

    
        
          The Mystery of the Floating Feather

        

        
        
          Ghost stories for kids, Volume 18

        

        
        
          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 MYSTERY OF THE FLOATING FEATHER

    

    
      First edition. July 12, 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 One: The New Old House

Chapter Two: Defying Gravity

Chapter Three: The Midnight Trail

Chapter Four: The Legend of Captain Vance

Chapter Five: The Cold Spot

Chapter Six: The Boy in the Mirror

Chapter Seven: The Hidden Compartment

Chapter Eight: Lost in the Fog

Chapter Nine: The Final Journey

Chapter Ten: Wings on the Wind

Sign up for Benjamin Ashcroft's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young reader who has ever found wonder in a feather drifting on the wind—
May this story remind you that love, kindness, and the memories we carry never truly fade. Sometimes the smallest clues lead to the greatest adventures, and the gentlest spirits simply hope to finish a story left untold. May you always have the courage to seek the truth, help others, and let hope lift your heart like wings on the breeze.
Happy reading, and may your imagination always soar.
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Chapter One: The New Old House
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The tires of the moving truck crunched over gravel that sounded like breaking bones.

Eleven-year-old Maya pressed her forehead against the cool glass of the backseat window, watching the sea fog swallow the tires of the car ahead of them. Blackwood Cove didn’t look like the kind of place that welcomed people. It looked like a town built out of charcoal and damp wool. To their left, the Atlantic Ocean churned like gray dishwater, throwing angry white foam against jagged rocks. To their right, the cliffs rose up sharply, topped with dark, wind-bent pine trees that looked like skeletal hands reaching for the sky.

"Well, it certainly has character!" Maya’s mother said from the front seat. She turned around, her smile bright but a little too forced, the way it always was when she was trying to convince Maya that uprooting their entire lives was a grand adventure. "Look at those gables, Maya. It’s like something out of a classic novel."

"It looks like something out of a horror movie," Maya muttered.

"Oh, sweetie, give it a chance," her dad joined in, adjusting the rearview mirror to catch her eye. "The real estate agent said the foundation is solid oak. They don’t build houses like this anymore."

There’s probably a reason for that, Maya thought, but she kept it to herself. She slipped her hand into the pocket of her oversized corduroy jacket, her fingers brushing against the smooth, polished surface of her grandfather’s old brass pocket knife. It was her most prized possession, a tiny weight that kept her anchored now that everything else was floating away.

Three months ago, Grandfather Arthur had been sitting in his favorite armchair in their warm, sunny apartment in the city, pointing out a pair of peregrine falcons nesting on the skyscraper across the street through his heavy binoculars. “The world is full of secret fliers, Maya,” he had told her, his voice a low, comforting rumble. “You just have to learn how to look up.”

But then his heart had failed, and the apartment had grown too quiet, and her parents had decided that a "fresh start by the sea" was exactly what the family needed. So, they had packed up the binoculars, the books, and the memories, driving six hours north to a house that looked like it had been forgotten by time itself.

The car crawled up a steep, winding driveway and finally shuddered to a halt.

The house loomed over them. It was a massive, three-story Victorian structure painted a shade of faded, peeling gray that made it blend perfectly into the mist. It had a wraparound porch that sagged slightly on the left side, narrow windows that looked like squinting eyes, and an asymmetrical roofline topped with a decorative iron railing—a widow’s walk. The salt air had rusted the iron to the color of dried blood.

"Home sweet home," Maya’s dad announced, though he didn't sound entirely convinced himself as a sudden, sharp gust of wind rattled the car doors.

The moment Maya stepped out of the vehicle, the smell hit her. It wasn't just the clean, salty tang of the ocean; it was something deeper, older. It smelled like wet earth, seaweed, and ancient wood that had spent a century soaking up dampness. The wind was loud here, a constant, low whistling sound that vibrated in her ears.

While her parents began the monumental task of directing the two burly moving men toward the front door, Maya grabbed her backpack—the light one containing her sketchbooks and her grandfather’s old birding journals—and headed inside on her own.

The front door groaned as she pushed it open. The entryway was dark, paneled in mahogany that had turned nearly black with age. A grand, sweeping staircase curved up into the shadows of the second floor. Everywhere she looked, dust motes danced in the pale columns of light filtering through the grime-streaked windows. The house felt heavy, as if it were holding its breath, waiting to see what these new intruders would do.

"Maya! Your room is the attic!" her mother called out from the porch, her voice echoing strangely against the high ceilings. "The movers are taking the big boxes up there now. Go make sure they put the bed in the right spot!"

Maya sighed, her sneakers squeaking loudly against the hardwood floor as she made her way toward the stairs. She climbed past the second-floor landing, where a long hallway led to doors that were all firmly shut, and found the smaller, narrower staircase that led to the very top of the house.

The attic door was painted a stark, blistering white that contrasted sharply with the dark wood below. When she turned the brass knob, it resisted for a moment before giving way with a sharp click.

She stepped inside, and her breath caught.

The room was vast, stretching across the entire footprint of the upper house. The ceiling was a complex web of exposed wooden beams that met in sharp angles, making her feel like she was standing inside the inverted hull of an old ship. A large, circular window faced the ocean, offering a panoramic view of the gray waves crashing against the cliffs far below.

The movers had already left her mattress, her desk, and a mountain of cardboard boxes labeled MAYA – BEDROOM in the center of the room. The space was freezing, the air so cold she could see the faint, pale ghost of her own breath when she exhaled.

"Great," she whispered to herself, dropping her backpack onto the mattress. "I live in a refrigerator."

She walked over to the circular window to look out at the sea. The glass was cold against her fingertips. As she looked down at the rocky shoreline, she felt an overwhelming wave of loneliness. She wished her grandfather were here. He would have loved the ocean. He would have known the name of every seagull gliding through the mist, every hidden shorebird nesting in the cliffs. He would have made this place feel like an adventure instead of a exile.

Maya turned away from the window, determined to start unpacking so she wouldn't start crying. She pulled a pair of scissors from her backpack and sliced through the packing tape of the nearest box. It was filled with her books. She began stacking them onto the dusty built-in shelves that lined the far wall.

Thump.

Maya froze. The sound had come from the corner of the room, near the small, rectangular window that faced the dense pine woods behind the house.

She listened intently, her heart giving a small, nervous flutter. The house was full of noises—the creaking of the floorboards, the whistling of the wind, the distant rumble of her parents' voices downstairs—but this sound had been different. It had been sharp, deliberate.

"Probably just a squirrel," she said aloud, her voice sounding small and fragile in the massive attic.

She walked slowly toward the rectangular window. The floorboards beneath her feet groaned with every step, a slow, rhythmic protest against her weight. The afternoon light was dying fast, casting long, distorted shadows across the room.

When she reached the window, she didn't see a squirrel. She didn't see a bird.

What she saw made her stop dead in her tracks.

Sitting exactly in the middle of the dark, dusty wooden windowsill was a single white feather.

At first glance, it looked like a normal feather, perhaps from a seagull or an egret. But as Maya leaned closer, she realized there was nothing normal about it. It was pristine—blindingly, impossibly white, without a single speck of dust or dirt on its delicate barbs. It looked as if it had been plucked from a bird only seconds ago.

But it wasn't the cleanliness of the feather that made the hairs on the back of Maya’s neck stand up.

It was the way it was sitting.

The feather wasn't lying flat on its side, the way a feather always does when it falls from the sky. It was standing perfectly upright, balanced precisely on the very tip of its hollow quill. It stood as straight and rigid as a tiny flagpole, defying gravity.

Maya blinked, rubbing her eyes. "Okay," she muttered. "Static electricity. That has to be it. The wood is dry, the air is cold..."

She leaned down until her nose was only inches away from it. The feather didn't sway. It didn't tremble. It remained perfectly, unnaturally still.

Maya reached out a hand, her index finger trembling slightly. She wanted to touch it, to see if it was real or if the strange light in the attic was playing tricks on her eyes. But just as her finger came within an inch of the white plume, a sudden, violent shudder passed through the house.

The wind outside howled, a loud, shrieking sound that seemed to slam against the attic walls like a physical blow. The old glass panes of the window rattled violently in their wooden frames.

Startled, Maya drew her hand back. She looked at the old brass latch of the window. It was unlocked. Thinking that a draft might be causing the bizarre balancing act, she grabbed the wooden frame and heaved upward.

The window opened with a loud, scraping screech.

Instantly, a massive, icy gust of wind blew into the attic. It was a chaotic force, wild and freezing, carrying with it the sharp tang of salt and the damp scent of the forest. The wind swept across the room with terrifying speed. It caught the empty cardboard boxes, sending them skidding across the floor. It grabbed a stack of Maya’s loose drawing papers and sent them swirling into the air like a flock of panicked white birds. Her hair whipped violently around her face, stinging her eyes.

It was a draft strong enough to knock over a heavy book.

Maya shielded her eyes with her arm, looking down at the windowsill, expecting to see the feather gone, swept away into the dark corners of the room or blown out into the yard.

But the feather hadn't moved.

Maya’s breath hitched in her throat. She lowered her arm, staring in absolute disbelief.

The gale-force wind was still roaring through the open window, lifting the collar of her jacket, howling past her ears. Yet the single white feather remained standing perfectly upright on its sharp quill. Not a single one of its delicate, snowy barbs so much as quivered in the storm. It was as if the wind didn't exist for it. It was locked in its own pocket of perfect, terrifying stillness.

The cold that seeped into the room wasn't just from the weather outside. It felt as if a block of ice had suddenly been placed right inside Maya’s chest.

Slowly, carefully, she reached out her hand again. Her fingers were shaking violently now, not just from the cold, but from a deep, primal fear that told her she was looking at something that broke the rules of the world.

She forced her fingers forward until they closed around the white feather.

The moment her skin touched it, the wind outside instantly died down to an absolute, dead silence. The papers stopped swirling and dropped flat to the floor. The cardboard boxes stopped sliding.

And under Maya’s fingertips, the feather felt like nothing at all. There was no texture, no weight. It was like trying to hold a piece of solid fog.

Maya pulled her hand back, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. The feather remained there, standing upright on the windowsill, glowing faintly in the deepening shadows of the twilight.

She backed away slowly, her eyes wide, until her calves hit the edge of her mattress. She sank down onto it, never once taking her eyes off the windowsill. The silence in the house was now so absolute that she could hear the rapid, frantic ticking of her own pulse.

"Grandfather," she whispered into the dark room, her voice trembling. "I don't think I'm looking up anymore. I think something is looking at me."
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