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1.The Ghost in the Attic
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	Mia had been living in the old house on Willow Lane for exactly six days when she first saw the light in the attic window.

	It happened just after bedtime.

	She was standing beside her bedroom window, looking across the garden while brushing her teeth. The moon was almost full, and everything outside looked silver and blue. The enormous oak tree beside the house moved gently in the wind.

	Then Mia noticed something strange.

	A tiny yellow light was glowing in the attic window above her.

	She stopped brushing.

	The attic was supposed to be empty.

	At least, that was what Dad had said.

	Mia leaned closer to the glass.

	The light moved.

	It floated slowly from one side of the attic window to the other.

	Then it disappeared.

	Mia stared.

	A few seconds later, it appeared again.

	This time, something moved behind it.

	Something small.

	Something white.

	Mia dropped her toothbrush into the sink.

	“Dad!”

	Her father hurried upstairs.

	“What happened?”

	“There’s someone in the attic!”

	Dad looked toward the ceiling.

	“In the attic?”

	“I saw a light.”

	He smiled. “Probably a reflection from a car.”

	“No. It moved.”

	“Mia, nobody is up there.”

	“How do you know?”

	“Because the attic is full of dusty boxes, broken furniture, and approximately eight million spiders.”

	“That doesn’t mean nobody is there.”

	Dad laughed.

	“Come on. I’ll show you.”

	They walked into the hallway. At the end of it was a narrow staircase leading to the attic.

	Dad switched on the light.

	The bulb flickered.

	Once.

	Twice.

	Then it stayed on.

	“See?” Dad said.

	Mia followed him upstairs.

	The attic smelled like wood and dust.

	Boxes stood everywhere. An old rocking chair sat near the window. There were lamps, picture frames, suitcases, books, and an enormous wooden wardrobe.

	Dad looked around.

	“Anybody here?”

	Silence.

	He opened the wardrobe.

	Empty.

	He looked behind the boxes.

	Nothing.

	Finally, he opened an old trunk.

	Inside were blankets and photographs.

	“No ghosts,” Dad said.

	“I didn't say it was a ghost.”

	“You were thinking it.”

	Mia looked toward the little attic window.

	“No, I wasn't.”

	She absolutely had been.

	Dad switched off the light.

	“Bed.”

	Mia followed him downstairs.

	That night, she kept looking toward the ceiling.

	Nothing happened.

	Eventually she fell asleep.

	The next night, the light returned.

	At exactly 10:17.

	Mia knew the time because she had been waiting.

	The yellow glow appeared in the attic window.

	It moved slowly.

	Left.

	Right.

	Left again.

	Then stopped.

	Mia grabbed her flashlight and hurried into the room next door.

	Her older brother Noah was playing a game on his tablet.

	“You have to see something.”

	“No.”

	“You don't even know what it is.”

	“If it involves a spider, I don't care.”

	“There’s a ghost in the attic.”

	Noah lowered the tablet.

	“A ghost?”

	“Maybe.”

	“That’s different.”

	Two minutes later, they were standing at the bottom of the attic stairs.

	“You first,” Noah whispered.

	“You’re older.”

	“You discovered it.”

	“That doesn't matter.”

	“It absolutely matters.”

	Mia sighed and started climbing.

	The attic was dark.

	She switched on her flashlight.

	Boxes appeared in the beam.

	Then the rocking chair.

	Then the wardrobe.

	Nothing moved.

	Noah climbed behind her.

	“This is disappointing.”

	“Shh.”

	They listened.

	Tick.

	Tick.

	Tick.

	An old clock somewhere in the attic was still working.

	Then came another sound.

	Scrrrratch.

	Mia froze.

	Noah grabbed her shoulder.

	“Did you hear that?”

	“Yes.”

	Scrrrratch.

	It came from behind the wardrobe.

	Mia slowly pointed the flashlight toward it.

	Something white disappeared around the side.

	Noah gasped.

	“Ghost!”

	“Shh!”

	They moved closer.

	Mia looked behind the wardrobe.

	Nothing.

	Then something touched her ankle.

	She screamed.

	Noah screamed louder.

	A white shape shot between them.

	They raced downstairs.

	Halfway down, Mia stopped.

	“Wait!”

	“What?”

	“That wasn't a ghost.”

	“How do you know?”

	“It had a tail.”

	They returned carefully.

	A tiny white kitten was hiding beneath the rocking chair.

	Noah stared at it.

	“You screamed because of a kitten.”

	“You screamed first.”

	“I screamed because you screamed.”

	The kitten meowed.

	Mia picked it up.

	“Well, mystery solved.”

	Then the yellow light appeared behind them.

	Both children turned.

	A small lantern was floating in the air.

	Nobody was holding it.

	Noah's mouth fell open.

	The lantern moved slowly toward the old wardrobe.

	Then it disappeared straight through the wooden door.

	Mia and Noah stared at each other.

	“Okay,” Noah whispered. “That wasn't a kitten.”

	They ran.

	The next morning, they told Mom and Dad everything.

	Dad blamed the wind.

	Mom blamed imagination.

	Neither explanation made sense.

	“The lantern went through the wardrobe,” Mia insisted.

	Dad drank his coffee.

	“Old houses make strange shadows.”

	“Shadows don't carry lanterns.”

	Dad had no answer to that.

	That afternoon, Mia and Noah investigated.

	They searched the attic in daylight.

	Behind the wardrobe, they discovered scratches in the wooden floor.

	“Look.”

	Mia pushed against the wardrobe.

	It moved slightly.

	Together, they pushed harder.

	Behind it was a tiny door.

	Noah blinked.

	“That wasn't there yesterday.”

	“It was behind the wardrobe.”

	“Oh.”

	The door was barely three feet tall.

	There was no handle.

	Only a small keyhole.

	They searched the attic for a key.

	They looked inside drawers, boxes, trunks, and old jars.

	Finally, Noah found a tiny brass key inside the old clock.

	“That seems suspiciously convenient,” he said.

	Mia took it.

	The key fitted perfectly.

	Click.

	The door opened.

	Behind it was a tiny hidden room.

	There was a little bed.

	A wooden chair.

	A shelf of children's books.

	Toy trains.

	Marbles.

	A faded teddy bear.

	And on a small table sat the yellow lantern.

	Mia stepped inside.

	“This was somebody's bedroom.”

	Noah picked up a photograph.

	It showed a boy standing in front of the house.

	He looked about eight years old.

	On the back someone had written:

	Oliver – Summer 1948

	Suddenly the lantern lit itself.

	Noah nearly dropped the photograph.

	A pale shape appeared beside the bed.

	Slowly, it became clearer.

	A boy.

	He wore striped pajamas and held the faded teddy bear.

	Mia couldn't move.

	The boy looked at them.

	Then he smiled.

	“Hello.”

	Noah stepped behind Mia.

	“You can talk?”

	The boy nodded.

	“Are you a ghost?” Mia asked.

	“I think so.”

	“You think so?”

	Oliver shrugged.

	“I've never been anything else that I remember.”

	That wasn't exactly reassuring.

	“Why do you keep walking around the attic?” Noah asked.

	Oliver looked embarrassed.

	“I was trying to get your attention.”

	“You could have knocked.”

	“I did.”

	“You scratched.”

	“That was the kitten.”

	The white kitten appeared and walked straight through Oliver's legs.

	Oliver laughed.

	“She found a hole in the roof three days ago.”

	Mia looked around the tiny room.

	“Why are you here?”

	Oliver sat on the bed.

	“I used to live here a very long time ago. This was my secret room. My grandfather built it for me.”

	“Why secret?”

	“I liked hiding.”

	Noah nodded. “Reasonable.”

	Oliver smiled.

	“But when your family moved in, the wardrobe was pushed in front of the door. I couldn't get out properly.”

	“But you went through the wardrobe.”

	“Only sometimes.”

	Mia frowned.

	“Aren't ghosts supposed to walk through walls?”

	Oliver looked offended.

	“That's much harder than people think.”

	Noah laughed.

	“What did you want?”

	Oliver pointed toward a wooden box beneath the bed.

	“My marbles.”

	Mia pulled it out.

	Inside were dozens of colorful glass marbles.

	“I wanted to play with them again.”

	“You scared us for marbles?” Noah asked.

	“I didn't mean to scare you.”

	Oliver looked genuinely sorry.

	“I thought the lantern would make you curious.”

	“It did,” Mia said.

	“Mostly terrified,” Noah added.

	They spent the next hour playing marbles on the attic floor.

	Oliver was very good.

	Unfairly good.

	“You've had seventy-eight years of practice,” Noah complained.

	Oliver grinned.

	When evening came, Mia asked the question she had been thinking about.

	“Are you trapped here?”

	Oliver looked toward the attic window.

	“I don't know.”

	“Do you want to leave?”

	“I don't want to leave the house.”

	“Why?”

	Oliver looked around.

	“It's home.”

	Mia understood.

	She had only lived there for a week, but already the house was beginning to feel like home to her too.

	“Then you can stay.”

	Oliver looked surprised.

	“You don't mind?”

	“As long as you stop floating around outside my window at night.”

	“I can do that.”

	“And no scary noises.”

	“That was the kitten.”

	“And no appearing beside my bed.”

	“I've never done that.”

	“Good. Don't start.”

	Oliver laughed.

	The next morning, Mia convinced Dad to help move the wardrobe.

	He was shocked to discover the hidden room.

	“Well,” he said, “I definitely didn't know this was here.”

	Mia and Noah exchanged smiles.

	They didn't tell him everything.

	Dad cleaned the room.

	Mom washed the old blankets.

	Mia put the books back on the shelf.

	Noah repaired the toy train.

	They even made a tiny bed for the kitten.

	Mom thought they had simply discovered a forgotten playroom.

	Only Mia and Noah knew who actually lived there.

	From then on, the attic became their favorite place.

	They played games with Oliver.

	They read stories.

	They built enormous train tracks across the floor.

	Sometimes Oliver told them what the house had been like many years ago.

	He remembered when the road outside was still dirt.

	He remembered horses passing the house.

	He remembered winters when the snow reached the bottom of the windows.

	And sometimes he remembered things that made him quiet.

	Whenever that happened, Mia changed the subject.

	One evening, Dad came upstairs unexpectedly.

	Oliver vanished so quickly that his teddy bear dropped to the floor.

	Dad looked around.

	“Who were you talking to?”

	“No one,” Noah said.

	Dad looked suspicious.

	“I heard three voices.”

	“The kitten?”

	Dad stared at him.

	“The kitten talks now?”

	“It’s very talented.”

	Dad shook his head and went downstairs.

	Oliver slowly appeared behind the rocking chair.

	“That was close.”

	They all started laughing.

	Weeks passed.

	The strange light still appeared in the attic window sometimes.

	But Mia wasn't frightened anymore.

	When she saw it from the garden, she knew Oliver was reading.

	Or playing.

	Or simply watching the world outside.

	One night, Mia stood in the garden and looked up.

	Oliver appeared behind the attic window.

	He lifted the lantern.

	Mia waved.

	Oliver waved back.

	Dad stepped outside.

	“What are you waving at?”

	Mia smiled.

	“Just a friend.”

	Dad looked at the attic.

	For one brief second, the yellow lantern appeared.

	Dad blinked.

	Then it vanished.

	“Did you see that?” he asked.

	“See what?”

	“A light.”

	Mia smiled even wider.

	“Probably a reflection from a car.”

	Dad stared at her.

	Mia walked back inside.

	Above them, hidden behind the little attic window, a ghost boy laughed.

	And from that night on, nobody in the house ever called the attic empty again.
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