

    
        
          The Forgotten Ghost of Maple Ridge

        

        
        
          Ghost stories for kids, Volume 40

        

        
        
          Benjamin Ashcroft

        

        
          Published by B&H Publishing Group, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE FORGOTTEN GHOST OF MAPLE RIDGE

    

    
      First edition. July 28, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Benjamin Ashcroft.

    

    
    
      Written by Benjamin Ashcroft.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1: The Empty House on Maple Ridge

Chapter 2: Shadows Beneath the Maple Trees

Chapter 3: Secrets Behind the Hidden Door

Chapter 4: Echoes of an Old Promise

Chapter 5: The Time Capsule Beneath the Roots

Chapter 6: Midnight at the Old Schoolhouse

Chapter 7: The Lost Letter

Chapter 8: Beneath the Old Bell Tower

Chapter 9: The Forgotten Hero of Maple Ridge

Chapter 10: The New Story of Maple Ridge

Sign up for Benjamin Ashcroft's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young dreamer who believes that every forgotten place has a story waiting to be discovered.
May this adventure inspire you to face the unknown with courage, treasure the friends who walk beside you, and always choose kindness over fear. Remember that the greatest heroes are often the ones whose stories have been forgotten—and that one caring heart can help those stories shine again.
May your curiosity lead you to wonderful adventures, and your compassion leave the world brighter than you found it.
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Chapter 1: The Empty House on Maple Ridge
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The last bell of the school year echoed through the halls of Ashwood Middle School, and within moments the building came alive with excited voices. Lockers slammed shut, teachers wished their students a happy summer, and children hurried outside into the warm June sunshine.

Twelve-year-old Hannah Brooks stepped through the front doors carrying her backpack over one shoulder and wearing the biggest smile she had worn all year.

"Finally," she said, stretching her arms toward the bright blue sky. "No homework. No quizzes. No alarm clock."

"You forgot one thing," a familiar voice said behind her.

Hannah turned and laughed as Caleb Morris caught up with her.

"What did I forget?"

"No math tests."

"Oh, that's definitely worth celebrating."

Caleb grinned. He was always cheerful and rarely seemed worried about anything. He enjoyed building things, fixing bicycles, and climbing trees that most people thought were impossible to climb.

A few seconds later, Nora Ellis joined them, balancing three library books in her arms.

"I already checked out my summer reading."

Caleb looked at the stack.

"Three books?"

"Only three for today."

He laughed.

"I should've guessed."

Nora loved history almost as much as she loved reading. She could remember dates, names, and interesting facts about nearly everything in Ashwood.

Before they reached the bicycle rack, Ethan Carter hurried toward them with his camera hanging around his neck.

"Wait!"

"You almost missed us," Hannah teased.

"I stopped to photograph the school."

Caleb shook his head.

"You photograph everything."

"I know."

Ethan smiled proudly.

"Someday I'll have my own wildlife and history magazine."

His friends didn't doubt it. Ethan carried his camera almost everywhere and somehow managed to notice details everyone else overlooked.

The four had been best friends since first grade.

Every summer they explored hiking trails, built forts beside the river, searched for fossils, and solved small neighborhood mysteries.

Last summer they had discovered the reason strange lights kept appearing inside the old grain mill. It hadn't been ghosts after all.

It had been hundreds of glowworms living inside the crumbling walls.

They loved mysteries.

Especially the kind most people avoided.

As they rode their bicycles home through Ashwood, warm sunlight filtered through towering maple trees lining the streets.

Ashwood was the sort of town where everyone knew everyone else.

Children waved from front yards.

Neighbors chatted across white picket fences.

Flower boxes overflowed with colorful blossoms.

It felt peaceful.

Comfortable.

Safe.

But even in peaceful towns...

There were places people preferred not to visit.

One of those places stood at the top of Maple Ridge.

The old Parker house.

Every child in Ashwood knew its name.

The large Victorian home had stood empty for generations.

Its faded gray walls were hidden behind climbing ivy.

Broken shutters hung crookedly beside cracked windows.

The roof sagged beneath years of weather.

Tall maple trees surrounded the property, casting deep shadows across the neglected yard.

No one seemed to know why the house had been abandoned.

But everyone knew the stories.

That afternoon the friends stopped at Cooper's Ice Cream Shop before riding home.

As they sat outside enjoying their cones, several older residents talked nearby.

"I saw lights again last evening," one woman said quietly.

Her friend nodded.

"My husband saw them too."

"The Parker house?"

"Of course."

Hannah looked toward her friends.

They were listening too.

"The upstairs windows were glowing."

"But nobody lives there."

"I know."

The women lowered their voices.

"They never have."

Caleb smiled.

"Probably teenagers with flashlights."

Nora wasn't convinced.

"They said the house is empty."

"It has to be something."

Before anyone could continue the conversation, the shop owner called another customer inside.

The mysterious discussion ended as quickly as it had begun.

Still...

The words lingered.

Lights in an empty house.

After finishing their ice cream, the four friends rode toward the northern edge of town.

The road gradually climbed a gentle hill until the houses became fewer and farther apart.

Eventually they reached Maple Ridge.

The old Parker house stood at the end of a long gravel lane.

Even during the bright afternoon, it looked lonely.

Its once-beautiful gardens had become tangled with weeds.

The wooden front porch leaned slightly to one side.

Broken flowerpots rested where colorful blooms had once grown.

"It's bigger than I expected," Ethan said quietly.

He raised his camera and photographed the house from the roadside.

Click.

Click.

Click.

The afternoon breeze rustled the leaves overhead.

Nothing else moved.

"It doesn't look haunted," Caleb observed.

"It just looks forgotten," Hannah replied.

Nora studied the tall maple trees surrounding the property.

"They're enormous."

"They've probably been here longer than the house."

As the children stood watching, Hannah noticed something unusual.

A rusty swing hung from one thick branch.

Its wooden seat had faded almost white with age.

The chains were covered in rust.

"It must have belonged to whoever lived here."

Ethan zoomed in with his camera.

"It hasn't been used in years."

Then...

Without warning...

The swing moved.

Slowly.

Forward.

Then backward.

Not much.

Just enough to catch everyone's attention.

The four friends looked at one another.

"Did anyone see that?" Hannah asked.

"I did," Nora answered.

"There isn't any wind," Caleb added.

He picked up a handful of dry leaves.

They fell straight to the ground.

Not even the smallest breeze stirred them.

Yet the swing continued moving gently.

Forward.

Backward.

Forward.

Backward.

Ethan quickly took several photographs.

"I definitely got that."

The swing gradually slowed until it rested completely still.

Nobody spoke for several seconds.

Finally Caleb shrugged.

"Maybe we imagined it."

Before anyone could answer, another sound drifted across the quiet yard.

Laughter.

Very soft.

Almost musical.

It sounded like a young child laughing somewhere among the maple trees.

The friends turned in every direction.

"Who's there?" Hannah called.

No answer came.

Only silence.

Then the laughter echoed again.

Gentle.

Happy.

Yet strangely distant.

Ethan lowered his camera.

"I don't see anyone."

Neither did the others.

The yard remained empty.

The house stood silent.

The laughter faded away.

Just then an elderly man stepped onto the porch of the neighboring house carrying a watering can.

He noticed the children standing beside the road.

"You youngsters shouldn't stay there."

His voice wasn't angry.

Only concerned.

The four friends walked over to the white fence separating the two properties.

"Good afternoon," Hannah said politely.

The old man smiled kindly.

"Afternoon."

"My name's Hannah."

"I'm Walter Jenkins."

He set down the watering can.

"You've been looking at the Parker house."

"We heard people talking about it."

Mr. Jenkins nodded slowly.

"Most folks do."

"Does anyone live there?" Ethan asked.

"No."

"Then why were there lights inside?"

The old man hesitated.

"I've asked myself that question for thirty years."

Caleb folded his arms.

"There has to be an explanation."

"Perhaps."

Mr. Jenkins looked toward the abandoned house.

"I've seen lights in those windows every autumn evening since I moved here."

"Every autumn?" Nora repeated.

He nodded.

"Always around sunset."

"And the laughter?"

The elderly man sighed.

"I've heard that too."

"What causes it?"

"I wish I knew."

Hannah pointed toward the swing.

"It was moving."

"I've seen that happen many times."

"But there wasn't any wind."

"I know."

Silence settled over the fence.

Finally Mr. Jenkins spoke again.

"My advice?"

"What?"

"Leave that place alone."

The children exchanged curious glances.

"Why?" Caleb asked.

"Because some mysteries are better left untouched."

"Have you ever gone inside?"

The old man slowly shook his head.

"No."

"Were you afraid?"

He smiled sadly.

"When you reach my age, you learn to respect places with long memories."

His answer only made the mystery deeper.

The children thanked him politely before riding back toward town.

None of them said very much during the trip home.

Each kept thinking about the abandoned house.

That evening Hannah helped her mother prepare dinner.

As they worked, she asked casually, "Do you know anything about the Parker house?"

Her mother paused while slicing vegetables.

"Why do you ask?"

"I saw it today."

"Oh."

Her mother smiled faintly.

"That old place."

"Was it always abandoned?"

"No."

"Who lived there?"

"A family many years ago."

"What happened?"

"I'm not completely sure."

"I've heard strange stories."

"So have I."

"Were they true?"

Her mother shrugged.

"Different people tell different versions."

"Did someone disappear?"

Her mother looked thoughtful.

"I remember hearing something about a child when I was little."

"A child?"

"I don't know the details."

That answer only increased Hannah's curiosity.

The next morning she met her friends outside the Ashwood Public Library.

Nora was already waiting.

"I've been thinking."

"About the house?" Caleb asked.

She nodded.

"If something really happened there, the library might have old newspapers."

Mrs. Daniels, the librarian, smiled warmly as the children entered.

"What brings all four of you here on the second day of summer vacation?"

"We're researching local history," Nora explained.

Mrs. Daniels seemed pleased.

"My favorite kind of research."

She led them into a quiet room filled with old newspapers, town records, and historical documents.
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