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Chapter One

I ROTATED THE zoom dial on my binoculars. The three-story stone house loomed large in my view.

Jade whispered behind me, “Colton, what’d you see?”

“Shhh.”

I surveyed the gloomy home from side to side. The house sat on the crest of a small hill and far from the cobbled street where I crouched. Spidery cracks filled a couple of the second-story windows. The paint had faded and peeled, and the rooftop sections were missing shingles. It had to be one of the oldest residences in Arklow.

“Colton,” Jade said, tapping my shoulder.

“Jade, you’re breaking me concentration.”

Huddled near the stone column at the end of the winding driveway, I inched around the base a bit farther to get a better look. A light, cool breeze blew, swaying the sea of tall weeds in the house’s lawn and filling my nose with the scent of dogs.

Deep, guttural barks erupted behind me. Startled, I whirled before realizing that the noise was just Jade’s ringtone. I glared while she squatted close to the curb, frantically patting the outside of her lightweight jacket in search of her phone.

“Are you a complete tool? Turn the blimey thing off.”

Jade glanced up, her eyes wide. “Can’t find it.” Then she straightened, grinned at me, and said, “Found it.” She removed the phone from a side pocket, and the barking grew in volume. Brushing her lengthy brown hair from her face, she stared at the caller ID. “Oh…it’s me mum.”

“Shut it off! All of Ireland will know we’re here!”

She didn’t move but held the smartphone in both palms. The phone quit ringing finally, and she sighed. “I should go. It’s probably suppertime.”

“You can’t. This was your idea.”

A loud clanging echoed across the yard, and we both cowered behind the stone fence post. Adjacent to the old post, a crumbling stone wall shielded us from anyone standing by the house. When I poked my head around the ledge, nothing but the motionless tall weeds could be seen in the yard and the same gloomy look the house had had before. It was dead quiet.

Jade put her hands on my shoulders, her mouth next to my ear. “S-see, I told you. You believe me now? It’s haunted.”

I tried to speak, but my mouth was dry. I brought my binoculars up, gripping them hard with both hands.

“Probably just varmint inside,” I said.

“Aye. And maybe you and your butterfingers could be captain of the rugby team.”

“Har-har. You think the Kennedy twins really disappeared inside?”

“I told you. I saw them at the house when I was with Erin two nights ago. They said they were going inside.”

“Maybe they’re hanging out at the local pub downtown?”

“Colton, no one has seen those fellas since that night. They went inside and never came out, sure of it.”

I swiveled the binoculars around, peering at the large, arched front doorway, which had a wolf face doorknocker.

Jade whispered close to my ear, “You see anything?”

“Shhh, I can’t focus with your tongue in my ear.”

“My tongue isn’t in your ear,” Jade said, her voice irritated.

After a few seconds, she pushed on my shoulder. “By the way, you find out the new foreign-exchange fella’s story? You didn’t take your eyes off him in class. I missed a lot while I was away.” She giggled. “You fancy him, don’t you?”

I cringed, lowered the binoculars, and spoke in a hushed voice over my shoulder. “Don’t say that out loud.”

“And who’s going to blimey hear us? Just us and the ghouls at 44 Lowre Few Lane.”

“Dylan. That’s his name. We’ve spoken barely a couple of words since he started. I took him to Headmaster Collin’s office on his first day and managed to say hello. And for your knowledge, he is right bloody in front of the board. I can’t help but look in his direction.”

“Mm-hmm,” Jade said.

I started to bring my binoculars back up when Jade said, “Well, I like his accent. Oh, I think he noticed you after school today. Did you see that? Maybe he likes boys too. You never know.” She swatted my back. “Are you blushing?”

I shook my head. My face was hot, though. I had seen Dylan outside talking to a couple of boys on the rugby team. Our eyes had met, but I’d been quick to look away.

I shifted my weight on my knees. Jade now leaned against my back, and it was getting hard to bear her weight.

“Oh, Colton, you are so darling sometimes. I missed you while I was gone the last two weeks.”

“It’s been bloody miserable,” I said. “I’ve eaten lunch a couple times with Thomas until he was sent to detention. Tried to eat with Erin, but she just smiles at me.”

“Well,” Jade said, “I’m back now. So we’ll eat lunch together. Where’s Dylan from again?”

I opened my mouth to say he was from America but never got a chance. A barking ringtone erupted again. I jumped a foot in the air and whipped my head toward Jade. She brought out her phone and stared at it.

I put my hands on my hips and snarled, “Oh for bloody sake, Jade. You can’t be serious. Put it on vibrate.”

Jade held her finger up, stepped to the curb, and answered her phone. “Mum?”

I sighed, leaning my back against the stone column.

“No,” Jade said. “I’m fine. Just out of breath. I’m with Colton.” Jade stared at me, the end of her mouth curled down. “Oh, Mum. You’ve too met him. You had him over for dinner five times this summer. He’s the Asian?” Jade rolled her eyes. “Mum, that’s who I just said. Colton. It is too what I said. And it’s not impolite. He is half-Asian. Remember, you thought it right peculiar his mother was from Singapore and the father Irish, asking me how they ever met.” She looked at me before turning away and lowering her voice. “Uh, no, Mum. He can’t hear me.”

She walked away from me, but her voice still carried. “No, Mum, we haven’t seen any packs of dogs. No.” She turned back, giving me an inquisitive look.

I shook my head. Over the last week, I had heard from a couple of friends there had been sightings of a pack of dogs, but that was just rumor.

“Colton hasn’t seen any either.”

I looked at the horizon and down the cobbled road. The few homes in this part of Arklow stood far off the roadway and scattered about, giving off a sense of remoteness. With the sun turning reddish and less than an hour from setting, that isolation magnified the creepy vibe from the small wood surrounding the manor we’d come to investigate. We needed to go.

I whirled my finger in the air for Jade to hurry it up. She stood in the middle of the road, held up a hand to me, and offered a nervous smile. She told her mother, “We stayed after school and helped Ms. Griffin with decorations in the auditorium. Yes, for Hollow’s Eve. It’s tomorrow, remember?” Jade fussed with her hair while she talked. “Oh, Mum, good grief, you met her too. She’s me sixth-grade history teacher. Sings in the town choir?”

Rubbing the back of my neck, I sighed and took a quick gander back at the house from my vantage point. I raised the binoculars and peered at the porch. A couple of rickety boards stuck up. Close to the bottom steps, on either side, gray wolf statues sat back on their hindquarters. They stared straight ahead in my direction.

A shadow crossed over one of the statues. I moved the binoculars a hair to the right. A black-haired wolf crouched at the statue’s base, its amber eyes pointed in my direction. I stepped back and tripped over my feet, landing on a cushion of waist-high grass.

Jade knelt down to my side. “Colton, what is it?” She no longer had the phone to her ear.

I pointed to the house. “W-w-wolf.”

Jade’s eyes widened. “Wolf?” She stared toward the house, shaking her head. “I don’t see anything. You mean the statues?”

I got up to my feet and tugged on her hand. “L-let’s go.”

“Okay, good,” Jade said. “I told Mum we’re going home.”

As I glanced over my shoulder, the black wolf was gone, but I remained fixated on the statues. I took in a sharp breath. The statues were no longer staring straight ahead, but instead, the snout of one of the wolf statues was up in the air as if howling. The second one’s head was turned toward me.

I sprinted with everything I had.




Chapter Two

SEVERAL MOMENTS LATER, I stopped at the peak of the hill and bent over to catch my breath. A few old stone-and-brick homes were nestled off the road.

Jade was still several feet behind and came up at a trot. I looked down the cobbled street at the home below. The house was shrouded in shadows, and an army of sinister slender dark trees reached over the roof to block my view.

Jade called after me, out of breath. “Colton, wait up.”

She leaned her forearm against a tree near a curb. Her cheeks flushed red and her green eyes flared. “You saw a wolf?”

I ran my hand through my hair. I decided I must have been seeing things. Statues can’t move. I told her about the live wolf I had seen. “It was black, and its eyes glowed.”

Jade stepped toward me, smoothing the creases in her pants. “Hmmm. And it wasn’t some grungy dog? Never heard of wolves in these parts.”

A boy’s voice spoke from behind me. “Thought I heard someone.”

Jade and I hollered in unison. I spun around. A boy my height stood in front of me, wearing a red ball cap, his dark curly hair pushing out from the hat’s bill.

“Dylan,” I managed in a hoarse voice.

Dylan grinned and dimples formed in his cheeks. He came forward. “Wha’s up? What’re you doing? Don’t you both live, like, far from here?” He was still wearing his school khaki pants but had changed into a T-shirt that said No Haters Allowed.

“W-we,” I stammered. My mind was blank.

Jade jabbed her finger downhill and spilled the truth. “We came to spy on that house down there. It’s haunted, you see.”

“Haunted?” Dylan said.

“Aye,” Jade said. “Me friend and I had been this way a couple nights ago to go over to her cousin’s home. We heard strange noises come from inside. Howling and screaming. And a couple of lads, the Kennedy twins, came up and decided to go inside. They haven’t been seen since.”

“Oh.” Dylan glanced down the slope toward the house. “That’s scary.”

“Bloody right, it’s scary,” I said.

“You saw them go inside?” Dylan asked.

“Well,” Jade said and rubbed her chin with one hand. “We saw them reach the porch.”

“What are you doing here?” I asked Dylan and looked around. It seemed peculiar that Dylan would be here. Most students lived anywhere but in this area. This was an old part of town that had mostly older residents.

Dylan fixed his hat on his head, one side of his mouth turned downward in a frown, and he looked up in contemplation. “What was I doing?” He jabbed his index finger up in the air, and his gaze met mine. “Oh, I remember. I was fixing up my room. My aunt wants it spic and span. She’s a drill sergeant on some things but chill about other stuff. It’s crazy.” He shook his head and laughed. “She really isn’t that bad, though. Whatever you do, don’t tell her I said she was strict. Okay?”

Jade and I exchanged looks, and then we both nodded at the same time. I asked, “You live close by?”

Dylan took his hat off, and curls toppled in his face. He brushed them out of his eyes. “I live over there.” He pointed to a small brick house that was about twenty feet downhill. “It’s much smaller than my home in the US.”

Jade slapped my arm. “You never told me he was a Yank!”

I gritted my teeth, and my face felt hot. I was going to until her phone had interrupted me.

Dylan chuckled. “A Yank. I’ve never been called that. That’s funny. I’m from Portland.”

“Portland is a county back in America?” Jade asked.

“No,” Dylan said and laughed. “It’s a city. You ever heard of Oregon?”

I glanced to Jade, and she shrugged. I turned back to Dylan, feeling inadequate, all of a sudden wishing I knew more about America. I shook my head.

Dylan said, “It’s right below Washington.”

“Oh, I’ve heard of Washington,” I said, a smile spreading across my face. “That’s where your president lives.” It felt good to be able to impress Dylan.

Dylan shook his head and opened his mouth like he was going to protest. But he was interrupted by a woman’s voice.

“Dylan!”

Dylan looked over his shoulder and back to us. He put his hat back on. “That’s my aunt. Hey, you want to come inside?”

“We can’t—” Jade started.

I pinched her arm, and she jumped. I hissed through my teeth, “Just for a wee moment.”

Jade fixed her hair and offered her best pleasant smile. “Oh, that’d be smashing, Dylan. I will need to call me mum to say we’ll be a little later. And Colton, you need to call your dad.”

Dylan led us back down the cobbled street. The three-story manor at the far bottom was still out of sight. The lean trees spread around it gave me glimpses of a couple of dark windows that glared at me, and I was convinced that that was what death’s eyes looked like.

Dylan’s house was not far. He turned into a yard and stepped over a narrow rock walkway up to the porch.

Jade asked, “Sooo, it’s just you and your aunt?”

Dylan’s hand was on the doorknob, and he turned toward us. “Well, my parents are in Portland. They sent me here to be close to my roots. I guess their parents emigrated from here when they were just children.”

I looked up to the top of the door and startled. On it was an iron wolf doorknocker similar to the one on the haunted house we had been spying on. The wolf’s jaw was opened in a snarl, and long fangs extended out. Next to the doorframe was a worn sign that sat askance on the wall and had the number 50. I surmised Dylan’s address was 50 Lowre Few Lane.

Dylan let us inside and called out, “Aunt Ruth, I’m home.”

The savory scent of cooked lamb filled my senses. A woman’s voice called from where the wonderful smell emanated.

“Where you run off to, you rascal? You need to tell me when you go messing about.” Aunt Ruth came out from the kitchen area. Her white hair was made up in a bun, large glasses sat on her nose, pronounced creases in her forehead. Her eyes widened, seeing Jade and me, and she scolded Dylan. “Oh lad, you didn’t tell me you had guests coming over for supper. No matter, it’s good to see you making friends at school. We have more than enough for everyone to eat.”

Jade held up her hand. “Oh, beg your pardon, ma’am, but we don’t want to be a bother. We—”

“Ohhh, it’s no bother, lass. I’m Ruth Burns. What are your names?”

“I’m Jade.”

“Colton,” I said and gave her a small wave.

“You both will stay for supper, won’t you?”

Jade shrugged. “I just need to make sure it’s okay with me mum.”

“Me too,” I said. “But it won’t be a problem. Mum is out on work for the next two weeks, and me dad has been busy with his job.”

“Oh,” Aunt Ruth said. “What do your parents do?”

“Mother is a chemical engineer and travels for her job. Dad is a supervisor for that new airline company. UK Air Stars.”

“Oh, that sounds like some fine work. Well, we’d be happy to have you. And of course, I’ll give you a ride home afterward. Besides, you children should not be walking about right now.”

Jade pushed my arm. “Told you.”

Aunt Ruth turned to Dylan, placing her hands on her hips. “Mister, take that hat off in this house. And I’ve seen your room, young sir. Let these two wash up and call their folks, and you best get that room in order.”

Dylan looked over at us, shrugged, and smiled, then headed to his room.

After Jade and I had gotten permission to stay for dinner from our parents, we washed our hands and followed Aunt Ruth to the dining room.

I moseyed behind Jade and Aunt Ruth and admired black-and-white photographs on the wall while Aunt Ruth asked Jade questions. “Tell me about your family, lass. What do they do?”

Jade made quote gestures with her fingers. “Me mum calls it ‘administrative clerk,’ but she works at the local shampoo manufacturer. They distribute worldwide. Me father and mother divorced a couple of years ago. He lives in York now, but I visit him in the summer. I just came from his place this week in fact.”

“Oh, went to visit?”

“No, I was at a wake for my grandmother. I got back three days ago. I was really tired, and me mum didn’t make me go to school until today. I just formally met Dylan for the first time a few minutes ago.”

I had stopped in the hallway and stared at a framed photograph. It was of a teenage boy and girl who stood by a horse carriage, and right behind them was a porch. They looked similar and were probably brother and sister.

“Colton?” Dylan’s voice called from behind me. I jumped and turned to him.

Dylan smiled. “Oh, sorry. That’s the second time I made you jump. Come on. Try my aunt’s cooking. You’ll be way impressed.”

I followed him and glanced one more time at the photograph. I recognized the gray wolf statues by the porch. They sat back on their hindquarters, staring straight ahead.

The supposed brother and sister were standing in front of the house on 44 Lowre Few Lane.




Chapter Three

AUNT RUTH SERVED us mouth-watering lamb on our plates. She sat down at the opposite end of the table from Dylan and waved her hand for everyone to start. I forked a juicy piece of meat into my mouth, and it took restraint to keep myself from eating at an impolite greedy pace. My grandmother had cooked us some memorable dinners, but this one took the cake. Not to mention my dad had been late from work the last couple of nights, and I had been cooking my own meals.

Dylan sat at the end of the table, glanced up in my direction a couple of times, and smiled.

Jade said between mouthfuls, “Ms. Ruth, this is wonderful.”

Dylan asked Jade, “You’re in my history class, too, right? Ms. Griffin’s?”

Jade wiped her mouth with her napkin. “One row over and three seats back.”

“Oh,” Dylan said and gave a short laugh. “That’s like real specific. My bad. I just started early October, but you’ve been gone, right?”

Jade nodded. “Yes. I had to go over to England for a wake.”

“Oh,” Dylan said, speaking through a mouthful. “Sorry.”

I asked Dylan, “You just arrive from America this month?”

Dylan forked in a new heap and answered cheerfully, “Oh heck no. I’ve been here since June.”

He glanced over to his aunt. She quit eating, crossing her arms over her chest, and her eyes became narrow slits. He slowed his chewing and looked down at his plate.

“But, it’s almost Hollow’s Eve,” Jade observed.

Dylan barely chewed his food, his cheeks puffed out, and he continued to stare down. He turned to Jade. “I know. Messed up, huh?”

I caught Jade’s eyes, asking, “But what have you been doing the whole time?”

Dylan replied, “Oh, well, that’s a real good question.” His face flushed red.

Aunt Ruth spoke. Her voice had a harsh bite. “Dylan, it’s impolite to speak with your mouth full. Why don’t you get everyone some bread? I forgot it by the stove.”

“What? Oh, yeah, cool.” Dylan was up in a second and went into the kitchen area.

Aunt Ruth asked, “You both like some more potatoes?”

I put my hand up. Aunt Ruth passed a bowl over, and I dipped several browned potatoes out onto my plate.

Aunt Ruth informed Jade and me, “I was going to be visiting me brother in Brighton when Dylan arrived this summer. Me brother was very ill. I had Dylan attend the boarding school at Wexford Secondary while I was away. I just returned late September. So…” Aunt Ruth shrugged. The ends of her mouth curved upward, and her face softened. “I had Dylan come back here with me and start school here. It’s grand having him.”

Dylan came out of the kitchen carrying a plate with a loaf of bread on top and set it down on the table. Aunt Ruth told Dylan, “I was telling them about the boarding school down in Wexford. The one you’ve been attending while I was in England.”

“Oh, right.” Dylan sat back down and spoke with sarcasm. “The boarding school.”

“What was the school called again?” I asked Dylan.

Dylan looked up at me and glanced back to his aunt. Aunt Ruth said, “Wexford Secondary.”

Dylan slapped his forehead. “Swear, man, my head would fall off if it wasn’t attached.”

“Did you like the boarding school?” Jade asked.

Dylan nodded. “Oh, I guess it rocked.”

I said, “I had a cousin that graduated from there last year. He played rugby too. I see you play after lunch. You’re really good. Did you play at the other school?”

Dylan ate his bread and said with a neutral tone, “Oh, yeah, cool sport. Hated to leave my team there.” That nonchalant comment did not seem genuine. Is he lying?

I turned to Aunt Ruth. “How is your brother?”

Aunt Ruth had taken a piece of bread from the plate and looked over to me, her brow furrowed in confusion.

“You said he was ill.”

Aunt Ruth chuckled. “Oh, now he is doing fine. Very kind of you to ask.”

Dylan blurted out. “Jade and Colton think two boys disappeared in the house down the road.”

“Oh.” Aunt Ruth sat back in her chair. One of her hands lay on the table, and her fingers tapped one after the other. “And you say these boys went inside 44 Lowre Few Lane?”

Jade leaned forward and blabbed. “Me friend Erin and I walked by the house two nights ago. We were cutting through to see Erin’s cousin, to introduce me. When we went by the house, we heard noises inside.”

“What did you hear?” Aunt Ruth asked. Her tone no longer had any hint of amusement.

Jade looked over to me as if I had the answer. I shrugged. She turned back to Aunt Ruth. “They were banging noises inside. Like someone was blimey remaking the interior. Then there was howling. We started to run away when we saw the Kennedy lads come up, and we warned them to leave. They’re a lot older, though, and told us to scoot off.”

“I’ve heard of the Kennedy brothers,” Aunt Ruth said. “In their twenties. They’re not chisellers like yourself. And why were these brothers there?”

Jade’s eyes were large and her voice animated. “They said they were going inside to investigate.”

Aunt Ruth leaned forward on the table, and asked Jade, “How were they going to investigate? They tell you?”

“They had some equipment they had taken from a local TV studio that’s used for ghost houses. Said they were going to test the paranormal energy waves. Brian, that’s one of the brothers. He said the place was haunted by a spirit named Ronan. Someone who had lived there long ago.”

“And no one has seen the brothers since,” I said, remembering that Jade had told me that.

Aunt Ruth brought her hands into her lap, her eyes distant and her mouth pursed together. “No doubt the lads have meandered off to a new adventure. Probably over in that town of Limerick that has received international news for its haunted homes.” She flapped her hands at Jade and I and said, “Well, I think it’s late, and your family will be wanting to know where you’re at. I’ll take you home.” She turned to Dylan. “Why don’t you help with the dishes?”

Dylan rolled his eyes, scooted his chair back, and pumped his fist up in the air. “Yes. Dishes.” He turned to me and lifted his fist up to me. “Well, dude, see you later.”

I stared down at his knuckles and back to him, uncertain what I was supposed to do.

He laughed and said, “Don’t be such a playa. Make a fist and stick it up.” I did, and he bumped his knuckles against mine and laughed. It was contagious, and I chuckled too. He bumped fists with Jade, and she giggled.

I asked him, “Are you going to the Hollow’s Eve dance tomorrow night?”

“You should come!” Jade said and hopped up and down. “The girls will just love it!” She looked at me and shrugged. “Well, they will.”

His eyes opened wide, and he turned to his aunt. “Forgot all about that. Can I?”

Aunt Ruth sighed. “Don’t see why not.” She wagged her finger at him. “But I’ll drive you there and pick you up.”

He turned to Jade. “Cool. Tomorrow, I’ll be sure to say hi in history class.” He disappeared into the kitchen.

Aunt Ruth told Jade and me to go outside and get into the car. I started out to the car but went to the bathroom first. I washed my hands, and on my way to the front door, I paused at the doorway of a study and observed Aunt Ruth by a tall hutch. She reached up to the top and brought something down in a closed fist. She opened her hand and a few gold coins lay in her palm.

She turned her head to me. I flinched, and she nodded, saying in a stern voice, “I’ll be right out.”

I blushed and hurried outside. I sat down in the back of the sedan and put on my seat belt.

Jade looked over the seats up to the front of the house. She spoke in a hushed voice. “It seem a bit peculiar in there? Like there’s something brooding under the surface?”

I shrugged. “I guess.” I slapped my forehead. “Forgot me blimey book bag.” I was out of the car and halted outside the front door. Loud voices carried from inside.

Aunt Ruth was talking. “You’re not to ever go near that house again.”

Dylan whined, “I didn’t!”

“No lies, Dylan!”

“Lies! Ha! You should talk!”

“Go to your room, sir. Your parents sent you here to keep you out of mischief, not make more of it. I’ll be back in a few, and I expect you in that bed and asleep.” Her voice drew closer to the front door.

I wheeled around, ran back to the car, opened the back door, and sat down hard. I fumbled with my seat belt and clicked it on. I felt Jade’s eyes burning into me, and I turned to her.

She threw her hands up in the air. “Where’s your blimey bag, you dote?”

I faced forward. “It’s okay. I don’t really need it. It just has some school books.”
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