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This story is about teen cousins. One set of cousins twin teen boys 15, younger brother 13 and an older sister 17. From the west coast.  The second set of  cousins, Twin boys 13, a sister 16, from the east coast.  Meet for the first time in seven years on a summer vacation to a ghost town resort with family members to meet a distant 7th cousin 84, owner of the ghost town hotel resort.  The cousins discover a secret, a riddle to solve, and learn there is a kidnapped teen in the ghost town held by his two men for the last six months.  We have a rescue of the teen boy 16, an FBI shoot out one captive dead, an FBI agent wounded.  Now 8 teens looking for treasure risking life to solving clues.  An FBI and Interpol sting, International diplomates, Presidential visits.  Teen romance, school bully’s, Hate crimes, crooks everywhere you look,  Lies, Truth, Family drama, humor, acceptance and interventions.  Oh, I forgot, a gang of Ghosts in the Ghost town of Mortimer Mountain?
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Stork Family Tree

––––––––
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“Melody, have you even met this 8th, cousin of yours?”  Dr. Drake asked his wife. 

“No, I haven’t met him, but my dad told me he once meet him when he was a teenager when his father was still alive.  Apparently, the story is something about this Mortimer Storks great, great, grandfather’s being estranged from the family back in 1853 as a young man going west to look for gold in 1853 and instead of Gold, he discovered a Silver mine.  He was sort of a miserly type and broke off relationship with his family.  Mortimer Stork today would be my 8th cousin, our kids his 10th cousin.  He is 84 and this letter from his lawyer says he is ailing in health, never married, had no children, was an only child, and my Dad and my brother are the only relatives he is aware of having.  He wants us to come out to visit with the whole family, ours and my brothers, to discuss his last wishes about who inherits his estate.  His father last wishes were that his son pass on the estate to the 9th generation of cousins skipping over the 8th generation.  Since my father was an only child, his father as well, Mortimer the 8th is the only living relative Terry and I have outside of our dad.  Sort of a lopsided family tree with no cousins we never had except this cousin in the family tree since 1940, Our ancestors go back as far as 1800 in the family bible before the Stork Family tree split apart, Steve.”

“Melody what do you know about this estate of his.”  Steve asked.

“Steve, it’s not much if what my grandfather told my father .  A ghost town and a hotel that is still open.  Willaim Stork the 3rd opened up a Silver mine in 1853, a town build around it until the mine played out .  Then the depression era arrived, and the town was abandoned.  Then Mortimer the 3rd back in 1940, started restoring the ghost town, and hotel and had a seasonal tour of the old mine, and the Ghost town had some attractions going on, folks reenacting the gold rush era.  The old mine eventually was deemed unsafe for tours and a landslide later in 1970 buried the only entrance into the mine.  Since then, Cousin Mortimer keeps the hotel open and rents out some of the cottages to families looking to experience the life in an 1858 old mining town, during the summer season.  The hotel seems to be a popular place for honeymooners too, Steve or used to be.  I guess by the lawyers letter, his business and his health is declining and so is his help.  He has a few long-term tenants though and a handyman still around.  He continues restoration projects. The nearest town is only 35 miles away.”  Melody said. 

“Did Terry get a similar letter dear?”

“It says here a copy was sent to Terry as well.  The cover letter is from a law firm representing Cousin Mortimer’s interest.  No mention on what the estate is worth.  Just that Cousin Mortimer wants the two families to gather there this summer, something about making amends for his great, great grandfathers selfish behavior.”

“Well, I suppose I could take a few weeks off from the practice and let that young new partner of mine get the taste of a 24/7 week.  We could get a service to find a temporary nurse to replace you.  I am sure Terry can take some time off as well from Wall street.  Not sure if the kids will enjoy it.  Then again it might do them good to be someplace where there is no Wi-Fi or cell signals.”  Steve said.

“Sorry, dear it would appear Cousin Mortimer is living in the 21 century his hotel provides Wi-Fi satellite and the nearest town has a cell tower a major carrier.  Electricity, and no outdoor plumbing either.  You remember, the half-moon shanty with a two-seater, Steve.”

“No, I am not that old dear.  No doctor in his right mind would get caught in such a germ ridden shanty.

“Well, then I guess you have no reason to refuse Cousin Mortimers invitation.” Melody said.

“Who is Cousin Mortimer, does he have a wife name Morticia.  “  Peter 13, asked as he came into the kitchen.

“No, Peter, you thinking of Gomez and Morticia Addams from, the Addam family movies.  Celine, his 17-year-old sister said and right behind her arrived the twins Marco and Draco 15.

“Dad who is Cousin Mortimer, is he, our age?”  Celine asked.

“No Celine, he is 84 years old and my 9th cousin whom I have never met in my life.  He comes from an estranged side of the Stork family tree.”  Her mother told her.

“What is this about an invitation to visit him this summer?”  The twins spoke in unisons.

“What have I told you children about eavesdropping on us.”  Their father said.

“Dad we weren’t dropping any eaves.  I don’t think the house has eaves to drop Dad.”  Peter said with that look on his face he always wanted to pull that line on his dad.

“Peter Stork, you know what I mean son.”  His dad said.

“Sorry Dad, the twins put me up to that.”

“That’s not fair that was our line brainless.”  The twins moaned.

“Hey, I was in here first and you have half a brain between you both morons.”  Peter said then ducked when Marco swung at him with the rolled-up newspaper he was carrying.

“That is enough you three, or we will be leaving you home with your Grandfather Mary and the Professor this summer while we visit a real ghost town.”  Their mother said.

“Did someone mention a Ghost town.”  The Professor said, A semi-retired Professor of Parapsychology has he walked into the kitchen.

***
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“Professor, I am not sure if the invitation includes you.  Mortimer Stork is my dad’s 7th cousin and a very distant cousin at that on the Stork family tree.  His great, great grandfather went west at age 17 when the Gold Rush started in 1853.  He didn’t find Gold, but he did by chance find Silver on the registered claim he had.  As I understand it his father staked him with a sum of money to purchase the land around his mine.  William Stork the 3rd, when he struck it rich refused to pay his father back.  That was when the family tree had split down the middle.  For some 171 years the Stork family on one side of the family split from the other side, never acknowledge Willaim Stork the 3rd as family officially, though the lineage remained on the family tree to this day.  It would seem that side of the Stork family line as it is today, isn’t very fertile.  Only one male child born each generation.  Except for Mortimer the 4th, he apparently never married and at age 84 I doubt he will have any children.  He contacted my brother Terry and me through  a lawyer hoping to mend that family tree by passing on his estate that includes a ghost town since 1920’s and a hotel.  The town was founded in 1853 when the mine opened up.  The Silver mine played out in 1923.  In 1948 Mortimer the 3rd inherited it, and he restored the ghost town and Hotel and had mine tours up to 1970 until a landslide buried the only entrance.  From what I understand from this letter.  The ghost town and the Hotel remain open for summer residence, and honeymooners.  Mortimer the 4th, being 84, claims his health is ailing him and needs to make a decision on who inherits his estate and holdings.  He wants Drakes and the Storks to visit so he can make those amends from his great, great grandfathers folly.  It would appear my brother Terry and I will inherit per a condition Mortimer’s father placed in his last Will and Testament that whoever is his 9th cousins on the family tree when he his son dies to inherit the Estate and holdings.”  Melody told her Father-in-Law.

“Dad, Neither Melody or Terry have ever met this 4th cousin, only heard of that side of the family tree and why the Stork family tree split, from their father.  Who has met this cousin once when he was a young man.”

“Steve, I wouldn’t want to intrude on Melodie’s inheritance prospects, not being a Stork and me her Father-in-Law.  I can understand the invitation wouldn’t include me for that reason.  I am semi-retired now lecturing occasionally, and to be honest I miss  field work as a Parapsychologist and visiting haunted places.  Melody, would it offend you if  I rent one of those summer cottages on my own, say arrive there before you do.  Stay in the background.  I wouldn’t even have to rent the place under my name but revive my Paranormal Research Expedition organization.  It is still registered with the government as a non-profit organization.  Heck, I could even get the University Parapsychology department to encourage a few students to join me, even make it an official University expedition.  What do you think Melody, my favorite daughter-in-law, the best mother my grandchildren could ever have, and a great wife to my son.” The professor laid it on thick.

“I am your only Daughter-in-Law, Professor.  You can stop pouring honey over me.  What about Mary, your wife, will she let you go on one of your ghost hunting trips.”

“Oh, I will let him go all right.”  Mary said, driving her wheelchair into the kitchen.  “I could use the fresh Mountain air, and he needs someone to remind him to stop flirting with every female ghost he comes across.”  Mary said.

“My dear Mary, I have never flirted with a ghost female or male.  I prefer something with a bit more flesh on them and lips I can touch among other fleshy parts.  You’re the only flesh I want in my life.”

“Can it Steven Marco Drake Sr. the kids around here have ears.  You don’t need to give them any ideals Old man.” Mary snapped at him.

“Mary dear, if I can it, how else will they learn about the birds and the bee’s.”

“Grandpa,”  Peter spoke up.  “We don’t call it the birds and the bee’s anymore.  It’s called sex education, with none of this nonsense of how the birds go by dropping their poop with seeds in them to starts new plant growth, bee’s go from flower to flower pollinate them.  Though I like the ideal about going from girl to girl and...”  Thirteen-year-old Peter was cut off by his father.

“Peter Wellington Drake, that will be enough of your mouth.  As much as your frankness is appreciated at times, this is not one of those times son.  And you Dad don’t encouraging him.  And mother, are you sure you can handle all that fresh mountain air?  I am not sure if this place has handicap accessibility.”

“Steven, I have been in this chair since I was 16.  I have managed with a manual chair for decades and manage to get around without handicap accessibility.  I even managed to have two children, you, well not in my wheelchair, but darn near close to doing just that.  This motorized chair is a blessing, and if I have too, I can refit the wheels with a mountain bike type tread for traveling on trails and the like.  I appreciate the fact I have a son who is a doctor, and a daughter-in-law who is a register nurse.  I got my teaching degree and  Ph’D in Clinical Social work in a wheelchair.  I got married in a wheelchair, though if I recall your father was four sheets under the wind from having his bachelor party the night before.  Was about to sit down on my lap to take our vows.  I told him, if he passed out, there would be no honeymoon.  He didn’t and you were conceived that night, Steven.

“Way to go Grandpa.”  Peter, high fived his grandfather.

“Peter, that is enough frankness, go to your room.”  His mother told him.  “And you, Mary, don’t encourage the boy with your frankness either.”

“What are you going to do send me to my room Melody?”  Mary said.

“Yes, and the Professor to his workshop, No playmate for you Mary.”

“Darn, old man, no birds and the bee’s this afternoon, sorry dear.  Nurses orders.” Mary turned her wheelchair around and left the kitchen laughing.

***
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“Marco, Draco!” hollered Peter, from below the treehouse.

“What you want Peter?”  Draco hollered down from the treehouse.

“Put the down the rope ladder you moron, I am coming up and you better not be getting into my snacks either.”

“Your snacks, I don’t recall you going to the store and buying them out of your own money runt.”  Draco hollered down.

“Put that ladder down and I will show you who is a runt, you small, minded excuse for a human being.”  Peter hollered.  “And tell that other half of your brain Marco, it looks like we are going to be going to a ghost town for the summer.  You can forget about spending the summer with your girlfriend at the beach, at the movies, and long walks through the park at night stealing kisses from her Draco. And Marco no band camp this year either so you can forget about your campmates and blowing...” Peter paused for a few seconds.  “...your Piccolo.”  Peter said.  That got Marco dropping the rope ladder and climbing down to confront his younger brother.

“What did you say runt those are fighting words.”  Marco walked up to Peter, to discover for the first time that year, Peter, for a 13-year-old had a growth spurt and was two inches taller than he and his twin were.  Marco avoided Peter as much as possible, as Peter could be very obnoxious at times, spoke his mind, and wasn’t afraid to get up in Marco’s face.

“I said no band camp blowing your Piccolo what did you think I said.”  Peter snapped back.

“That’s not what I heard Runt.”  Marco said.

“Then get your fingers out of your butt, I mean ears, and pay attention, I said no band camp with your campmates this summer blowing you Piccolo.  They will be relieved you not there blowing your Piccolo.  You are lousy at it Marco.  I am not sure why you want to go to band camp unless you have someone there you share blowing your Piccolo’s together with.”  Peter wasn’t letting up on his brother at all.

“I have had enough of your mouth Peter leave my big Piccolo alone.”  Marco said.

“Marco, I wouldn’t blow your Piccolo, if you paid me a hundred bucks.”

“You leave my big Piccolo alone, no one, blows my big Piccolo except me.”

“Marco, I wouldn’t admit that too loud.  Someone might hear you.” Draco hollered down from the treehouse.  “You don’t have a big Piccolo then you have a little Piccolo you like to blow every night.”

“I do not have a little Piccolo mine is larger than a little Piccolo.” Draco demanded.

“Dream on brother.” Draco said climbing down from the treehouse.  “I don’t know how you can blow such a small thing every night.”

“Wait a minute here, you two are not talking about a wind instrument are you.” Marco said, catching on, his face turning red.

“I told you Marco you had a small mind.  Draco, you owe me 10 bucks I win the bet he wouldn’t catch on.”  Peter said.

“Peter I am going to brain you one, put you dukes up.  Draco, you stay out of this.  He has a whooping coming.

“Wait, let me take my t-shirt off first, wouldn’t want to get your blood on it.”  Peter pulled his t-shirt off and flexed his bulging arm muscles and showed off his 13-year-old six pack.  Walked up to Marco towering two inches over him.

“Where the hell did you get those.”  Marco said in surprise.

“Junior high wrestling champ and weightlifting regiment, moron.  If you bothered to come to my matches, you would know that.  Draco does.”

“You two set me up for this didn’t you.”

“Yes, we did Marco, its time you realize I am not a runt anymore.  Now let Draco referee so I can whip you butt and pay back all the times you knocked me to the ground.  Your bullying days are over brother.

“Wait a minute here.  I am not a bully, Peter.  I am your older brother and you my younger brother the runt afraid of his own shadow.  You deserved a few knocking downs for your insolent obnoxious behavior always putting your nose in my face.  I hated it.”  Marco admitted.

“So, what you are saying is you hate me.  Never loved me as a brother, despised me.  Wanted nothing to do with me.  Why didn’t you just stuff me in sack like a litter of kittens and drown me?  Like a bully would.  All I ever wanted was for you to notice me, love me for who I am, yes, a runt in the family or I was.  Yes, I am obnoxious, insolent at times, and downright frank and truthful.  That doesn’t mean I hate you.  I just want you to like me, love me like Marco does, Celine does, our parents, and Grandparents do unconditionally.  I am tired of wishing I was never born.”  Peter picked up his t-shirt, climbed up the Rope ladder, pulled it up and shut the treehouse door behind him.  The Twins could hear him slide the bolt on the door locking it.

Draco turned to his twin.  “His right Marco, you disgust me too.”  Draco walked away leaving his twin standing there at a loss for words.  Draco walked into the house and greeted his grandfather.  “Professor, I do believe Peter won that fight without lifting a finger.  Now let’s see if Marco gets the message and changes his way.  I love the moron, but sometimes he can be a darn right bully.”

“Might I suggest, you and Peter stop calling him a moron grandson.  It’s a two-way street you know.  I believe Marco has a bit of a problem with his self-confidence, like most bullies do.  That is why they act the way they do to cover up that low self-esteem.  I think this summer you three boys need to work on that between you.  Be honest about sharing the blame when it comes to the lack of building ones self-esteem.  You each have a greater or lesser problem with it.  You three are getting too old to continue acting like children.  Time you act like brothers, not strangers to each other.  No more punking or joking around though that Piccolo joke was hilarious.  I can understand why as it got the results Peter and you were hoping for, opening a door for Peter to stand his ground and say what he had to say.”  The Professor said.

“You think I should check up on Peter, Professor?”  Draco asked. 

“I wouldn’t brother, Draco, as soon as your turned your back on Marco, as we speak, he is climbing that tree.  It’s in his ball court now, he needs to work it out with Peter.”

“Professor, you don’t think they will actually come to blows do you.  I think Peter can get the upper hands on him this time.”  Marco said.

“If he does, and Peter wins, Marco will not hold it against him.  In fact, he may just let Peter win, sort of making amends.  Or he will admit he is sorry for bullying his brother and the two will mend the fences between them.  Either way the same outcome.  Now what is this about you having a girlfriend and long walks in the park stealing kisses, Draco?”

“Professor, your chasing ghost again, and they don’t exist in my book.”  Marco walked out of the kitchen grinning.

***
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“Celine, your mother and I are very disappointed that your grades were not up to your usual performance.  What gives, you usually have all ‘A’s,’ your GPA dropped to 3.5.”  Celine dad asked.

“Sorry dad, I wasn’t doing as well as I thought I was in Advance Algebra.  My final was tough, and I froze on a fill problems.  Mr. Dober wasn’t happy to see me  do so badly, me being his best student.  That final was 65% of my final grade.  I got 60% and that dropped my overall grade in Advance Algebra down to 95%.  I can’t blame Mr. Dober on those equations I messed up on.  I totally froze on them.  I got my senior year to make up the difference and bring my GPA back up to 4.0.  I was planning on adding a 5th subject to my schedule.  That will be a catwalk for me.  Just so I have an edge on my GPA in case I didn’t do well on a subject.  The school counselor recommends it for all ‘A’ students for that reason.  Actually, it’s an internship in the school as an Assistant teacher in that 45-minute period in social studies. The last class of the day.  Basically, an automatic ‘A’ for full attendance, and evaluation by the instructor.  I have to present three lecture on a topic the teacher selects for me out of the course book, and aid in grading papers and test monitoring.  I was going to use it to pad my grade in case I needed it.” Celine explained. 

“Dear, don’t get too over-confident, internships may seem a walk in the park on sunny days.  Taking an easy grade course for a given will also lead to disappointment if the instructor see’s you expecting that easy grade by being overconfident.  An internship isn’t supposed to be an easy grade.  The instructor will treat you like a paid employee and expect the same devotion to your work as a real employee should.  Your father and I will be just as happy with a 3.5 GPA if that is the final results as long as you tried your best.  High school isn’t college dear, that is where the competition to excel is fierce, when you have a full arena of excellent students.  Professor, and instructors will not pity slackers either when they are aware of you High school grades and entry exam scores.  It’s your S.A.T’s that they look for and expect high scorers to achieve better than others.  Unfortunately, a four-year College culture can weed out those slackers who think it’s an opportunity to get by on those S.A.T scores and no parental guidance.  I am just saying don’t let a 3.5 GPA push you to stress out to get back to a 4.0 GPA and ruin you fun being a High school Senior,  What comes in college can be tougher to achieve that high GPA.”  Celine’s mother advised her.

“Mother, I see myself as a better student to become a slacker in college.  You and Dad have always wanted me and the boys to do our best and accepted what grades we got, even if they weren’t what we expected.  I would say the gene pool makes a difference in this family, what with grandparents having PhD’s and a father for a Pediatrician, and a mother for a Registered Nurse specializing in Pediatrics.  Don’t worry, I won’t let that fact stress me out to be over-confident.  Now if I may, I have to start researching Colleges and deciding on my curriculum.  It’s never too late to be prepared.  We were told to start early on that project and not put it off at the last moment.  If we are going to spend a good portion of our summertime staying in a ghost town.  I will get a start on the research and get it out of the way.” Celine said.

“Sent in the twins Celine, they are next on the topic of grades.  I only wish they had your devotion to studying as you do.”  Celine’s Dad said.

“Dad go easy on them will you.  They are not slackers, just 15-year-old’s who need to get their priorities straight, less thoughts of girls and more on studying.” Celine suggested.

“Thanks for the suggestion, Celine.  I will take in account Puberty.  I was their age once myself.  My grades were sliding during the age between 13 and 16.  The Professor wasn’t happy, but he was understanding what teens go through at that age.”

Celine left the living room and hollered upstairs for the twins.  “Marco, Draco, front and center time to get your report on your grades from the wardens.  I did my best to put in a good word for you both.”

“Thanks, sis.” The twins said coming down the stairs.  “I hope you would forget us when the wardens sends us off to Military school.  Marco said.

“I don’t think Military school would want the likes of you two.  You would be stuck in KP peeling potatoes and onions the very first day you arrive with you insulting the Major Sargent for being a know-it-all moron and we don’t take orders from you.”  Celine jested.  

“Gee thanks for the vote of confidence sis.  Give us both a week before we get KP duty for telling the General he is a know-it-all moron.  You always go to the highest rank with your complaints.  Major-Sargent’s are not worth the effort.”  Draco said.

“How did you do on your grades sis?”  Marco asked.

“I dropped half appoint on my GPA, fell to a 3.5.”  Celine said.

“Gee that is tough luck sis.  I didn’t hear any screaming from the wardens, so I guess they are not sending you to a military school for girls.”  Marco said.

“Hey, maybe we will get sent to a co-ed military school with lots of girl cadets.”  Draco said.

“You two need to start thinking with your brains, not your hormones.  Your grades would be better I assure you.”  Celine said as she ascended the stairs.

“Sis, are you planning on becoming an Educated Nun, taking a vow of chastity.” Draco said.


“Very funny Draco, maybe Dad will send you to a military in school where the nearest 



girls are 2,000 miles away and no transportation or leave.”  Celine said as she disappeared upstairs.

“Boys we are waiting for you.”  Hollered their Dad in a tone of disappointment.

The twins showed up and took a seat on two chairs from the kitchen.  This was not a good sign for them.  The only thing missing was a bright lamp blinding their eyes.

“Last year was a great disappointment to say the least.” There dad started out with.  We had great hopes this year you wouldn’t disappoint us again.  We haven’t open up the envelope yet. We thought it would be better we do it in front of you.  As we told you last year, any worse grades this year and we would consider sending you both to military school.  So let us see what it will be decided this year.”  Dr. Drake, with the envelopes flaps facing him, opened up each unsealed envelope past one report to his wife, and took one for himself.  After they read their report, they swapped reports and read the different reports.  Silence fell between them.  A long silence while the two boys sat in their chairs dreading the results.  “For the first time your brother Peter exceeds your last year grades.” Said the twins dad.  “He worked hard to get those grades.  As usual your grades are nearly identical this year again between you two.  However, Peter did surpass his last year grades by full GPA point, which we are surprised to say the least.  That said your grades went up half a GPA point.  As you know, the rules is you never share your grades between each other to prevent the kind of stress it can cause between sibling rivalry or demeaning a sibling for poor grades.  This year we are suspending the rule.  Last year Peter’s grand was a 2.5 GPA, and you twins where 2.0 GPA.  Now let’s see how smart you really are.  What is Peters GPA  and your GPA this year?

The twins were so nervous it took them couple of minutes to realize what the GPA was between them and their younger brother.  Peter entered the living room right on cue and stood next to his twin brothers.

“Are you saying Peter has a 3.5 GPA, and Marco and I have a 3.0 GPA.  Why that runt, excuse me I promised him I would stop calling him runt and he would stop calling me Moron.  He did better than Marco and I did.”

“Boys don’t think it as Peter did better, you three improved your grades.  You have shown us you can, and we expect you three to continue to show how smart you really are.  We both have four smart children.  The oldest peaked at age 11, you three boys took a little longer to peak, keep up the good work and continue to make us proud.”  Their mother said.  “Oh dear, you better call that military school and tell them we decided to keep our three sons after all.”

“Your, kidding Mother, I mean you were really going to send us to military school.”  Marco blurted out.

***
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Later that afternoon, Marco, Draco, and Peter met up in the tree house to congratulate each other for getting good grades.  “Peter, congratulation on making the B honor roll in Junior high.” Marco said.  Just remember next year Draco and I will make the ‘A’ roll.  So, you better pay attention to your teachers next year.”

“Marco don’t be surprised if I beat you to that ‘A.’  It takes more than boasting about it than actually doing it.  It is determination that gets you there.  To be honest I got to thank you from the bottom of my heart for my 3.5 GPA.  I just had to prove to you I am not a runt or a moron.”  Peter admitted.

“Peter, glad to help in any way I could.  Maybe I should try the same determination to prove to you I am not a moron either.  It might be a bit easier for me since I have a bigger brain.”  Draco said.

“Draco Stork, it’s more like a fat head then a bigger brain, too much space between you skull and the brain, I would say.”  Marco told his twin.

“Marco, at least I have room for a brain in my fat head.  You need to take a look in the mirror and see how small you head is, and your brain must be as small as a walnut.”  Draco teased right back.

“Alright you two, enough trying to see who can insult who the best.  It is like a broken record, repeating over and over again.  Would it hurt the two of you to complement each other?  Say something nice about each other, and I don’t mean lie about it either.  People would think you two hate each other the way you go about insulting each other.  Even I find myself getting into the act, and I don’t hate either of you.  Where is the brotherly love between us, the bonding of brothers who will stick up for each other through thick and thin.  We three sound like mortal enemies.  I wonder what our 7th cousin Mortimer the 4th would think of us when we visit him in 2 weeks.  I mean Mother and Uncle Terry are going to be his heirs.  He might change his mind after seeing us tear each other apart insulting each other.  He might think we are crude and crass morons.  That our mother isn’t raising us right, unfit to be his heir along with Uncle Terry.  I wouldn’t want him telling our mother he changed his mind after seeing us act like morons.”  Peter stated.

“Marco, Peter is right.  You know it, Peter knows it, and I now know it we don’t really mean it the way we belittle ourselves.  Or do we?”  Draco said.  You could hear a pin the size of an atom size molecule drop with the silence that prevailed in the treehouse.  Even a heartbeat would bounce off the walls.

“I don’t know if I could change the stripe on my back Draco, we been this way for so long as twins, and Peter as a toddler was picking up on our trash talking.  I don’t know if my brain could take another emotional intervention when you and Peter got me to realize I was bullying Peter all the time.  I am still adjusting to the way I think about myself.  There is a part of me that is dealing with low self-esteem.  I am ashamed about how I was treating Peter.  When he said he wished he wasn’t born that was a wakeup call for me.  Peter knows I sincerely apologized to him and promised him I would try not to bully him anymore.  I will say it again, I love you Peter, and you too Draco.  Maybe it is about time we show it by changing the way we been acting between us as brothers.  I don’t mean being lovey dovey with words or hugging all the time.  We need to accept the fact we are brothers and should act like brothers who care for each other in ways that are meaningful not hurtful or joking around like we been doing.  I guess it’s been getting on my nerves with all this talk about brain sizes, and you’re a moron.  We are not morons; we have a brain that is the right size for our head and age.  About time we use it for other things then trying to see who can insult each other the most.  Dad was right about one thing you two, we shouldn’t be rivalries between us who gets the best grades.  That is not set in stone the way I am thinking now and to try to claim we are going to a get a better grade next year to out grade the other, is stressful just thinking about all the possible things that could happen next year in school.  We either do get a better grade or we don’t.  No use trying to predict the future when it is not here yet.”  Marco expressed himself with rare elegance and wisdom.

“Marco, that was well said and your right, we can’t predict the future only the here and now is how we change thing.  We can’t change the past, but we can change the here and now by agreeing to do our best to act like brothers who care about each other in ways that tells others we do.  We can’t risk acting like morons in front of Cousin Mortimer either.  Marco said.

Peter chimed in.  “We don’t want to risk acting like morons in front of any girls we meet there either.  It might chase them away, and I for one would like to have my first kiss before I am too old to pucker my lips or forget what the opposite sex is really for.”

“Why you horny devil you.  You are really maturing there.”  Draco said.

“Draco, that horny devil might just beat us to his first kiss before we do.  He has a point there.  It might explain why we are striking out with the local girls our age in school the way we act around them and each other.  They must think we are morons.”  Marco stated.

“I would resent that remake if it wasn’t true.”  Draco and Peter both said.

The three Drake teens made a pact between them this summer they would do their best to show family and others they were brothers who cared for each other welfare, and emotional state of mind.  No more belittling each other.  No more name calling or deriding each other to the point others would think they hate each other.  Time to grow up and think about each other’s feelings for a change.
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Chapter 2
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A Pack between Brothers

––––––––
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The next morning after the twins and Peter left the treehouse, after spending the night there living up to the pack they made that night.  Came walking into the kitchen with a different outlook on life.  It showed to the Professor right off that something had changed.  The three boys were not bantering around insults, teasing each other, joking around as usual.

“Boys, this is very refreshing to see you three acting like brothers rather than mutual enemies.  Unless you are not my grandsons, and some alien visited the treehouse last night and took control of your bodies and mind.  Maybe it was three ghost who processed your bodies.  Which is it?”

“Professor we are not processed by ghosts or aliens from another world.  We three had a serious bonding session last night between us and decided it was time to stop the demeaning remarks, insulting each other, and show we care about each as brothers.  It helped to learn as Peter pointed out we not morons, but three teens with good grades and made the B honor roll finally.  It also helped as our younger brother said, the reason why we may not be getting attention from the  girls in school is because we are always acting like jerks in front of them.  What girls would want to hang out with jerks.  As Peter put it, he would like to have his first kiss, before he was told old to pucker up his libs and forget what the opposite sex is for.  So, we made a Pack last night to turn over a new leaf.  Behave like brothers who care about each other’s emotional welfare.  We also promised not to be rivals for getting better grades.  They are important but should not ruin our brotherly bonding or stress us out competing for better grades between us.  There are more important things, like getting girls to like us, and being family.  Rather family comes first, then girls.”  Marco explained.

Your left out a good college education, the right job, and the right girl to marry.  Maybe not in that order.  But they are important as well.”  The Professor said.

“We also decided that we need to show respect for each other’s feelings.  First names, not moron or runt.  We decided that it would show respect for you grandfather if we stopped calling you Professor.  After all you are our grandfather.  What do you think?”  Draco asked.

“I appreciate the thought boy’s, but let’s stick with Professor.  I feel it is a term of endearment from my grandchildren, a nickname of sorts, while in fact I am a simi-retired Professor.  Being called grandfather makes me feel old boys.  Being called Professor reminds me of my days in the University teaching and work in the field with students who respected me.”

“Gee, Professor I never saw it that way.  We do respect you, and you have such wonderful stories about your field work as a Parapsychologist.”  Peter pointed out.

“That I do Peter.  In fact, I believe I am going to find some new material for new stories at that Ghost town we will be visiting.  I looked up its history online as a mining town, and stories about the mine being haunted by a ghost.  There were back in those days some rough characters in 1853 Gold rush era.  Claim jumpers who would murder Gold or Silver and did to get control of Gold mines before the claim was filed.  Con artist would plant gold nuggets or false gold in a river or digging to convince someone had struck it rich.  The scammer would sell the rights to the old mine or land they didn’t even own in the first place.  Only to have the new owner realize there were no Gold in the mine or river, or the Gold was false gold when he took it into the assay office to have it weight out.  The town build around your ancestors mine was a rough group of men living there.  Men mined during the day and spent their free time in the saloon getting drunk, visiting the rooms upstairs for a night of pleasure.  Those ladies made it rich, filling their pockets with Silver nuggets.  The mining town even had families with children, their husbands working the mine.  Eventually a school was built, and the hotel to handle the growing number of miners hired to mine the Silver ore.  And with those numbers came gunslingers, and gamblers and a Sheriff to control the rough group of men and women.  Justice was served by a visiting circuit judge, hangings were common for murder, and horse thieves, back then.  And hanging a prostitute for stealing a man’s Silver while he was asleep drunk.  The story is she claimed she was innocent, the man claimed she drugged his beer.  Then she left town with his wages in Silver, she never got far, the horse she stole went lame.  She claimed the man gave her the nag for the price of a night with her, that she was leaving town for a larger city to practice her trade.  They hanged her for theft and stealing the nag.  It was found out that man after the hanging was bragging in his beer, he never had any Silver with him that night and he did give her the nag so she could find a better life.  When he was confronted, he managed to get away and left town.  The history says the women haunts the town at night.  In 1923 the mine played out of its Silver ore, and not soon after that the town was deserted during the depression era.

“Professor, is the town still haunted to this day?”  Marco asked.

“We will see when I get there with a team of University students from the Parapsychology department.  Your grandmother and I will be leaving next week.  We have a large cabin rented and your cousin Mortimer agreed to let us check the ghost town out for any signs of it actually being haunted.  He is allowing us to research his records kept since his great, great grandfather opened the mine and build the town.  They are kept safe in the towns bank old ore vault once used to store the Silver ore before it went to the foundry for melting.  Even if we find no proof of a ghost, we will get a chance to put together a written history of the Mortimer mine.  Now a ghost would make it a best seller boy’s.”

***
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“Steven, I just had a talk with Cousin Mortimers Lawyer.  It would appear Mortimer grandfather and his great grandfather Mortimer the first while the Silver mine was still producing Silver ore, they made some extensive investments in the market with War bonds, Wall street, and land acquisitions around the town.  Cousin Mortimer owns the whole mountain the original mine was located in and the foothills up around it up to five miles out.  It would seem Cousin Mortimer the 2nd  in his later years was a conservationist and has preserved the 25 square miles since his grandfather founded the Silver Mine.  The lawyer said he can’t reveal the value of the land and estate until Mortimer the 7th  dies, and the final Will is read.  He does confirm there is no other heirs he is aware of.  That is all he can reveal without his clients permission.  It would seem that Cousin Mortimer’s reason for us to visit is to be assured we will not sell the mountain and land around it.  Something about getting a promise from Terry and I in writing to that affect a pre–Last Will and Testament agreement.  Before he decides on the final terms of his Will as to who inherits.  I would think 25 square miles of nature’s best would be worth a lot these days.  Your Dad has done some research on the mine history and location.  The Mountain is considered to be moderately tall, nor a part of a long range of mountainous terrain.  It stands alone maybe even was once a volcano in the ancient past when dinosaurs roamed the land.  He did come across speculations that it would be a great site for a Ski lodge, what with the restored ghost town and hotel and modern infrastructure.  And a great place in the spring and summer for naturalist, and hikers.  The mountain terrain has a few gentle slopes, and the region has moderate snow fall and moderate winter temperatures that would give a sky lodge a short season and with the help of snow machines a longer season.  It sounds like an ideal place for a campground in the warm season and a ski attraction with rustic appeal that would be right for families and individuals looking for a moderate price place to visit without the hype of the major Ski venue prices.”
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