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  Son of Allison Jones Arnook
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  CHAPTER 1


  


  Goodbye Alaska
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  MOM and I stood in front of our small cabin as Walter placed the last suitcase into the trunk of the car.


  I looked up at Mom and saw a tear running down her cheek. We had both been born in Alaska and now were leaving the only home we had known to start a new life in Indiana. I was going to miss the snow and the scenery, even the strange daylight. Indiana was definitely going to take getting used to, but we weren’t moving into a small house like the one we were leaving behind. We were now the proud owners of Stony Manor, a huge estate with acres and acres of land.


  My name was Christian Jones Arnook, and I was getting ready to turn eleven in a few weeks. Until just a few months ago, my life had consisted mostly of snowboarding, school, and hanging out with my friends. Then Mom received a letter from a man claiming to be her Grandfather. A jet was sent to Alaska to bring us to Indiana and meet this man. It turned out to be true, and I was able to meet my great-grandfather, Jeremiah Ebenezer Jones. Mom was hesitant to go at first, but it’s a good thing she agreed to go when we did. Great-grandfather was very ill and passed away shortly after we arrived. He had put everything in Mom’s name and even included me in his will.


  Walter, the chauffeur, had made the trip back to Alaska with us. Mom grumbled that she could take care of us just fine, but John, the butler at Stony Manor, had insisted that Walter accompany us. Most of the time we were in Alaska, Walter sat in the passenger side of our old clunker of a truck while Mom drove. Walter had been my great-grandfather’s chauffeur for a long time, so I think having someone else do the driving was a nice change for him. He did beg Mom not to tell John that he had allowed her to do some of the driving in Alaska. She agreed, placing her fingers near her mouth and making a motion like she was locking her lips.


  Today we were leaving Alaska. Walter held the door for Mom. It wasn’t a limo like he drove in Indiana. It was more like a fancy car with an extra-large back seat.


  “Is there something wrong, Master Christian?” Walter asked, as I hesitated near the open door.


  Walter always called me Master Christian, even though I had asked him to drop the ‘Master’ part. I think it was just a habit he couldn’t break. He was trained in etiquette and proper manners. I couldn’t very well tell him I had let two ghosts go in ahead of me. I was afraid that if I went in first Walter would shut the door and leave both ghosts behind. They weren’t the kind that could evaporate into a door and come out on the other side.


  Yep, I had not one but two ghost relatives traveling back to Indiana with me. I had met Jeremiah in Indiana. Before Great-grandfather passed away, he had shared the Jones family secret with me and introduced me to Jeremiah. I was a little scared at first, but Jeremiah and I were now best friends. Jeremiah was actually my great-great-great-grandfather. We agreed that three greats before grandfather was a bit of a mouthful, so I just called him Jeremiah.


  Now I had met my grandfather, my mother’s father who was also a ghost. He was named after Jeremiah, as well, so we agreed I would call him Granddad. My great-grandfather Ebenezer believed that only the males in the family were able to share the Jones secret about our ghostly ancestor, but then Mom found Jeremiah’s Union soldier hat. As soon as she held the hat, she was able to see Jeremiah in his ghostly state. Great-grandfather had been wrong about the Jones family secret. I theorized it this way. First, you had to be a direct descendant of the Jones’ family bloodline. Second, you had to believe with your heart that ghosts could and did exist. After doing some digging into my family tree, I found an odd thing. Each generation had only one child. And Mom was the only girl. By my theory it made sense that Mom was able to see the ghosts.


  Now that Mom had met Jeremiah, we had another issue to face. I guess you could say Mom was hit with the double whammy. Jeremiah and I had just met my grandfather, Mom’s dad, who also happened to be a ghost. We found him in the old house in Alaska where Mom had lived as a child. He and her mother had been killed during an arctic expedition when Mom was only in high school. Since Mom was able to see Jeremiah, we weren’t sure if she would be able to see her father, as well. Turned out, she could and did see him. At first, she seemed totally overwhelmed. I mean, meeting one ghost would be pretty freaky, but meeting two ghosts in one night might be unimaginable. In spite of all the strange events, Mom was really happy to have her dad back in her life, even if he was a vaporous figure.


  Now we were traveling back to Indiana with two ghosts, but Mom and I were the only ones who knew. When we got home Mom was in for yet another ghostly surprise. If she could see these two ghosts, I was betting she would see her grandfather, as well.


  What was one more ghost when you already had two in your life?


  I suppose I should have been sad to know my great-grandfather for such a short time, but I wasn’t. Actually, I was pretty happy, because I knew he was waiting in Indiana for us to return. I was able to meet him in his new ghostly existence right before we returned to Alaska to pack up our things and sell our little cabin. It was totally awesome to see him be able to stand and walk again. When he was alive he had been confined to a wheelchair for many years. Now he was taking care of the stone bridge while Jeremiah traveled with me.


  The one who would be most surprised when we got back was Great-grandfather. He wouldn’t be expecting another ghost to be returning to Stony Manor, especially since that ghost was his only son.
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  CHAPTER 2


  

  The Bumpy Ride
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  WE arrived at the small airport to find our jet was fired up and waiting for us.


  I was certain Walter had called ahead and told the pilot to have the jet ready.


  Mom and I helped Walter grab our suitcase, although he argued that it was his position to do this service for us. Mom argued right back that she was quite capable of helping and insisted Walter stop grumbling.


  Jeremiah and Granddad just stood there, staring at the jet. It had been Jeremiah’s first time in an airplane when he made the trip with us to Alaska, and the experience had left him mesmerized. Now he looked a little apprehensive for the return trip. Granddad, on the other hand, looked ready to go. Almost eager.


  “I remember these jets,” Granddad said, leaning over to me. “I flew in them many times.”


  Granddad bounded up the stairs and disappeared into the jet, leaving Jeremiah to stare at the plane.


  “Jeremiah,” I whispered. “Remember we talked about this. It’s the only way to get back to Indiana. You have to get on the jet.”


  Mom saw me talking to Jeremiah. She knew Walter couldn’t see our ghosts and knew he might wonder why I was lagging behind. Mom grabbed Walter’s arm and escorted him to the stairs.


  Jeremiah followed me toward the jet. He adjusted his Union soldier hat down low on his forehead, stood tall, and marched up the steps.


  Granddad was standing next to Donna, our regular flight attendant. Granddad smiled as he brushed her cheek with his hand.


  Donna’s hand flew up to her cheek and a strange look crossed her face.


  “I am very glad to see her,” Granddad whispered to me. “She was always Dad’s favorite. He was in love with her.”


  My mouth dropped open. Great-grandfather had been in love with Donna? Whoa! That was way too much information.


  “If I’m in the right jet,” Granddad said, “there should be an ink pen stuffed up under the seat where Jeremiah is sitting.”


  Jeremiah was in the window seat. I knew he wanted to be able to look out the window as we flew. It seemed to comfort him on the flight to Alaska, so I let him have the same seat now.


  “I wasn’t allowed to have a pen in the jet, because Dad was afraid I would get ink on the leather seats,” Granddad whispered. “So I stuffed it under my seat so he wouldn’t know I had one. I was a pretty rebellious kid.” He gave a wide smile, as if proud of his deception.


  I reached under Jeremiah’s seat. At first I didn’t feel anything. Then, digging a little deeper into the stuffing of the seat, I felt it. With a quick motion, I pulled out an old fashioned fountain pen.


  Granddad smiled and nodded. I was amazed that he actually remembered. I placed the pen in


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
OEBPS/Images/gsm_ebk01.jpg





OEBPS/Images/gsm_ebktngargoyle.jpg





OEBPS/Images/gsm_ebk02.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ghostsofstonymanor600x800epub.jpg





