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Chapter 1

The Skeleton
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It was early in the morning at Norfolk Beach. The sun had just risen, and its rays gilded the sand and the waves. The sky had a reddish and orange hue. Some dark clouds were on the distant horizon because of the last night’s storm.  

The large brown pelicans were hovering over the wavy ocean, looking for fish, whereas the white and grey seagulls were shrieking and gathering in groups on the beach. 

Two young boys, Timothy and Daniel, ages eight and nine, loved to go to the beach after the storm and have a scavenger hunt there but hadn’t found anything worth mentioning or worth any money. They had left home early to reach the beach before anyone else got there before they did. They always wanted to find a pirate’s treasure after a storm. They were unafraid of going to the beach as they lived close by and always went together. Timothy’s mother was still asleep. She was a single mother with two jobs, so Timothy usually asked Daniel from the next house to play with him. Daniel’s parents were at home but didn’t mind letting him go out early.

Timothy walked casually along the shoreline, keeping his eyes on the sand, sometimes picking up a seashell or something else interesting. Usually, Daniel and Timothy found a lot of trash like plastic bags and cigarette buts, but this time they found something cooler. Timothy had dark brown hair and grey eyes. He wore jeans and a striped t-shirt. 

Daniel followed Timothy a bit further away. He had already collected interesting bottle caps and some seashells. His jeans were dirty and wet from kneeling on the wet sand more than once. He saw something brown in the sand and he picked it up. It was a small leather bag with strings. He showed it to Daniel, and then stuffed it in his pocket thinking that they could view it better later. Now, it was time to gather all the interesting and valuable stuff from the beach before other scavengers come and find them.

Timothy noticed something he had never seen there before near the shoreline: A three-foot-deep hole with a skeleton inside. 

“Daniel! Come here! See what I found!” Timothy waved at his friend, who came running to him. Timothy was on his knees next to the hole. He didn’t care that his pants would get all sandy and wet. 

“A skeleton! Cool!” Daniel stopped by the grave and stared at the skeleton. “It looks real.”

“Of course, it’s real!” Timothy grunted, leaning closer to see the skull and the bones, and added, “We have never seen this hole before. Someone must have dug it.”

“Did we find a pirate’s grave?” Daniel, age eight, asked, his eyes wide with excitement. 

Timothy rolled his eyes. “No, we haven’t seen any pirate ships here.” He leaned closer to study the grave. “The bones look yellowish, so I guess it has been in the ground for a long time,” Timothy said, trying to sound wise like his godmother Victoria Ashburn who worked at the Reinecke Library. 

“The pirates could have been here last night during the storm and left early this morning,” Daniel insisted, pushing the blond hair from his face. 

Timothy nodded, looking like Sherlock with a case to study. “Yes, you could be right.” He stood up and said, “We should tell my godmother Victoria about this. She knows a lot about skeletons.”

“Yeah, I remember. She dealt with the skeleton army! She was in the news!” Daniel said eagerly. His face beamed in excitement as he got up. He loved seeing Victoria and asking questions about zombies and skeletons. This was a good chance to get more of the gory details from her when Daniel’s parents were not supervising the discussion.

“Let’s go! She’s usually up early because she likes to walk to the library. If we hurry, she’ll still be at home,” Timothy said and started running along the wet sand near the shoreline because it was harder and, thus, easier to run on. Daniel hurried after him. 








  
  

Chapter 2

The Skeleton Awakes
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Victoria Ashburn was the chief librarian at the Reinecke Library in Norfolk, Virginia. The library was one of the world's largest privately-owned libraries devoted to first editions and other rare books and manuscripts. As usual, she got up at sunrise, and after feeding her tabby cat Missy and leaving her with her ex-husband Mark, currently her new boyfriend again temporarily staying with her, she left to work. Or so she thought… She stepped outside into the cool morning air, heard panting sounds, and saw two of her favorite young men running toward her.  

Daniel and Timothy! What have they got in their minds now? she wondered as she stopped and waited for them to catch up with her.

“We found a grave with a skeleton!” Timothy told her, almost out of breath. His face was red, as if he had been running hard. Daniel panted next to him. “It’s by the shoreline. A real skeleton!”

“Are you serious? You’re telling me you found a skeleton at the beach?” Victoria asked, pulling her cardigan tighter around her body. The wind was chilly because the sun had not yet had time to warm the air.

Sighing, Victoria tried to decide whether to go with the boys to the beach. She fumbled her long brown hair with her fingers and tied it to a messy bun on her neck with a scrunch. She glanced at her wristwatch and decided she had time to check out the grave. If the boys were correct, then the skeleton was more interesting than going to work early. It would be an interesting discovery at the beach if nothing else, she thought. 

Victoria considered her clothes. She had dressed for work, not for a beach visit. Luckily, she had her sensible pumps on. She’d have to be careful not to get her shirt and pants sandy or wet. She had her large shoulder bag with her because she usually carried some books or manuscripts with her between her apartment and work. 

She sighed. “Wait a minute. I’ll leave a note to my—” What was Mark exactly? Her boyfriend, ex-husband, or current lover? “To Mark,” she said, deciding that his first name was better than a definition of what he meant to her. She pulled out a notepad and a pen from her bag and wrote a quick note: 

I’ve gone to the beach with Timothy and Daniel.

They said they found a grave with a skeleton.

Please take care of Missy, and if you can’t, take her to my neighbor.

I’ll be at work sometime today.

I don’t know when I’ll be back.

XOXO

Victoria

Victoria folded the note in half, dropped it in her mailbox, and hoped Mark would read it. 

She half-jogged to the beach with the boys. The beach was only five blocks away, and they didn’t see any other pedestrians on their way there this early. She knew there would be joggers soon, but she hoped to get to the gravesite with the boys before a crowd of curious people destroyed it or took some bones with them.

Timothy pointed to the shoreline and said, “It’s over there. You won’t see it from here, but it is there.” He ran ahead, and Daniel and Victoria followed him.

The skeleton’s grave was just what the boys had told Victoria. She kneeled next to it. A hole in the ground—not a new hole; it could have been years or decades old. Why would someone dig a hole in the sandy ground? The sand would soon collapse over it, or the waves would carry the bones away one after another with the sand, Victoria thought and examined the hole. She didn’t see any coffin there, although there could have been one. The storm and the waves could have taken the pieces of the coffin away, Victoria thought.  It’s an open grave now. Anything that had been there with the skeleton is gone.

“I better call Mark. He might have an idea what this means,” Victoria told the boys, pulling out a cell phone from her bag and dialing Mark’s number. 

Timothy leaned over and touched the yellowed skull of the skeleton.

Mark had just answered Victoria’s call when something unexpected happened. 

Victoria stared at the skeleton in horror. 

The bones started moving. First slowly, then faster. They formed a real skeleton, although some bones were missing. The skull turned his empty eye sockets toward Timothy and Daniel and said, “Finders Keepers!”

“Mark! Come here immediately! To the beach, I mean. I left you a note at the mailbox.” Victoria sobbed incoherently as she watched the skeleton hold his bony hand out to Timothy and grab him tightly by the wrist. Timothy screamed in terror, and then his skin started to wither as if the skeleton was eating his flesh and blood. In a few moments, Timothy was a withered old man with a few grey hairs on the top of his skull. 

“No, no, no. This can’t happen,” Victoria wailed, but it all happened in seconds. Victoria wanted to save him, but she realized that if she touched that skeleton, then she’d be gone. She was the boy's only hope to figure this out and find a way to reverse whatever curse this was.  She was desperate to save a kid from a plight like this but she had never thought anything like this could happen to Timothy.

Victoria had frozen in place. Daniel was pale and trembling in fear. 

“Run!” Victoria told Daniel, getting up and running away. She had to find out more about the buried skeletons in order to save Timothy, and that meant she had to go back home and to the library. 

Daniel didn’t follow. He was too scared. He kept staring at his friend Timothy, an old man with a wrinkly face and body. “Timothy?” he wailed and held out his hand, but the skeleton grabbed his wrist, and his destiny was the same as his friends.

Victoria glanced back and saw that both boys were gone, and two short old men were in their stead. I can’t help them if I don’t figure out what’s going on, she thought and kept running. I must find a way to reverse what happened to them. I hope they stay alive. She sobbed quietly, wiped tears from her eyes, and ran toward her apartment.

The skeleton climbed up from the grave and stared after her. He had gained two lives, and he was hungry for more. 







OEBPS/images/e9840396-0de8-4a0a-97a9-5a85796e9591.png





OEBPS/images/379b4614-af76-45ad-b793-b6a1795f8945.png







