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  THIS was my first ride in an airplane. And not just any plane, but a private jet.


  How cool is that?


  As I sat in the seat next to my mom, I thought about how we got there.


  My name is Christian Jones Arnook. My middle name, Jones, was my mother’s last name. My last name, Arnook, is unique, because my dad was part Inuit Indian. That’s an Eskimo for those who don’t know Alaskan culture. I was born in Alaska ten years ago and had been there all my life, until today.


  Mom got a very important letter a couple months ago from a Mr. Jones, who lived in Indiana in the lower forty-eight states. She didn’t tell me a lot about the letter. She just said she needed to check it out personally. We waited until school was out for early spring break. Then we packed our bags and headed south.


  I wasn’t really interested in going that far away to meet a stranger. I had spent one whole afternoon at the library reading up on Indiana. I had asked Mom why the man couldn’t come here to meet us. She explained that Mr. Jones was too old to make the long flight. Instead, he had sent a private jet to bring us to him.


  My mom’s parents, my grandparents, had been lost in an arctic expedition when she was in high school. Since she had been born in Alaska, she decided to stay there and go to college. She was a teacher when she met my dad. Dad was part Eskimo, so that made me part Eskimo, too, which I considered pretty cool. Most people couldn’t tell I was part Eskimo, because I had blonde hair and blue eyes like Mom.


  The plane ride from Alaska to Indiana was a long one. Although I enjoyed looking out the cabin window at the mountains and cities as we crossed over them, after a while I got bored and started fidgeting with my seat belt.


  “Christian, please sit still a little longer,” Mom said. “And keep your seatbelt on. We will be landing in Indianapolis soon.”


  I obeyed Mom and kept my seatbelt snapped tight.


  She had spent extra time worrying over me, since my father had disappeared in an avalanche when I was five. The last time I saw my dad he was dressed in his climbing gear, except that time he had on his fur parka. It had snowed for several days and we had to dig our way out of the house. He told me he had to climb to the top of Mount Baker to repair a satellite that had been damaged in the storm. I also remember the worried look on Mom’s face, as she kissed him goodbye. No one believed I could remember those things, because I had been so little. But I did.


  I was the only family Mom thought she had left. Then that letter had come.


  It was all very official looking in the big envelope with ten stamps filling the corner. At the time I imagined it had come from a foreign country. I was a little disappointed when Mom said it was from Indiana. But since I had never been out of Alaska, even a trip to Indiana sounded like an adventure.


  Mom said it was a letter from a Mr. Jones, who claimed to be her grandfather. It explained that he and his son had a falling out of some kind a long time ago. The son went off to live in Canada and later moved to Alaska. He found out that the son and his wife had been lost years ago in an expedition and then learned he had a granddaughter named Allison, my mom. He had kept up his search, hoping one day to find the only family he thought he had left, his granddaughter.


  When he found Mom, that’s when he learned about me.


  His letter said: “I’m so excited to know I have found my granddaughter and now I learn I have a great-grandson.”


  Well, we’ll see how great it is to meet a stranger who says he’s my great-grandfather.


  My great-grandfather must have been quite rich, because he insisted on sending his private jet to get us all the way to Indiana and then back to Alaska. Mom’s father had never mentioned his family, so when she was growing up she didn’t know any grandparents on that side. He definitely didn’t mention that they were rich. My dad’s parents, the Arnooks, lived so far north in Alaska that their house could be reached only by float plane. Mom and I didn’t have a lot of extra money, so I never got to meet them. It would have been nice to have had someone else to call family.


  Mom and I took care of each other, but I could see worry in her face anytime I came home late from school. In winter I used cross-country skis to get to school. Sometimes I took the long way home, even though I knew it would upset her.


  I really loved weekends when I could hit the trails with my snowboard. It was pretty awesome to live with so much snow and a slope right out my back door. From what I had read, Indiana was mostly flat with a few hills in the southern part of the state. Maybe Mr. Jones lived on a farm with animals. There were supposed to be lots of farms in Indiana.


  “Mom, did the letter say if your grandfather lives on a farm or in the city?” I asked.


  “It only said that he lives about two hours south of Indianapolis,” she replied. “He sent a picture. Would you like to see it?”


  “Sure!”


  “I didn’t want to get you too excited before we took this trip,” Mom said with a sigh. “I wasn’t certain I really wanted to go. But I decided it wouldn’t be fair to you if we didn’t at least meet the man.”


  Mom pulled a photograph from the large envelope and handed it to me. It was a picture of a huge house built from what looked like big stones. The windows were tall and large, and the roof looked like it had ripples in it. I thought I could see a hill covered with tall trees in the back. A fancy car was parked on a curved driveway in front of the house. I looked closer and could tell the driveway was made of stones, too.


  “Is this a mansion?” I asked excitedly. I had heard that people with a lot of money lived in houses called mansions.


  Mom laughed. “I’m sure to us it would be a mansion. I guess we’ll find out when we get there.”


  I was ready for the plane ride to end, so I could meet my great-grandfather and see the mansion.


   


  * * * * *


   


  CHAPTER 2


  The Mansion
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  THE sun was just getting ready to set when we landed at Indianapolis International Airport.


  I think it was what they called dusk down there. Sometimes in Alaska, it was dusk for most of the day. A quick sunset would take some getting used to.


  The pilot taxied over to a large building.


  The lady who had served us during the flight was named Donna. She had fed us a nice dinner and had even played checkers with me.


  When the plane rolled to a stop, Donna said we could unbuckle our seatbelts. I was really glad to get out of that thing. Then she unlocked the side door and lowered the steps just by pushing a button. That was pretty awesome.


  Mom and I grabbed the small bags we had with us and headed to the door.


  We stopped at the top of the stairs, and I saw a long black limousine parked just beyond the jet. A tall man wearing a black suit and a funny black cap walked toward us. I wondered if that was my great-grandfather. Probably not. This guy looked too young. My great-grandfather had to be a lot older.


  We walked down the stairs just as the sun was setting behind the tall building that held other jets just like this one. Each had the same name on the side, Jones Aviation.


  “Mrs. Arnook, Master Christian,” the tall man said. “I am Walter, Mr. Jones’ chauffeur. I will be your driver. Please
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