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  JEREMIAH looked even whiter than his usual ghostly color.


  I wasn’t certain, but from the pained look on his face he seemed scared. The ghosts I had read about in books were pale and chalky looking, but in my experience ghosts tended to be more of a vaporous presence. Today Jeremiah had an almost green hue. He looked a bit nauseated to me. Could ghosts could get sick?


  “Honest, Jeremiah, it’s really not that bad.” I was trying one more time to convince him to fly to Alaska with Mom and me. “I flew for the first time only two weeks ago, and I’m okay. I was a little sick when we first took off, but after that it was really cool.”


  I didn’t know whether it was the idea of leaving the estate or the sheer terror of being in the sky that worried him most. Actually, I was surprised that a ghost would be afraid of anything.


  “I have seen the machines you call ‘planes’ as they cut across the sky,” Jeremiah said. “I never knew you could actually be inside one while they were up there.”


  Jeremiah had been born and had died long before airplanes existed. I really hadn’t considered that he wouldn’t understand what a plane was. I guess Great-grandfather Ebenezer never discussed the option of Jeremiah leaving the estate. Why would he? John, the butler who ran the household, had told me Great-grandfather was kind of a recluse who hadn’t left the estate much in the past forty years. Jeremiah’s ghostly existence had consisted of maintaining and repairing the old stone bridge on Great-grandfather’s property. He had entered the mansion from time-to-time to visit with Great-grandfather and also spent some time in the old house at the back of the property. I don’t think Great-grandfather ever considered taking Jeremiah with him anywhere.


  Well, I wanted Jeremiah to go with me. I wanted him to experience all the things that have been invented since he died.


  “How do the planes stay in the air?” Jeremiah asked, sounding more nervous than inquisitive.


  “They have special motors called jet engines with more power than you can imagine,” I explained. “They’re really very safe and make traveling a long distance much easier.”


  “What if it doesn’t stay in the air?”


  “Well, if it crashes you’ll be just fine,” I said not really wanting to think about that option. “I don’t think ghosts can be hurt. On the other hand, those of us who aren’t ghosts might have a problem. Come on, Jeremiah. I really want you to go to Alaska with Mom and me. No one will know you are with us and we can have some great fun together. We’ll only be gone a short time and Great-grandfather has agreed to keep the bridge repaired while you are away. I actually think he’s looking forward to helping you since you’ve been such a loyal friend to him.”


   I already knew Jeremiah, so when Great-grandfather’s ghost showed up I wasn’t too surprised and I definitely wasn’t scared. Actually, I was quite happy. Of course, Mom couldn’t see either of them. I had already decided to find a way to introduce Mom to our ghostly family, but it would have to wait until we returned from Alaska. Great-grandfather had explained that only the men of the Jones family could see Jeremiah. I wondered why that was, but decided now wasn’t the time to get the answers. I figured I’d have plenty of time when we returned.


  “It does sound exciting,” Jeremiah said, perking up a little.


  “You need a vacation,” I said.


  Jeremiah looked puzzled. “What’s a vacation?”


  “A vacation is when someone works very hard,” I explained. “Then gets to leave his work to go someplace nice and relax.”


  Jeremiah had been watching over the bridge for nearly one hundred and fifty years. That was a long time to not have a vacation.


  “It all sounds very nice, but I’m still not certain I want to leave the estate,” Jeremiah replied. “It is all I have known for over a century. Leaving here will be hard for me.”


  “We aren’t going to stay in Alaska,” I said. “Mom and I just need to pack up our things for shipping to Indiana. We’ll only be gone a few days. Please, Jeremiah.”


  I could see by the look on Jeremiah’s face that he still had a lot of questions. I had to think of something to change his mind. Then I remembered the nasty boys in my school. There were three of them. They were a year older than I was, so they thought they were big stuff. They liked to bully me and my friends. I even had to find a different way home from school just so they wouldn’t bother me. If Jeremiah would agree to go to Alaska with us, I’m sure he would be able to find a way to keep the bullies from bothering me and my friends.


  “And besides,” I added, “I could use your help. There are some boys in my village that aren’t very nice to me.”


  That was all it took. Jeremiah’s expression changed immediately. He straightened up, adjusted his uniform, and cocked his hat low on his forehead. “If there are boys being mean to you, then I will go with you to Alaska. If my Great-great-great-grandson needs me, I will be there for you. When do we leave?”


  “We leave in the morning,” I replied with excitement. “Walter is driving us to the airport where we will board the jet.”


  Jeremiah’s shoulders dropped just a little. “We have to ride in another machine first?”


  “Yes,” I said, “but it’s on the ground. You saw Walter drive Great-grandfather around in his limo many times, I’m sure. It’s nothing to be afraid of.”


  Once again Jeremiah straightened up. “I am not afraid,” he said with his chest puffed out. “I will ride in these new machines and I will accompany you to this place called Alaska. I will protect you, Christian Jones Arnook, because you are my family.”


  At first I was worried that I had insulted him when I said he might be afraid. But I was excited that Jeremiah had changed his mind and agreed to go. He might have been a ghost, but he was proud and he was brave. He had become my new best friend and I didn’t want to go without him. There were so many things I could show Jeremiah. It was going to be awesome having him with me. He didn’t need a special seat on the plane, because no one could see him but me. Having him travel with us should be easy.


  Actually, it could be a lot of fun.


  “Who are you talking to?” Mom asked, popping her head through the door of our connecting rooms.


  Startled, I jumped a little. “No one, Mom.”


  “Oh, I thought I heard you talking to someone,” she said. “If you’re playing a video game, you need to put it up right now and get to sleep. We have a long day of travel ahead of us tomorrow.” Mom bent down to kiss me goodnight on the head, but stopped. “Is
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