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To my Noodle Friends,

thank you for always believing in me






1 Becoming a Ghost


One second, Mom is shouting, “Watch out for the coconut, Finn!”

Next second, I’m dead.

I know I’m dead because the world around me goes poof—and disappears. My mom is gone. My little sister, Madison, is gone. Even the evil, coconut-dropping palm tree is gone.

An eerie stillness replaces the cool ocean breeze, and then everything goes black.

Black.

Black.

I can’t see a thing!

My ears strain to pick up a sound—any sound—but all I hear is the frantic thumping of my heart.

Five seconds pass, then ten, maybe twenty, before the lights flip back on. I blink against the brightness as I take it all in. There is no more white sand. No more ocean. No more mewing seagulls, squealing kids, or sunburnt sunbathers.

In their place two paths now stretch in front of me. Sure as sure, I’m supposed to pick one of them.

Path number one is as wide as a T. rex and is paved with polished teal stones. It heads straight through a field of purple and yellow flowers. Puffy white clouds float in a baby blue sky above it while bright orange butterflies and fuzzy-butted bumblebees dance between the blooms. A huge sign points down this path. It reads: COME THIS WAY! YOU WILL BE REUNITED WITH YOUR GREAT-AUNT EDNA!

The second path, dirt covered and narrow, angles off into a dark forest. A dark forest full of prickly vines and gnarled trees with branches that look like grasping fingers. There are no butterflies or bumblebees this way. Just a murder of crows, caw, cawing away.

I spin around, desperately hoping for a third path. A path leading back home.

Back to my mom, who’s undoubtedly dissolved into a whimpering puddle of tears by now.

Back to my sister, who’s probably wondering why I decided to lie down and take a nap, right in the middle of the beach.

Back to our cramped little house that always smells like Dad’s amazing cooking.

Back to my cat and my friends and the neighborhood soccer field and my secondhand PlayStation and my school, Savannah Oaks.

Actually, scratch that last part. Death must be making me nostalgic, because school is one thing I can definitely do without. But I want to go back to the rest of it for sure.

Only there’s nothing behind me but a swirling inky blackness. There is no going back.

I stomp down my fear, wipe the tears from my cheeks, and face forward again. I need to make a choice.

Of my two options, I know I’m supposed to take the first path—the bright, cheery, flowery one that literally says, “Come this way!” But I remember my Great-Aunt Edna; my parents made us visit her every year on her birthday.

The old lady’s breath smelled worse than Madison’s diapers, and all she ever wanted to talk about was her cats, each of whom was apparently far smarter and far handsomer than my own cat, Scout.

My dislike for the woman runs deeper than the Dead Sea.

I start down the dirt-covered path, away from Great-Aunt Edna and her vomit-inducing breath.

Away from the too-perfect field with its too-perfect flowers and its too-perfect butterflies.

Toward the terrifying woods that inexplicably feel more welcoming than the alternative.

The moment I step beneath the trees, the temperature drops. Goose bumps erupt all over my arms. My teeth begin to chatter. The trail grows tighter and tighter the farther I walk. Thorny plants reach out and scratch the bare legs sticking out from the bottom of my shorts, leaving deep red gouges.

I know the path is telling me to turn around. To go the other way.

And for a moment, I consider it. Do I have it in me to spend day after day listening to Great-Aunt Edna blab on and on about Snowball? And Mittens? And Mr. Flufferkins?

No. I do not.

I keep walking.

Just when the path gets so narrow I think I’ll have to turn around, it opens into a huge clearing covered in grass and thistles and boulders the size of small cars. I take one more step and zwiiing! If I didn’t know better, I’d think I’d accidentally stuck a fork in an electric outlet. When the shockiness finally wears off, my whole body feels different.

Lighter, maybe?

Flatter?

I’m trying to work out the right word when a ghost appears in front of me! I know she’s a ghost because not only do the black shoes peeking out from beneath her flared skirt hover an inch above the ground, but her whole body is kinda, sorta, not really see-through.

A high-pitched scream fills the air.

My scream.

Now, normally I’d be embarrassed to shriek a shriek like this, but if ever there was a moment for it, this was it. Because even though everybody knows there is “no such thing as ghosts”—that they’re made-up nonsense, same as Bigfoot and Nessie and “exciting” school projects—here I am. Standing in front of one.

Ghost Lady shakes her head. “Just once I’d like to skip the screaming,” she murmurs to herself. “Is that too much to ask?”

“But you’re a—a ghost!” What did she expect? A fist bump? A thumbs-up? A How do you do?

“Look down, Finn.”

I’m not sure I should be heeding orders from a ghost, especially a ghost who somehow knows my name, but my eyes dart down anyway.

And another high-pitched screech fills the air. Because my sneakers now hover an inch above the ground. And my body is now kinda, sorta, not really see-through.

I AM A GHOST!

“Welcome to your afterlife, Finn,” Ghost Lady says once my newest round of screams fizzles out. Her voice is stern but not unkind. “I’m Madam Booth. Let’s get you settled.”

Madam Booth takes off across the clearing while I stand there—or rather, I float there—filled with indecision. In their lectures on stranger danger, my parents told me what to do if an unknown adult tried to give me candy. Or if someone in a windowless white van offered to give me a lift home from school. But never, in all their ramblings, did they tell me what to do if I died and a ghost lady wearing a wide-brim hat covered in black feathers asked me to follow her. Talk about a major educational oversight.

In the end, my curiosity (or my impulsiveness, as Mom would call it) wins out, and I run to catch up. I reach Madam Booth’s side just as she crests a small hill. Lying in the valley below is a grand manor with three round, moss-covered towers; a handful of arched windows; and five tall, crooked chimneys that belch out blackish-green smoke. Ivy clings to the mansion like cling wrap.

Madam Booth doesn’t pause to admire the view. She heads straight toward the majestic iron gate serving as the only way through the stone wall that encircles the complex like the Great Wall of China.

“What is this place?” I ask as we get closer.

“Your new home.”

Madam Booth sticks a tarnished metal key into a rusty lock while I read the words curved across the top of the gate:


PHANTOM ACADEMY

School for Underage Ghosts








2 Phantom Academy


Part of me wants to jump for joy because, really, is there anything cooler than a ghost school? The other part of me wants to kick something—hard!—because what supremely rotten person decided that even dead kids need to go to school?

But instead of jumping or kicking, I’m distracted by the millions of questions zipping around inside my head like Legos in a blender. I can’t concentrate on anything but getting answers.

“I’m going to live here? In a school?”

“Think of it as a boarding school for the dead,” Madam Booth says as she locks the iron gate behind us and starts down the gravel path leading to Phantom Academy’s massive front door. “And because you’re the fifth new ghost your age to arrive, you and your classmates get to begin your lessons tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” I groan. In the last thirty minutes I’ve died, been turned into a ghost, and I’ve been told I need to go to school. Don’t I deserve at least one day off to process things?

Madam Booth clicks her tongue impatiently; apparently a groan was the wrong response. “One of your classmates has been waiting almost six months for four more twelve-year-olds from our district to take the path through the woods. So you are lucky, even if you don’t feel like it.”

Lucky? I almost laugh. Nothing about today feels lucky.

Tragic is more like it. Tragic. Or cursed. Or wretched. Although now that the school looms above us, it would be rather amazing if we were to get inside by floating straight through the front door.

But nope. Madam Booth turns the handle, and the door creaks open, exposing a vast entry room that looks nothing like any school I’ve ever been in before.

Instead of crisp white walls, there’s dark wood paneling. Instead of easy-to-clean vinyl flooring, there’s an ocean of wall-to-wall carpeting the color of a two-day-old bruise. Instead of obnoxious fluorescent lights, there’s a spooky chandelier the size of an elephant, filled not with light bulbs but with candles.

A grandiose staircase, flanked by a couple of hideous vases overflowing with long-since-dead flowers, looms straight ahead. Bookshelves line an entire wall, joined by a handful of velvet-covered chairs and two spindly legged tables. Spiderwebs dangle from the ceiling like the pine-tree-shaped air freshener in my grandma’s car. The entire place smells old and forgotten—as though it were a tomb that’s been shut off from the world for centuries.

Madam Booth doesn’t waste any time as she makes for the stairs, which are covered in a strip of carpeting the color of red wine. “This way, Finn. I will take you to your room.”

We float up, up, up until the staircase spills into a long hallway lined with paintings. There are big paintings. Small paintings. Paintings bordered by ornate wooden frames and paintings with no frames at all.

One painting features a dilapidated castle surrounded by a crocodile-filled moat. Another features a serious-looking man with a seriously bushy mustache (a Sir Arthur George Cunningham III, according to the plaque underneath). And a third features an Oscar-the-Grouch-colored dragon sitting atop a mound of gold treas—

Pfffttt.

I hop back, startled. What was that noise? It sounded like it came from the painting. I squint closer and gasp. Is that a puff of smoke rising from the dragon’s backside?

Did the dragon just… fart?

I lean in. And gag. The picture smells like rotten eggs covered in vomit!

Madam Booth clicks her tongue again. Then she continues up a second flight of stairs. Soon we emerge into another corridor brimming with pictures. Madam Booth takes a left, and I follow.

But slowly.

My gaze jumps from painting to painting. There is a man biking up and down a country lane on a unicycle. A horse galloping through a fog-covered field, his hooves clomp, clomp, clomping against the ground. A turkey vulture sitting on a dead tree branch, his cold black eyes following me from out of his featherless pink head.

Madam Booth takes several turns before arriving at a dead-end hallway containing nothing but two doors, a candle sconce, a good deal of peeling wallpaper, and a portrait of a woman boasting a mustache almost as bushy as Sir Arthur George Cunningham III’s. The woman’s dark brown eyes remind me of my mom’s, and my shoulders sag.

How long until I’ll be able to see Mom again? A few hours? A day? A week?

Then I notice how eager Mustache Lady looks. Not only are her dark brown, Mom-like eyes shimmering with excitement, but she’s also motioning for me to come closer. I inch toward her picture, and she opens her mouth. “Good day, young sir. I’d love for you to go out—”

“Quit dillydallying, Finn!” Madam Booth is standing in front of one of the two doors, her hands on her hips. “I don’t have all day.”

I turn back to Mustache Lady, but now that she’s noticed Madam Booth, her mouth is clamped shut. “Coming,” I moan. I wave goodbye to the painting and go where I’m told. Frankly, it’s just like being alive again.

As soon as I’m floating right next to her, Madam Booth knocks on the door,

knock,

knock,

knock,

and opens it, revealing a tidy room with two narrow, wrought iron beds; two antique, wooden desks; a hideous, orange, threadbare rug; and a ghost boy dressed in brown corduroy pants and a maroon T-shirt with READ MORE BOOKS! written across the front in big, block letters. His hair is carefully braided into cornrows.

Ghost Boy looks up from—surprise, surprise—a book. “Hello, Madam Booth,” he says politely. Everything about this kid screams teacher’s pet.

But then Ghost Boy notices me and his face cracks into a grin so big he looks like one of those smiley-faced emojis. He leaps to his feet, sending his chair toppling backward. The boy whoops and spins in excited circles as his chair clatters to the ground. “We have a fifth! We get to start classes!”

I shoot Madam Booth a questioning look. I’m not too sure about this little roommate arrangement she’s come up with. Perhaps I’m not the best match for a kid wearing a READ MORE BOOKS! T-shirt who gets this excited about school.

Madam Booth ignores my silent question. “Leroy, this is your new roommate, Finn. Finn, Leroy has been here for a few months already, so he can show you the ropes. You’ll get your class schedules at dinner tonight.”

As soon as Madam Booth closes the door, I size up Leroy. He might not be my perfect roommate, but that doesn’t mean he can’t be a good source of information. I look him dead in the eye.

“Okay, Leroy. Tell me everything there is to know about being a ghost.”






3 The Invisible Whale


Truthfully? I don’t know much,” Leroy admits as he sets down his book. I peek at the cover. It’s an old Hardy Boys mystery, like the ones my grandpa keeps in his basement next to his antique yo-yo collection.

“You’ve been here for months, Leroy. You know loads more about being a ghost than I do. Like Madam Booth mentioned dinner. Does that mean we eat? And are these beds merely for looks, or do we sleep? And most importantly, can we go through walls?”

A clever person probably would’ve waited for Leroy to answer that last question, but instead I take a deep breath, zoom toward the dark green wall closest to me, and smack!

As I shake off the violent collision, I realize my poorly thought-out experiment has taught me three things:


	Ghosts cannot travel through walls. Which is a major letdown, if I’m being honest.

	Ghosts do not experience pain. At least not the ouch-I-just-smashed-my-nose-into-a-wall kind of pain. Considering the way my gut twisted when I was reminded of my mom’s eyes a minute ago, I know that kind of pain hasn’t gone anywhere.

	Leroy is actually pretty okay. I must have looked ridiculous bouncing off the wall like a bumper car, but he doesn’t laugh. Not one little bit. Instead, he gives me a knowing smile.



“You’ve tried to run through a wall, too, haven’t you?” I ask.

“I have. A wall. A door. A window. Same result as you. Every time.”

“Well, that’s a huge bummer. But what about the eating and sleeping?”

Leroy hesitates, like he isn’t sure how to answer. “We have lights out at ten, and I lie on my bed every night, but I’m not positive that what I do is technically sleeping. And we can eat… but it’s complicated.”

“Okay…” I’m trying to stay calm, but it’s hard. When I woke up this morning, I thought I was going to spend the day with Mom and Madison, swimming in the ocean and building sandcastles and eating ice cream. Dying and becoming a ghost was decidedly not on the agenda. I need to find something good about this new life, something I can look forward to, or frankly, I’m going to lose it.

“What about the pictures in the hallway, then?” I ask. “What can you tell me about them? Like how do they move? And speak?”

“Move? Speak? I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

I bite my lip to keep from screaming, and that’s when I notice Leroy’s shoulders. They’ve started to shake, like he’s seconds away from crying.

I reach out awkwardly and give his back a few pats. Which feels really weird. It’s like I’m touching a water balloon; he’s both solid and not solid, all at the same time.

Leroy sniffles a few times before clearing his throat. “I’ve been here for three months—three months—and I haven’t been told anything. Unless it’s a designated mealtime or I get special permission to go to the library, it’s been all ‘stay in your room’ every single day. Thankfully, I’ve got books to distract me from my thoughts, but even so it’s been borderline torture. Now that you’re here, though, now that there are five of us, maybe things will finally change.”

He looks at me like I’m the rainbow at the end of a decades-long thunderstorm.

“Things will change,” I insist.

I’ll make sure of it.

Leroy smiles weakly, but he doesn’t say anything else. So I rapidly fill the silence with yet another question: “How long do we have to stay at this ghost school?”

“I asked one of the older kids that same question, and they said we’ll be here until we turn seventeen.”

Seventeen? I do a little math on my fingers. That’s five more years!

“They’ll let us visit our families, though, right? Like for spring break and field trips and stuff?”

The beads at the ends of Leroy’s braids clank softly as he shakes his head. His bottom lip quivers. All at once, I start to feel dizzy. Woozy. Lightheaded. I grab ahold of the closest desk to keep from taking a nosedive.

In five years, Madison will be eight! Will I even recognize her when I finally get out? And will Grandma and Grandpa Winters still be alive? Grandma did have that stroke last year…

As Leroy returns his chair to its upright position, I convince myself that he must be mistaken. Madam Booth seemed tough, not cruel. And Leroy himself admitted he hadn’t been told anything official. That older kid was probably messing with him. I mean, no school on Earth would keep kids away from their parents for years, would they? Even if the kids are ghosts. And even if the school might not technically be on Earth at all, being that I have no idea where I am.

Leroy must sense that I need a moment to decompress because he returns to the world of the Hardy Boys while I collapse onto my bed. I try my best not to think about my family, which obviously means they’re all I DO think about.

Madison is probably yelling at my dead body right now, demanding that I wake up and play Barbies with her.

Dad is likely cursing LA traffic as he tries to get to Mom.

And Mom? Knowing her, she’s collapsing under a mountain of mom guilt right now, having convinced herself that my death was 100 percent her fault because she’d insisted that we walk to the beach instead of taking the bus, like I’d been begging to do.

I want so badly to let them know that I’m okay—that they don’t need to worry—but I can’t.

Just like I can’t distract myself from my brooding thoughts by exploring the school. Leroy insists we have to stay in our room until dinner, which feels rather a lot like being grounded for doing absolutely nothing wrong.

Perhaps I should have picked the path to Great-Aunt Edna over—

Briiinggg!

I shoot a mile high as a loud ringing sound cuts through the silence.

“That’s the dinner bell,” Leroy says as he carefully marks his place in The Clue of the Screeching Owl with a scrap of paper. He sets the book gently on his desk, and I can’t help but wonder what he’d do if he saw the way that I’d haphazardly dog-eared every book I’d ever been forced to read. Have a massive heart attack, probably.

“Let’s go. I’ll introduce you to everyone,” Leroy says as he opens the door.

He takes off for the main staircase, but I quickly veer off into a small alcove, drawn in by a flashy gold frame surrounding a painting of an ocean. The scene looks remarkably like the view I had right before the coconut fell on my head. There is even a palm tree in it. Loaded and ready.

As I watch the waves, an enormous, dark gray something comes to the surface. A few seconds later, I realize what that something is: a whale! The Moby Dick exhales and a spout of water shoots from his blowhole. Several droplets of cold mist escape the picture, spraying my face with whale snot.

I laugh and turn to Leroy, whose face is all scrunched up. “Where did that water come from?” he asks.

“From the whale.” Duh!

“What whale?” Leroy asks, even though he is staring right at it.

At first I think Leroy is joking, that he’s trying to make me feel silly. But Leroy doesn’t look like he’s joking. He looks like he’s seen a ghost.

“You really can’t see it? It’s right there.” I point. “Waving its tail at us.”

Leroy shakes his head. “I only see water and sand and palm trees. You really, truly see a whale, though? You’re not making it up?”

“Of course I’m not making it up!” I can’t quite keep the hurt from my voice. “I’m not a liar.”

Leroy holds his hands up defensively. “Okay, okay, I believe you. I’ve just never heard anyone else talk about these paintings moving. I wonder if you’re the only one who can see it.”

One thing I know for certain: I can’t be the only one. In life I was average at everything. Average at school. Average at video games. Average at soccer. Average, average, average, average. No way I have some unique ability that nobody else has. Maybe only kids with hazel eyes can see the pictures move. Or only kids with freckles. Or maybe Leroy’s the only one who can’t see it. Either way, there’s no way it’s just me.

I wipe the whale boogers off my face as Leroy tugs at my shirt. “C’mon, Finn. We’d better hurry or we’ll be late.”






4 My Ghostly Classmates


Leroy leads me to the first-floor dining hall, and I only take one step into the room before my whole body freezes. It isn’t the sight of a dark, cavernous room lit only by flickering candles that does me in. Or the reams of Gothic-style wallpaper. Or even the huge mural brimming with creatures that should be relegated to the land of nightmares.

I’m done in by… the ghosts! There are dozens of them. Floating around the room. Pulling back chairs. Sitting down. Laughing.

I should have expected this, of course. But I hadn’t.

A whimper escapes my lips as I stumble back. I don’t belong here. I should be in my house right now, playing Pro Evolution Soccer on my PlayStation, or eating dinner, or lying on the couch staring at the ceiling.

Clearly someone made a gigantic mistake, because I DO NOT belong in this spooky room surrounded by ghosts!

I feel a hand on my shoulder. My kinda, sorta, not-really-see-through shoulder.

“I know it’s a shock, being here for the first time,” Leroy says understandingly. “But you’ll get used to it soon enough. And you’re doing better than most. We get a lot of first-day screamers.”

Leroy smiles and motions for me to follow him. As I gulp down my fear and force my legs to move, I can’t help but be struck again by how nice Leroy is. My friends from school would have laughed themselves hoarse after watching me panic like that.

But not Leroy.

The other ghosts have largely settled into their chairs by now. I spot Madam Booth sitting at the long, rectangular table in the front of the room, just to the right of the entryway. She’s joined by about twelve other grown-ups. Some wear clothes like my parents, but many look like they’ve time machined it here from decades, even centuries, ago.

The remainder of the room is filled with round tables. Five happily chattering kids sit around most of them, but a handful are only occupied by one, two, three, or four ghosts. Despite my still-panicked state, I remember what Madam Booth said earlier about needing five ghosts of the same age for classes to start. I bet these not-quite-full tables are in limbo. Waiting to be filled.

Leroy leads me to a table where three ghosts are sitting, each looking more depressed than the last. One is twisting and untwisting the long, creamy white tablecloth. A second is fiddling with the dead leaves that make up the table’s centerpiece. And the third is staring fixedly at her perfectly manicured fingernails. The moment they see me, though, their eyes light up like firecrackers.

“A fifth!” the tablecloth twister cheers. The überskinny boy is sporting too-small Buzz Lightyear pajamas and the worst case of bedhead I’ve ever seen.

“A fifth!” A girl with leaves and twigs sticking out of her rainbow-colored hair fist pumps the air, the centerpiece long since forgotten. A pair of bright yellow cat-eyed glasses sit at a wonky angle on the tip of her nose.

The third ghost—a girl wearing a fancy dress with an angry black tire track slicing across it—must decide that yelling “A fifth!” would be a bit redundant at this point. She nods instead.

“Everyone, this is Finn. Finn, this is Kevin, Jade, and Rebecca.” Leroy points to each ghost in turn.

Before I can even sit, my new classmates start firing questions at me. Chief among them: How did I die?

When I finish my unhappy story, the girl in a fancy dress scoffs. “You died because a coconut fell on your head? Talk about embarrassing.”

“Like you can talk, Rebecca. Or should I call you Little Miss I-Got-Run-Over-by-a-Scooter-Because-I-Thought-It-Was-a-Good-Idea-to-Take-a-Selfie-in-the-Middle-of-the-Street?”

“Well, at least I didn’t fall into a ravine while looking at a beetle, Jade.”

Jade’s eyes widen behind her glasses. “It was a very interesting beetle!”

As Jade launches into a detailed depiction of the insect’s markings and how she’s 97 percent sure she’d discovered a whole new species, her tablemates’ eyes glaze over. Clearly this is not the first time they’ve heard this tale.

“I died when my dad’s pet rattlesnake got out of its cage,” Kevin whispers to me, even though Jade is still talking. “And Leroy here has no idea what did him in.”

“Really?” I ask Leroy. “You have no idea at all?”

“None. One minute, I was reading a book while sitting next to my parents at my brother’s baseball game. And the next minute, I was dead.”

“And before you ask,” Jade chimes in, apparently finished with her beetle tirade, “he wasn’t eating anything, so he couldn’t have choked. Leroy doesn’t remember drinking anything, so it was unlikely to be poison. My theory: a foul ball did him in.”

Before I can wade into the mystery of Leroy’s death, Madam Booth appears at our table. “Your schedules for tomorrow,” she says as she drops five identical pieces of paper onto our table. My new classmates attack them like piranhas.

Once the dust settles, I grab the remaining sheet and look down.


Grade 7 Daily Schedule


	8:00 a.m.: Breakfast

	9:00 a.m.: Reading ~ Room 11 with Madam Booth

	10:00 a.m.: Writing ~ Room 11 with Madam Booth

	11:00 a.m.: History ~ Room 11 with Mister Gruber

	
12:00 p.m.: Lunch

	1:00 p.m.: Be the Best Ghost You Can Be ~ Room 11 with Madam Lecter

	2:00 p.m.: Haunting 101 ~ Room B8 with Mister Zilla

	3:00 p.m.: Intro to Electives ~ Room 11 with Mister Morte

	4:00 p.m.: Free time

	5:00 p.m.: Dinner





“Writing? Reading? History?” I grumble. “How boring.”

“Agreed,” says Jade, who is practically bouncing in her chair. “If we have to have ‘normal’ subjects, why can’t they at least be biology or entomology or science? Haunting 101 sounds amazing, though, doesn’t it?”

Leroy winces at the word “haunting,” but before he can say anything, a ring-a-ling draws everyone’s attention to the staff table. Madam Booth stands there with a tiny silver bell in her hand. Everyone quiets immediately.

“The only announcement tonight is that we have a new student, Finn Winters, seated over at Table Eight. He is the fifth new twelve-year-old, so Table Eight will begin classes tomorrow.”

A slew of envious looks fly in our direction. Shoot, am I the only one at Phantom Academy who isn’t obsessed with school?

“Now eat!” Madam Booth instructs.

When I was alive, I would have happily stuffed my face 24/7 if my parents had let me. But now? I’m not the least bit hungry. And I become even less hungry when a red-haired ghost in acid washed jeans and an oversized, button-down shirt floats by and plops a pile of brown mush on my plate. The stuff smells like rancid fish sautéed in dog poop, and it looks even worse than it smells.

“What is this?” I ask.

“Dinner.” Rebecca rolls her eyes.

“Yes, I know it’s dinner. But what is it?”

“I call it brown mash,” Kevin says happily as he shoves a forkful into his mouth. “But I have no clue what it actually is.”

I can’t peel my eyes away from Kevin’s pale white throat as he swallows his first bite. Because he is kinda, sorta, not really see-through like the rest of us, I can watch the mash slide down his neck until it disappears beneath his Buzz Lightyear pajamas. My brain can’t help but imagine the mash continuing its journey to the very, very end. Which brings up an extremely important question.

“Hey, do ghosts poop?”

Rebecca gags. Jade laughs.

“We aren’t technically alive,” Jade says as she absentmindedly pushes up on the bridge of her glasses. Not that it helps; when her hand falls away, the glasses are every bit as wonky as they were before. “So we don’t need to eat at all. I suspect we only have mealtimes because they give us something to do. And because some people, like Kevin over there, would miss eating too much otherwise. But to answer your question, yes. If you eat, it needs to come out eventually.”

“And in case you’re wondering,” Kevin says through another mouthful, “our bodies don’t actually do anything to the food. Everything looks exactly the same coming out as it did going in.”

Rebecca gags again. “You guys are so immature!” She looks over at the table next to us where three girls are giggling as they ogle a boy on the far side of the room. It doesn’t take an Einstein to figure out that Rebecca desperately wishes to join their table.

“Ignore her,” Jade whispers to me. “She hates the rest of us almost as much as she hates beetles. Now try the mash. I’m not going to pretend it’s as good as my abuela’s empanadas or anything, but it does taste slightly better than it looks.”



OEBPS/e9781665980371/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665980371/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1: Becoming a Ghost


		Chapter 2: Phantom Academy


		Chapter 3: The Invisible Whale


		Chapter 4: My Ghostly Classmates


		Chapter 5: Pink Dress Girl Points the Way


		Chapter 6: Sir Arthur George Cunningham III


		Chapter 7: The Rules of Ghosthood


		Chapter 8: Room B8


		Chapter 9: The Land of the Living


		Chapter 10: Elephants and Rabbits and a Dog Named Benjin


		Chapter 11: The Not-So-Sunny Outdoors


		Chapter 12: I Spill the Beans


		Chapter 13: I Do the Unthinkable


		Chapter 14: A Cat Smokes a Pipe


		Chapter 15: Fishier than Fish Tacos


		Chapter 16: The Headmaster’s Office


		Chapter 17: Medusa Meets Her End


		Chapter 18: Sir Arthur Gets MAD


		Chapter 19: Suspect Number One


		Chapter 20: Cats and Mustache Envy


		Chapter 21: The Stairwell


		Chapter 22: Toy Soldiers and Wooden Horses


		Chapter 23: Hope Springs Eternal


		Chapter 24: The World Series


		Chapter 25: Madam Lecter Disappears


		Chapter 26: The Tunnel


		Chapter 27: Talking to Mailboxes


		Chapter 28: It All Comes Out


		Chapter 29: Reality SUCKS


		Chapter 30: Mustache Lady Returns


		Chapter 31: Jade Swallows a Jackrabbit


		Lists of Thanks


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Lists of Thanks


		About the Author


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		I


		II


		IV








OEBPS/e9781665980371/fonts/AveriaSerifLibre-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665980371/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665980371/images/9781665980371.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665980371/fonts/AveriaSerifLibre-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665980371/fonts/SpecialElite-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665980371/fonts/WinkyRough-Black.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665980371/images/title.jpg
Phantom

ACADEMY

CHRISTINE VIRNIG

ALADDIN
NEW YORK AMSTERDAM/ANTWERP LONDON
TORONTO SYDNEY/MELBOURNE NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781665980371/fonts/WinkyRough-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665980371/fonts/WinkyRough-Light.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665980371/fonts/WinkyRough-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665980371/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


