
Ghostwriting Example 

The Summer at Aunt Lila’s 

The house was a kaleidoscope of chaos. Aunt Lila’s mismatched curtains, bright florals 
clashing with polka dots, framed the windows of her old Victorian home like a declaration 
of war against good taste. The scent of lemon verbena mingled with the faint aroma of 
fresh-baked scones, an ever-present reminder of her quirky domesticity. It was here, in this 
eccentric haven, that I spent the summer that changed everything. 

I arrived at Aunt Lila’s on a muggy June afternoon, dragging a battered suitcase and a heart 
heavy with the fallout of my parents’ divorce. The air buzzed with cicadas, and the porch 
creaked under my hesitant footsteps. Before I could knock, the door swung open to reveal 
Aunt Lila, resplendent in a turquoise kaftan and an oversized sunhat adorned with fake 
flowers. 

“There you are, darling!” she exclaimed, pulling me into a bear hug that smelled of 
lavender and flour. “You’re just in time. I’m trying a new scone recipe, and I need a brave 
soul to test it.” 

Her grin was infectious, and despite my gloom, I found myself smiling back. Aunt Lila had 
always been the family oddball, the one who danced to her own tune — often literally, as I 
discovered later that evening when she waltzed around the kitchen to an old Ella Fitzgerald 
record while whipping cream for dessert. 

The first week at Aunt Lila’s was a whirlwind of new routines and bizarre rituals. Mornings 
began with a yoga session on the lawn, led by Aunt Lila in her patchwork leggings and 
accompanied by her ancient tabby, Sir Purrington, who always managed to find the 
sunniest spot to stretch. Afternoons were spent tending to her sprawling garden, a wild riot 
of color and life where daisies grew alongside tomatoes and sunflowers towered over basil 
plants. Evenings were a symphony of clinking dishes and laughter as Aunt Lila regaled me 
with stories from her youth, tales so outrageous I often wondered how many of them were 
true. 

But it wasn’t all whimsy and light. Aunt Lila’s house was also a repository of family secrets, 
the kind that settled into the nooks and crannies like dust. One afternoon, while searching 
for a book in the attic, I stumbled upon a box of old photographs. Among the faded images 
of family reunions and holiday dinners, I found a picture of a man I didn’t recognize, his arm 
draped casually around Aunt Lila’s shoulders. 



“Who’s this?” I asked that evening, holding up the photograph as we sat on the porch, 
sipping iced tea. 

For a moment, Aunt Lila’s lively demeanor dimmed, her eyes clouding with something 
between sadness and nostalgia. “That’s Henry,” she said softly. “My first love.” 

It was the first time I’d ever seen Aunt Lila so subdued. Over the next hour, she told me 
about Henry, the boy she’d loved and lost, and how his absence had shaped her life in 
ways she was still uncovering. It was a side of her I’d never seen, a vulnerability that made 
her eccentricity seem less like a quirk and more like armor. 

As the summer went on, I noticed the cracks in the façade of other family members, too. 
My father’s resentment toward Aunt Lila suddenly made sense when she shared stories of 
how he’d always felt overshadowed by her boldness as a child. My mother’s coldness 
toward her stemmed from a long-held misunderstanding about a loan Aunt Lila had offered 
me in good faith but was misinterpreted as pity. Aunt Lila never spoke ill of them, but her 
stories painted a picture of a family tangled in misunderstandings and unspoken hurts. 

By July, the oppressive weight of my parents’ divorce began to lift. Aunt Lila had a way of 
putting things into perspective without preaching. “Families are messy,” she said one 
evening as we watched fireflies dance in the garden. “But there’s beauty in the mess if 
you’re willing to look for it.” 

The turning point came on a stormy August night. A power outage had plunged the house 
into darkness, and we lit candles and huddled in the living room. Aunt Lila pulled out her 
old guitar, and we spent the night singing, laughing, and sharing stories. In the flickering 
candlelight, I saw my family’s history in a new light — not as a series of grievances and 
disappointments but as a tapestry woven with moments of love, loss, and resilience. 

A few days later, Aunt Lila took me on a day trip to the lake where she and my dad used to 
swim as kids. The water sparkled under the late summer sun, and she pointed out the old 
diving rock where they’d dared each other to jump. “Your dad was always braver than me,” 
she admitted, her voice tinged with affection. “But he never believed it.” It was the first 
time I had heard her speak about him with such warmth, and it softened something in me, 
too. 

By the time I left Aunt Lila’s at the end of the summer, I felt like a different person. The 
house that had once seemed like a refuge from my problems had become a place of 
transformation. Aunt Lila had taught me that family isn’t about perfection; it’s about 
showing up, scars and all, and finding grace in the imperfections. 



As the train pulled away from the station, I waved at Aunt Lila, who stood on the platform in 
her signature sunhat, a scone in one hand and Sir Purrington perched on her shoulder. The 
summer at Aunt Lila’s had been many things — chaotic, enlightening, bittersweet — but 
most of all, it had been unforgettable. And as the landscape blurred past the window, I 
knew that I’d carry the lessons of that summer with me, no matter where life took me. 

Weeks after I returned home, I found myself writing letters to Aunt Lila, something I had 
never done before. Each letter was filled with snippets of my life, updates about school, 
and reflections on the stories she had shared. Her replies were as vibrant as she was, filled 
with doodles in the margins and recipes she insisted I try. It felt like a thread connecting 
me to the person I had become that summer. 

The following spring, Aunt Lila sent me a package. Inside was a small, framed photo of the 
two of us from that summer, standing in her garden, dirt on our hands and wide grins on 
our faces. Tucked behind the frame was a note in her looping handwriting: “Remember, 
darling, the messiest gardens bloom the brightest.” 

I hung the photo on my wall, a daily reminder of Aunt Lila’s wisdom and the summer that 
taught me to see the beauty in life’s imperfections. Whenever I looked at it, I felt the 
warmth of her sunlit porch, heard the hum of cicadas, and smelled the faint aroma of 
lemon verbena. It was a piece of her that stayed with me, a beacon of resilience and joy in 
a world that often felt too heavy. And for that, I would always be grateful. 

 


