boys and that for the 
same reasons as he did not speak anything. They stepped on trying to remember the 
way and expect the moment when the dwarf would stop and say: "We are here! The 
forest grew louder, it seemed that the land under the centuries-old pines did not 
reach its human leg that even the beasts would go unpunished. No birds were heard, 
nor did the wind play in the crowns. But the dwarf has jumped safely as if he knows 
every tree, every lawn. He stopped only when he reached the rocky hill, turned to the 
boys and said, "We are close! The way to the lake runs through this hill and is not 
long. So, just ahead. The boys did not start. They thought at the same time that the 
dwarf wanted to lurk under the ground where she would never come back. That's 
why he invented a story about the lake. No, they will not be fooled! Dave had already 
jumped to one stone, but when he saw the boys stand still, he asked, "Are you 
afraid?" "Yes," Lilith spoke first, and that was enough to say the rest. - We will not go 
inside! - We will not land! The dwarf did not expect such a resistance and for a few 
moments he saw the boys silently. Then he calmly said, "I cannot take you anywhere 
you do not want. I thought we made a friendship, you trust me. So, I'm sorry, though 
I'm sorry what it is. I'll get you on the field from where we went, and then - hello 
forever. Yet I have to say to you, "Dave has never flaunted his word and never 
deceived anyone. The boys felt that the dwarf was telling the truth, that his distrust 
was offended. And therefore, at the same time, decisively, without agreement, they 
cried out: - Take us - We believe in your friendship! - Sorry what we did! Dave was 
silent for a few moments, thinking, then said, "I'll forget all this. I am confident that 
you speak frankly and that is enough for me. Come on. They entered the hole hidden 
behind the high rocks and were amazed when they saw that there was neither dark 
nor dark inside. This in fact was not a corridor, it was a subterranean hall illuminated 
by a daylight that broke through numerous cracks between the rocks. Somewhere, 
the water jar heard somewhere deep in the glass, every step of the way. "Now you've 
made sure this time under the earth is not that awesome," Dave laughed. "It's not 
terrific," said the boys who were happy again. "We did not even know that under the 
ground it could be so beautiful. But this time it was not long. Maybe a hundred yards, 
maybe a little bit more. The boys were surprised when they suddenly found 
themselves in the open air. And not just surprised. They stopped as they were 
enthralled with what they saw. In front of them there was a lake, a small lake in the 
middle of a black, pine forest. From all sides down the rocks, waterfalls dropped, and 
birds swarmed in the lake as the boys have already seen and never seen. No, they did 
not just swim. They played over the water and in the air, on the sand beside the 
shore, and many sang sitting on the pine branches. Hundreds of votes. Hundreds of 
birds. 
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