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DO YOU DARE TO WALK DOWN FEAR STREET?

There are places in the world where anything can happen. Places where ghosts gather. Places where creatures unknown to man can be found. Places only the brave dare to go by day. And only the foolish dare to go by night.

Fear Street is one of these places.

When Dylan and Steve find a cool tree house in the Fear Street Woods, they decide to spend the night there to see if it’s really haunted. When night descends, they get more than they bargained for.







[image: Ghosts of Fear Street: Stay Away from the Tree House, by R.L. Stine. Aladdin. New York | Amsterdam/Antwerp | London Toronto | Sydney/Melbourne | New Delhi.]








[image: ]

ONE

For as long as I can remember, I’ve wanted to see a ghost. I don’t think I’m asking a lot. I just want to meet one honest-to-goodness, terrifying, transparent, terrible ghost. Then I’ll shut up about it.

It’s really not fair that I haven’t seen a ghost before this. Other kids around here have seen at least one spooky, hideous thing in their lives. But not me, Dylan Brown. No way. Even though I live on Fear Street, the scariest place in the world, my life has been the most boring, ordinary, totally ghost-free life in history.

But I had a feeling today was going to be different. Today was the day I was finally going to see a ghost.

Why?

Because it was definitely ghost weather today. The morning had started out bright and sunny—a perfect spring day. But by the afternoon, heavy clouds rolled in and the sky turned dark and gloomy. Just the kind of weather ghosts like—don’t you think?

Well, that’s what I was thinking as I leaned back in Dad’s squashy old green chair. I put the book I was reading in my lap and stared out the window. A strong wind was blowing now. And the tree branches in the front yard trembled.

Fear Street looks good and creepy today, I thought, pressing my nose against the window. Perfect for finally meeting a creature from another world. So… where is it?

It wasn’t in my yard—that was obvious.

I stared left and right—into our neighbors’ yards.

Nope. Nothing there.

Then I peered down the street.

And spotted something. A shadow. Darting out from behind a low bush. My heart raced—just a little.

Don’t get your hopes up, I told myself. It’s probably Pokey, the neighbor’s smelly old dog.

I stared harder. It was still there. Hovering.

Maybe, just maybe, it isn’t Pokey, I thought. Maybe it’s the ghost I’ve been waiting for my whole life.

Yes. This could be it. “Don’t just sit here,” I said out loud. “Go outside and check.”

I closed my book—The Book of Amazing All-True Ghost Stories—and pictured myself marching across the street. I wasn’t exactly sure how you were supposed to talk to a ghost. But I thought I’d say something like, Come out now, O Unearthly One. Show yourself to me—Dylan S. Brown, fearless hunter of ghosts!

A shadowy thing would ooze out from behind the bushes. As I stared at it, the thing would transform into a giant ghost-monster with glistening, knife-sharp teeth.

I wouldn’t move an inch. No, I, Dylan S. Brown, ghost hunter, would—

Bam!

Something behind me—something hard and icy—slammed down on my shoulder.

I leaped out of the chair, tripped over my own feet, and crashed to the floor.

“Get a grip, Dylan.” My big brother stood over me, laughing his stupid head off. He held a Coke can in his hand—the cold can he had bashed into my shoulder. “You’re turning into a bigger wimp every day.”

I wanted to punch him in the knee. I had a great shot at it from my spot on the floor. But if I did, Steve would probably tickle me.

He knows how much I hate being tickled. And he wouldn’t stop until I promised to make his bed for a week.

So I didn’t do anything—except sigh. Then I shoved myself up and said, “You surprised me, that’s all.” Boy, did that sound lame.

“Yeah, right,” Steve replied. He took his baseball cap off his head and ran his fingers through his blond hair, smoothing it. Then he put the cap back on.

“I’ll make you a deal. You do my paper route in the morning, and I won’t tell everyone in school what a wimp you are.”

I knew Steve wouldn’t tell anyone. He could be a pain at home. But at school he always backed me up. “No way,” I answered. “I’m not getting up at five in the morning to deliver your papers. And I’m not taking your turn doing the dishes or taking out the garbage either. So don’t try to make another deal. Besides, I have better things to do.”

“Oh yeah? Like what?” Steve asked.

I pointed outside at the gloomy street. “Even you can see it’s the perfect kind of day for finding a ghost.”

“Oh, give me a break,” Steve exclaimed. “You think every day is the perfect day for finding a ghost! And you haven’t found one yet. When are you going to admit that they don’t exist?”

“When are you going to admit that they do?” I asked. “There are lots of ghosts on Fear Street. Just because you haven’t seen one yet doesn’t mean they’re not there.”

I could tell Steve wanted to interrupt me. I took a deep breath and rushed on. “Remember what Zack Pepper told me? His substitute teacher was really a ghost—and she almost pulled him back into her grave! Do you think that Zack is a liar?”

Steve shook his head. “No. Not a liar,” he said. “Just crazy like you.”

“Well, I believe him,” I said. “Every single word.”

My brother laughed. “That’s the trouble with you, Dylan, my lad. You believe everything you hear. When you’re my age, you’ll know better.”

I hate it when Steve calls me “my lad.” I hate it more than I hate being tickled.

And I hate it when he says, “When you’re my age.” Steve’s only one year older than I am. One year. He’s in the sixth grade. I’m in the fifth. And he doesn’t look older than me either. In fact, some people confuse us—we look that much alike. We both have blond hair, big green eyes, and tons of freckles.

“Whatever you say, Grandpa,” I shot back.

Steve smiled one of his I’m-so-much-more-mature-than-you smiles and said, “Well, at least I’m old enough to know that there’s no such thing as…”

Steve didn’t finish his sentence.

He caught sight of something out the window. And now his eyes were locked on it.

He gasped.

“What?” I cried. “What is it?”

Steve swallowed hard. I could see the muscles in his neck pop out. “A-a ghost,” he whispered, pointing outside with a shaky finger.

“Where?” I yelled.

I forgot I was angry and leaped forward so fast, I smashed my face into the window. My nose felt as if someone had punched me. Hard.

But I didn’t care. I shoved Steve aside so I could look for the ghost.

Then I heard a horrible sound.

A truly horrible sound.

Steve. Laughing.

“It’s—it’s—Pokey the dog,” he stuttered. “The most hideous pooch to haunt Fear Street. I guess I made a little mistake,” Steve said with a mean laugh.

I flopped down into the green chair and grabbed my book. “Someday I’m going to see a real ghost,” I informed Steve. “And when I do, I won’t even bother telling you about it.”

“I’m really hurt,” Steve wailed in a high little voice. Then he gave a loud sniffle.

I opened the book and pretended to read. Maybe Steve would take the hint and leave. He didn’t.

“You would never see a ghost even if they did exist—which they don’t,” he continued. “Nothing exciting ever happens to you. And, if by some miracle you did see a ghost, you’d probably turn around and—”

BOOOOOM!

A thundering crash split the air.

The whole house rocked.

The lamp next to my chair toppled over and the light bulb shattered, plunging us into darkness.

“St-Steve,” I croaked. “Wh-what was that?”
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TWO

It—it came from the backyard,” Steve whispered. His voice trembled slightly.

“Let’s go see.”

We tore through the house and out the back door. I jumped down the steps and almost landed right on top of my dad.

“Hi, guys,” Dad called. “Guess you heard the crash.” He put down the chain saw he was carrying.

“Crash? What crash?” Steve said, back to sounding like his usual obnoxious self.

“We heard it, Dad. What happened?” I asked.

Dad waved his hand toward the right side of the yard. A huge tree lay stretched out on the grass. It covered almost half our lawn.

“It’s time to start clearing out the trees, boys,” he explained, “if we want to get our pool in before summer.”

“It looks like you almost cleared out the house, Dad,” Steve joked.

For once I agreed with Steve. The top branches of the tree brushed against the house. If the tree had been a little bit taller, it would have slammed through the roof.

Dad wiped a bead of sweat from his face with a rag and laughed so hard, his whole body shook up and down.

“Ha ha. That’s a good one, Steve. Ha-ho-ho!”

I rolled my eyes in disgust. My father always acts like Steve is a laugh riot. He never even understands my jokes.

Dad and Steve looked at the fallen tree as if they were scientists studying a moon rock.

“I guess I must have figured out the angle wrong on that one somehow,” Dad said.

Steve shook his head as if he really had an opinion about the correct angle. Sometimes my brother just makes me sick.

I wandered over to the gap in the woods left by the huge tree. I could see into a part of the Fear Street Woods I’d never been in. And way in the distance I saw something amazing.

“Steve,” I yelled. “Steve, you are absolutely not going to believe what’s out there.” Steve didn’t look up.

“Steve!” I hollered. “Come on! Look! I think I see a tree house.”

“Where?” Steve actually sounded a little interested.

“There, way deep in the woods. You can just see the top of it.” I pointed straight ahead into the deep woods.

“Oh yeah, I see what you mean,” Steve admitted. “It might be a tree house—but how come we never saw it before?”

“I don’t know, the branches of the other trees must have hidden it. Come on, let’s go look for it.”

Steve yawned. “I think I’ll go inside and watch some TV,” he said. “Tell me if you find it.”

Is my brother the laziest person in the world, or what?

“No way!” I answered. “I’m going to find the tree house. And I’m claiming it for myself!”

“Okay, okay,” Steve said quickly. “I’ll come with you. Just to make sure you don’t get lost.”

I knew that would get him. Steve can’t stand it if I have something he doesn’t.

“Don’t go too far, guys,” Dad warned. “It’s almost dinnertime. I’m making my rigatoni with spicy meatballs tonight. It has to be served as soon as it’s ready, or else it tastes like glue.”

“Sure, Dad,” I answered. Then I plunged into the woods and trotted along the rocky, overgrown trail.

Steve followed behind me. Complaining. As usual. “This path is bumpy,” he griped. “And it’s freezing out here!”

“You’re right,” I admitted. “I wonder why it’s so cold.”

I noticed my breath making frosty little clouds in front of my face. It is chilly for April, I thought. And the air seems to be getting colder with every step we take.

Steve tripped over a rock and fell flat on his face. He flipped over and glared at the rip in the knee of his favorite jeans. “This path stinks!” he yelled. “I’m going back.”

I grabbed his arm and hauled him to his feet. “Let’s keep going for a little while longer,” I begged.

I didn’t understand it, but something seemed to be pulling me into the woods. I couldn’t stop now.

“No! I’m out of here.” Steve turned and started back to the house.

“Wait! I have a deal for you.”

Steve spun around. He loves deals. “It better be good,” he warned.

“I’ll do your paper route tomorrow morning.”

He shook his head. “Not good enough,” he said. “But if you deliver my papers every morning it rains from now until the end of the year, I’ll stay out here five more minutes. That’s it. Take it or leave it.”

“Ten more minutes,” I said.

Steve nodded. “It’s a deal.”

We followed the overgrown path around a sharp curve—and that’s when I saw it.

I stopped short and Steve bashed into me.

“What’s wrong with you?” he complained.

I didn’t speak. I couldn’t.

I pointed to the top of a huge black oak tree standing alone in a clearing. On one side of the tree, an enormous branch rose up like a huge twisted arm, reaching into the dark sky. Between the branch and the trunk, I could just see the remains of a platform, and a jagged section of wall.
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