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Book One: The Feeling of Flying


*Chapter 1*
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The feeling of flying above the tree tops slowly left, as he came awake.  The light coming through the window was a muted grey. He sat up rubbing his eyes trying to focus on the window across the room.  The clock radio next to the bed showed 8:15 am. With a groan that only a teenager can make he stood up and rubbed his belly.  “I’m hungry” he said out load to the empty house. Throwing on some shorts and a clean tee shirt he walked barefoot from his room heading downstairs for the kitchen.

“I need coffee” he growled in an imitation of his father, “Not a bad idea boy” he said to himself. Pulling down the can of coffee from the cabinet and filling the pot with tap water he went about making a pot of coffee. As the pot brewed he taught of what else he wanted for breakfast. He could have anything he wanted for breakfast on this third day of summer vacation.  The novelty of fending for himself hadn’t worn off yet, so he was enjoying his sense of being an adult.

The coffee was finished so he fixed himself a cup with two sugars and milk. As he put the milk back in the frig he grabbed a slice of the cold pizza left over from last night.  Standing in the kitchen with the cup of coffee in one hand and the pizza in the other he chewed slowly wondering what he would do today.  There was no list of chores to do today sitting on the kitchen table or taped to the microwave.  That must mean the day was all his. So what was he going to do with his day off today?

The wet weather made it a good day to stay inside and read.  He liked that idea because he was right in the middle of a great adventure story in a mythical land.  He was looking forward to getting back to the quest for the missing prince that was kidnapped.  He had stayed up past midnight last night reading in bed because the story sucked him in so well he didn’t notice what time it was.  He realized he was sleeping when the story had continued for twenty minutes and he hadn’t turned a page in all that time.  Bringing himself awake he put his book away and went to sleep.

Taking another sip of coffee; getting ready to go back upstairs to grab his book.  The doorbell rang jarring him from thoughts of the adventure he wanted to get back to.  At the door he looked out the peep hole and saw a state trooper along with someone else.  Slowly he opened the door, “May I help you officer?”

“May we come in son?” the officer replied.

“Sure, come right in, I just made a pot of coffee would you like some?” he asked.

The officer slowly walked into the house taking off his hat as he crossed the threshold.  He was followed, by a shorter woman carrying a briefcase. She said, “that would be nice young man” as she looked up at the officer.

The Officer cleared his throat, “Are you Thomas Mellon son?”

“Yes sir, what is this about?” he asked as pointing to the chairs at the kitchen table.  He was taking down two coffee cups as the officer spoke.

“Thomas Mellon, I regret to inform you, that at 6:35 am, this morning both, Robert B. Mellon and Mallory Anne Mellon; Those are the names of your parents, is that right? 

Thomas nodded his head, worry pasted on his face.

The Trooper continued gently, “were in an automobile accident on county route 23B at Spur Road.  Both were killed at the scene.”

The coffee cups crashed to the counter and shattered like his life just had. “There must be some mistake.” He turned toward the two strangers at his kitchen table. “They were carpooling to work this morning, and my father is a very safe driver. How could this have happened?” he asked as tears started to clog his throat.

The officer replied, “There was a collision with a deer and the car went off the road afterwards.”

“This is Mrs. Lomax she is with the County and will see that you are taken care of while something can be worked out.” said the officer.

“You will have to get dressed and pack a suitcase young man,” she barked. “The officer and I will wait until you’re ready, but you must hurry we have much to do today.” She said rapidly.  

She would have been cute with that short brown hair and those big brown eyes if only she didn’t look like she was going to be sick.  To buy time to think Tom fell back on the manners that his mother had taught him. He got two more cups down from the cupboard and poured them full of coffee.  He carried them to the table and went to the fridge for milk and grabbed the sugar bowl as he came back to the table. He then got two napkins and spoons and put them on the table next to the cups of coffee. “Please help yourselves to milk and sugar while I’m gone I’ll be back as soon as I can.” He said

Everything was numb, so he went through the motions of packing some clothes and then got dressed in jeans and a dress shirt; he put on his good sneakers and packed some things in his book bag.  He didn’t forget to pack his book or the rest of the series since he didn’t have any idea how long he was going to be away.  When he taught about leaving the house and not coming back the tears started to build he forced them away and grabbed a hanker chief as he walked out of his room.

Downstairs the Officer and Mrs. Lomax were still finishing their coffee as he entered the kitchen.

“I have a few questions for you two if you don’t mind?” He asked. 

“We don’t mind; that’s what we’re here for.” Mrs. Lomax said.

“Where am I going to now?”

“You will be taken by us to the County Orphanage in Leeds” replied the Officer.

“What is to happen to my home and all my stuff?” He asked.

“That will be decided by the courts.  Do you know if your folks had a will?” asked Mrs. Lomax.

“Yes they did. It’s in the Just-in-Case file; that’s got all the important papers in it. I’ll go get it” Tom said.

Things were looking up now he knew where the papers are and maybe he wouldn’t have to leave home after all.  He ran into the office, went to the desk drawer and pulled out the file.  Stabled to the top of the file was a note from his father.  He paused then read the note.

Tom,

If you’re reading this something bad has happened to your mother and I.  First I want you to know we both love you and are very proud of you.  Inside you will find everything you will need to keep safe.  Now open this folder and call the name on the card stapled to the folder cover.  He is our Lawyer and will make sure that no one takes advantage of you.  Trust him with everything.  Now call him and tell him what happened and keep this folder with you and keep it safe you’ll need some of the papers inside during the next few days.

Remember we always love you.

Mom and Dad 

Tom opened the folder found the card and picked up the phone.  While the phone was ringing he folded the folder and stuffed down the back of his pants pulling his shirt over the folder.

“Good morning, Mr. Hughes’ office. How may I help you?” a voice answered.

“Good morning, my name is Tom Mellon, and I wish to talk to Mr. Hughes it’s very important”

“One moment please”

“Good morning, this is Brian Hughes how can I help you today Tom?”

“Mr. Hughes, my father was George Mellon.  He left instructions to call you in the event of his death.  I need your help. They are here to take me away to the county orphanage right now. What should I do?” Tom replied.

“Your George’s son, glad you called you did the right thing. Now who is there to take you to the orphanage? When did they arrive?” Mr. Hughes asked.

“A state trooper and a Mrs. Lomax from the county.  They got here about thirty minutes ago I guess.  The trooper told me mom and dad were killed in a car wreck. What do you want me to do?”

“Tom, take a deep breath. Things are going to be fine. Put the trooper on the phone please.”

“Okay hold on a minute,” Tom said.  “Excuse me officer, would you come to the phone please.”

“Hello, this is officer Egan, to whom am I speaking?”

“Good morning officer Egan, this is Brian Hughes, Tom Mellon’s Attorney. Would you please bring my client to my office across from the court house instead of taking him to the orphanage?”

“Yes Sir, I can do that. I will have to bring a Mrs. Lomax along Sir.” Officer Egan replied.

“By all means bring her along I wish to talk to her also, and officer thank you.” 
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*Chapter 2*
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Tom was escorted into the wood paneled outer office of Brian Hughes esquire. Seated in front of them at a large desk sat a very professional looking young woman. The name plate on the desk read Mrs. D Rickard personal assistant.  She looked up as they entered the room and stood up behind the desk.  

She said, “Mister Thomas Mellon, very good to see you if you please have a seat Mr. Hughes will be seeing you shortly.”

“Office Egan, Mrs. Lomax if you two would follow me please Mr. Hughes will see you now.” She said as she stepped out from behind the desk and lead them to the door on the right of her desk.  She announced them and ushered them into the office shutting the door and returning to her desk.

“Would you care for something to drink Mr. Mellon?” she asked.

“No thank you ma’am.” Tom replied.

“Please sit down sir this should only take a few minutes, then Mr. Hughes will take care of you.”

The phone on her desk buzzed a few short minute later. She picked it up and said yes sir into the phone. She then hung up the phone and stood up.

“Mr. Hughes will see you now Mr. Mellon. If you would step this way sir.” She said as she went to the door on the right of her desk. She opened the door and waved him in, closing the door behind Tom.

The office was spacious with three large windows behind the huge carved wooden desk.  The county court house could be seen through the windows.  A shadowed outline of a man stood up behind the desk and held out his hand.  

“Tom Mellon I presume.” A deep baritone voice said. “I’m Brian Hughes, your late father’s attorney, sorry for your lost. Please sit down and let me tell you what is going on.”

“Sir, where are the officer and Mrs. Lomax if you don’t mind my asking.” Tom asked.

“Oh, those two have gone on their way.  The officer had to get back to work and Mrs. Lomax, well she was no longer needed here.”

“Once I got your call, plans were set into motion and by the time you got here everything was taken care of. So you see the County Welfare office didn’t have any claim on you anymore.  Therefore Ms. Lomax could leave knowing her job here was finished” Mr. Hughes said.

“What kind of things were taken care of Mr. Hughes?” Tom asked.

“Your legal guardian and your estate of course. Your guardian will be here in a few minutes.  Your estate will be kept in trust for you until you turn 25, you will get a college fund when you turn 18 or when you finish high school I should say.  You will get a small allowance while in college as long as your grades are above a 3.0. If they fall below that level the allowance stops until you prove that your grades have come up.  Your 4 years of college will be paid for as long as you go to a state college and keep your grades up.  If your grades are below 3.0 your tuition will be your responsibility. Is that understood?” Mr. Hughes fired off at Tom. “Don’t worry we’ll go over this again when you turn 18, just to make sure you understand, okay?”

“That’s fine, and I understand my folks had explained all that to me before.” Tom replied. “What I don’t understand is this thing about a guardian sir who is it and how come they have the right to be my guardian?” Tom asked.

At that moment a loud angry voice behind him spoke up. Tom was startled and jumped in his seat as the voice said, “I’m your guardian, and I have that right because your folks gave it to me. So if you have no further questions boy grab your stuff and let’s go.” He said to Tom.

“You have anything I need to sign? Or can we leave now?”

“Yes you will have to sign this document stating that you are taking on the responsibilities of Tom Mellon’s guardian Mr. Mellon. I will have to see some form of ID sir.”

“Very well. Where do you want me to sign? Hurry up I don’t have all day.”

After signing the papers Mr. Hughes had he turned to Tom and said, “Let’s Go.”

Tom followed
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