
©Sue Ann Jaffarian 2022

Published by The Novel RV

Cover Design by Jessica Fischer

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used by any means, graphic, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping or by any information storage retrieval system without the written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

THE GHOST OF CHRISTMAS GRANNY | A GHOST OF GRANNY APPLES NOVELLA | by | Sue Ann Jaffarian

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sign up for Sue Ann Jaffarian's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE GHOST OF CHRISTMAS GRANNY


A GHOST OF GRANNY APPLES NOVELLA



[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


by

Sue Ann Jaffarian

CHAPTER 

ONE

––––––––
[image: ]


THE VOICE OF THE CHILD was light and tenuous. Emma Whitecastle stirred in her sleep. The voice wafted through her mind again, like a wispy cloud she could not grasp. She opened her eyes. Next to her in bed was Phil Bowers, her husband. Phil was on his side, turned away from Emma, snoring softly. Emma closed her eyes and tried to go back to sleep. She had almost succeeded when she heard the voice again. No, she did not hear it. It was more like she felt it, like a hand gently touching her shoulder. She got up and went into the bathroom. She looked into the mirror and tried to remember the voice. Was it a child’s voice? She tried to recall the words, but could not. 

Emma was a medium. She could see and communicate with the spirits of the dead. When she heard a voice drifting on the air or in her dreams, she paid attention to it. It could very well be a spirit trying to communicate with her. 

“I’m right here,” she said softly into the chilly empty air in the bathroom. “Do you need me?”

Nothing.

After several unsuccessful attempts to see if the voice was attached to a spirit, Emma returned to bed. If it was a spirit trying to contact her, they would probably try again.

In the morning, she told Phil about the dream over breakfast.

“It was a child?” he asked.

“Sounded like a child,” she told him between bites of oatmeal. “Or a very young woman.”

A cool breeze wafted through the kitchen, followed by the materialization of the ghost of Ish Reynolds, better known as Granny Apples. Granny was Emma’s great-great-great-grandmother. She was petite and dressed in pioneer clothing with her hair braided around her head like a halo. “Granny just entered the kitchen,” Emma told Phil.

“I gathered as much from the cold breeze just now.” He raised his coffee mug into the air. “Morning, Granny.”

“Morning, Phil,” Granny said back, even though Phil could not hear her. 

Emma turned to the ghost. “Granny, last night I’m sure I heard a child’s voice. It could have been a dream, but I don’t think so. Have you come across any ghosts of children or maybe a young woman who might be needing help?”

Granny shook her head. “Nothing. But I’ll be on the lookout for something like that. What are you two doing today?”

“Phil is driving into San Diego to go to his office for a few hours,” Emma said. “I promised Gino I’d look over the draft of his new novel, which contains ghosts. He wants my input.” The famous crime novelist Gino Costello was a friend of Phil and Emma’s. Their daughters, Kelly and Tanisha, were best friends.

“You going to work on it outside?” Granny asked, referring to the table and chair Emma had set up on their wide front porch. Emma loved working outside when weather permitted. 

“Too cold today, Granny,” Emma said. It was mid-December, less than two weeks before Christmas, and Julian, California, where Emma and Phil lived, was in the mountains. “There’s supposed to be snow tonight.”

“Lucky you, Granny,” Phil said, finishing his breakfast and getting up. “You can’t feel hot or cold. Emma would be a human popsicle if she wrote outside today.” He took his dishes to the sink.

Emma got up from the table as Phil gathered his coat and briefcase. She walked him to the back door and kissed him goodbye. “Speaking of which, you be careful out there,” she cautioned him. “If the weather turns bad, don’t try to come home. Stay in the city.”

“Will do,” Phil promised. He kissed Emma again, this time longer. “Although if it’s cold and stormy outside, I would rather be here, warm and snuggling with you before a fire.” He kissed her again.

“Would you two get a room,” the ghost snapped. “You’re worse that a couple of love-sick kids.”

Once Phil was gone, Emma gathered up her breakfast dishes. She rinsed them and Phil’s and put them in the dishwasher. “So what are you doing today, Granny?”

The ghost floated back and forth. Emma’s home was built on the original homestead land where Granny and her husband Jacob had lived. “Not much. I popped in on Kelly and Tanisha down in Australia, but they’re too busy to chat with me these days.” Kelly and Tanisha, along with a couple of other friends, had started a film company and were currently in Australia working on a documentary. “Did you know that it’s summertime down there?”

Emma chuckled softly. “Yes, I did. It’s the opposite of here. I video chatted with Kelly just a couple of days ago. She looked and sounded good.”

“She’s doing great,” Granny said with a wide smile. “All of them kids are. Having the time of their life doing what they love.” Granny floated closer to Emma. “Did she tell you that her father is coming to see her for Christmas?”

Grant. Emma stiffened. Emma’s ex-husband and Kelly’s father was a self-centered Hollywood celebrity and an obnoxious talk show host. They had had a bitter divorce that had been splashed across the tabloids. Even now that she was married to Phil, a man totally different from Grant, just his name made Emma flood with annoyance.

“I’m guessing Kelly didn’t tell ya.” Granny said, raising her eyebrows.

Finished with the dishes, Emma wiped her hands on a nearby towel. “Actually, she did.”

“So why are you so put out?” Granny asked. “Even though Grant is a jackass, isn’t it great that he’s taking time to go see Kelly?”

Emma leaned against the kitchen counter and faced Granny. “Yes, it is. I’m surprised though. Usually Grant spends the holidays in Hawaii. I guess this year he’s taking his wife and son to Australia.”

Granny shook her head. “Nope, just him. Seems he and Carolyn the home wrecker are split up.” 

Carolyn Bryant was the reason Grant and Emma had gotten divorced, or at least the final straw to a situation long in the making. She was not Grant’s first affair by a long shot, but when Carolyn, a B actress at best, got pregnant, Grant left Emma for her. Emma was much happier now. She was actually glad Carolyn had come into the picture, putting an end to a painful marriage. Still, everything about Grant put Emma in a sour mood, especially that he rarely spent time with their daughter. Phil was more like a father to Kelly, even though he and Emma had only known each other a handful of years. And she knew that Kelly loved Phil like a father. Grant was that annoying wart on a finger that you could not seem to get rid of, even if you burned it off. She was not surprised at the news of Grant’s marriage. According to the gossip rags at the supermarket checkout, it had been rocky for some time. 

“Well, this is a good thing.” Emma pushed off from the counter. “Not the split, but that Grant will be visiting Kelly alone. It will be good for both of them.”

“But,” the ghost prodded, “something is bothering you.”

“Yes, Granny, something is,” Emma admitted. “Phil and I wanted to fly Kelly home for Christmas and she was ready to come until Grant swooped in with his own news that he was going to Australia for the holidays.”

“Why can’t Kelly come home? She and Grant can get together here or in Los Angeles.” Granny looked puzzled, screwing up her face like a dried apple doll. “It would be easier for all of you.”

“And that’s the reason.” Emma started walking through the house until she reached her small office set up on the ground floor. Granny followed. “Kelly suggested that, but Grant insisted that he travel to Australia and spend time with Kelly there. He’s just being his usual control freak self, making sure it’s all about him.”

Emma plopped down in the chair in front of her desk and started shuffling through papers. She stopped, realizing she was letting Grant control her emotions. Resting her hands in her lap, she closed her eyes and started doing a series of deep breathing exercises. They always calmed her. Granny knew they did and stayed close but quiet.

Help me.

Emma’s eyes shot open. “Did you hear that, Granny?”

“Hear what?”

“Just now. A voice. A child’s voice asking for help. It was the same voice and words I heard last night. I’m sure of it.”

“I didn’t hear a thing, Emma, and there are no other spirits here right now. Just me.”

Emma closed her eyes and took several deep breaths again. She relaxed, opening doors inside her mind, hidden doors to the spirit world and other phenomena she knew were there, even though she did not fully understand them.

Help me.

“How can I help you?” Emma said to the voice reaching out to her.

“Who is it?” asked Granny.

“Shhh,” Emma said softly to Granny. The ghost got quiet again, a difficult thing for her.

“How can I help?” Emma repeated, keeping her attention turned inward.

Cold. Home. I want to go home. The voice was young and scared.

“Where are you?” Emma asked.

No answer.

“What is your name?”

Again, no answer. 

“Are you a spirit?”

Emma knew immediately after her last question that whatever or whoever was conversing with her was gone. She could feel it, like someone leaving a room.
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MILO RAVENSCROFT’S thin face, with its oversized glasses and thinning hairline, studied Emma from her computer screen. Milo was her mentor. A famous medium, he was the first to experience Emma’s talents, even before she accepted them herself. Over the years he had helped her develop and understand her gifts. Now he was married to Tracy, Emma’s best friend. Emma had just described to Milo her experience with the voice last night and again this morning.

Emma had texted Milo about the situation as soon as the voice left this morning. They had set up a time to video conference an hour later.

“And you are sure it’s not a spirit?” Milo asked for the third time.

For the third time Emma told him it was not. “Besides the voice telling me it was not a spirit, Granny was with me the second time and she didn’t hear it. She confirmed that no ghosts were in the house with me but her.”

“Interesting,” Milo said as he stroked the short beard he now sported. “It could be a spirit that doesn’t realize it is dead. That happens sometimes. But Granny probably would have seen or heard it, if that was the case. Did you feel a presence when the voice spoke?”

Emma shook her head. “No. I keep going back through all my experiences as a medium and can’t find one like this. Usually I can sense when a spirit is near, often before it speaks to me. All I got was this voice that only I could hear, like it was inside my head. Not something that was outside of my body.” Emma paused. “Milo, remember the times a spirit inhabited my body? Do you think whatever this is has done that?”

Now it was Milo’s turn to shake his head. “No, Emma, I don’t think this is that. Those times the spirit took you over and used your physical body to communicate. You weren’t conscious of it until it was over.”

Granny appeared and floated within view of the computer. “Hey, Milo.”

“Hi, Granny,” Milo greeted back. “Granny, was Emma incapacitated in any way
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