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HAVE YOU HEARD THE STORIES ABOUT FEAR STREET?

There are places people tell stories about. Strange stories. Stories that can only be told in whispers. Stories of ghosts and other creatures. Stories that could never be true—but are.

Fear Street is one of those places.

Randy Clay has a story to tell you about Fear Street. A story about a hide-and-seek game she is forced to play with a ghost. Randy knows she has to win the game—or she will be the newest ghost on Fear Street.

Are you ready to hear Randy’s story?
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ONE

Randy! Randy!” My little sister, Baby, wiggled into my room. “Mom says she’s going to kill you.”

She giggled. She loves to see me get into trouble. Mostly because she’s always in trouble herself.

I ignored Baby and yelled down the stairs at my mother. “Stop bugging me, Mom! I’m coming!”

“You’re going to be late!” Mom yelled back.

“I know! I can’t help it!”

It was my first day at Shadyside Middle School. I didn’t want to be late. But I didn’t want to show up looking like a dork, either. I’d tried on everything in my closet. Nothing looked right. All my clothes looked babyish on me, which is the last thing I need.

I’m twelve, but people always think I’m younger.

I don’t see it, myself. I think I have a very mature face. I am small and wiry. But I’m not that small. I wasn’t even the smallest girl in the class at my old school.

Some people are so stupid. They don’t look at the facts.

I stared at myself in the mirror, tugging at the waist of my jeans. What did the kids in Shadyside wear, anyway? I had no clue. I’d only lived here for two days.

My family—me, Mom, Dad, and my insane little sister—just moved to Shadyside from Maine. We live on Fear Street.

It’s a weird name for a street, I think. Fear Street. Not exactly cheery.

Even Shadysiders seem to think the street name is weird. The day we moved in, I went to the post office with Mom, and the clerk gave us a funny look when Mom mentioned our address.

The clerk raised her eyebrows and said, “Fear Street, hmm?”

I thought the clerk was pretty weird herself. She stared at me really hard and then asked how old I was.

“Twelve,” I told her.

“Then you might be the one,” she commented.

My mom and I exchanged confused glances.

“The one what?” I couldn’t resist asking.

“You’ll find out soon enough—if you aren’t careful,” she answered mysteriously. “June tenth is right around the corner. You’ve moved to town at the perfect time.”

Yeah, right, I thought. It’s great starting a new school at the end of the year. I had to finish the last month of sixth grade in a new school with a bunch of kids I didn’t know.

And who didn’t know me. And who’ll take one look at me today, I thought, and decide right then and there if I’m cool or not.

I yanked off my jeans and tried on my gray jumper again. I wasn’t sure it looked good with my brown hair. Mom stormed in.

“Randy, if you try on another stitch of clothing, I’ll scream. You’re wearing that jumper, and that’s final.”

“Tell her, Mom,” Baby said.

I made a face at Baby. She made one back at me.

“Girls!” Mom snapped.

Mom could be tough when she wanted to be. The jumper would have to do. I grabbed my backpack and raced out of the house.

Baby screeched after me, “You’re going to be late! You’re going to be late! Ha ha ha ha ha!”

Anybody want to adopt a seven-year-old girl?

I hurried down Fear Street and around the corner to Park Drive. When I got to Hawthorne, I started running.

Shadyside Middle School loomed ahead. The front doors were closed, and the school yard stood empty. I was definitely late.

Something about the sight of that empty school yard made my stomach flip over. Nervous, I guess. I ran up the steps and tugged on the door.

Locked!

I panicked. Locked out on my first day! Please don’t let this be true.

I yanked on the door again. It didn’t budge.

I almost burst into tears. What was I going to do?

I told myself to calm down. It can’t be locked, I said to myself. They wouldn’t lock all the kids inside the school, right? No, they wouldn’t.

It helps to think things through like that. Sometimes I get kind of panicky, you know. Carried away by my imagination.

But I also have a sensible side. I can look at the facts. It helps keep my imagination from taking over.

I gave the door one last pull—and this time it flew open. My sensible side was right, I thought. As usual. The door sticks. No reason to get upset.

My footsteps echoed as I stepped into a long, empty hallway. I shifted my backpack and nervously twirled my hair around a finger. I was supposed to report to the principal’s office. But I had no idea where it was.

I passed row after row of classroom doors, all closed. Through the doors I heard teachers’ voices and the shuffling of chairs. It made the silence of the hallway seem lonelier.

I hope I won’t get into trouble for being late, I thought nervously. They wouldn’t punish a kid on her first day, would they?

I passed a big bulletin board stuck to one wall. It was covered with announcements and end-of-the year awards. In one corner someone had tacked a large calendar. It showed the months of May and June, with all the dates x-ed out up to that day, May twenty-second. One date had been circled in red felt-tip—Saturday, June tenth.

I wondered if there was a big game that day. Something about the tenth of June felt familiar. I’d heard something about it somewhere, I knew. The creepy woman in the post office, I remembered. She’d mentioned that date.

Then I noticed a scrawl at the top of the calendar: 18 MORE DAYS UNTIL PETE’S BIRTHDAY. The number was removable so it could be changed as time passed.

Wow, I thought. I wonder who Pete is. He must be pretty popular if the whole school is looking forward to his birthday.

I tore my eyes away from the bulletin board and turned a corner.

“Oh!” I gasped, stopping short. My feet slipped a little on the shiny floor.

A boy staggered toward me. But not a normal boy.

He stumbled forward, clutching his head. His face looked odd—greenish. He must be sick, I thought.

“What’s the matter?” I asked. “What happened?”

He moaned in pain. “Help,” he croaked. He reached out with bloody hands. Deep red blood oozed from a hideous gash in his head.

I screamed as the boy lurched toward me.
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TWO

Help!” I cried.

I tried to run, but my feet felt glued to the floor.

The boy fell forward, his hands sticky with blood. I dodged him.

He slumped over, groaning. “My head… the pain…”

Feeling a little queasy, I bent over the boy. “Are—are you all right?” I asked.

What a stupid question. Blood trickled down his face. Anybody could see he wasn’t all right.

The boy groaned louder. A teacher opened her door and stuck her head into the hallway.

“What’s all the noise out here?” she demanded.

The bleeding boy suddenly straightened up. “Sorry, Ms. Munson,” he said.

He hurried away, looking strangely healthy.

Ms. Munson stared at me. “You—where are you supposed to be?”

“I—I’m new,” I stammered. “Where’s the principal’s office?”

The expression on her face softened a little. “Down this hall and to the right. Welcome to Shadyside!” She shut the door.

I started for the office. What happened to the bleeding boy? I wondered.

I heard a rustling noise, and a tall girl turned the corner and swished toward me. The girl wore a long green dress with a hoop skirt. Her brown hair was tucked under a white lace bonnet.

What a weird school, I thought.

The girl stopped. “Did you see a boy go by?” she asked me. “With blood coming out of his head?”

I nodded. “What happened to him?”

The girl laughed. “Nothing happened to him. It’s a costume. We’re in the school play, and Lucas plays a guy who gets killed.”

“Oh,” I said, relieved.

“We have dress rehearsal this morning,” the girl said. “I’ve got to run.” She paused. “Are you new? I’ve never seen you before.”

I smiled. “I’m Randy Clay. This is my first day.”

“Really?” the girl said. “So you’re new. You’re really new.”

“Yes,” I answered, confused. “I’m new.” What was the big deal?

“Wow, I’ve got to go,” the girl said. “I’m late. Nice meeting you, Randy. My name’s Sara Lewis. Hope I’ll see you later. Bye!”

She ran down the hall, her skirts floating behind her.

I trudged toward the principal’s office, shaking my head. What’s going on? I wondered. Why is everybody so strange?



I stood outside the door of my sixth-grade class and took a deep breath. I was about to meet the kids who would be my friends from now on—if they liked me. And if I liked them.

I pulled open the door and stepped inside. The teacher, a small young woman with short dark hair, turned away from the blackboard. She smiled at me.

“Miranda Clay?” the teacher asked.

I nodded. “Everybody calls me Randy.”

“I’m Ms. Hartman. Welcome. Why don’t you take that empty seat in the third row?”

As I started for the empty seat, a buzz arose in the room. The kids stared at me and whispered to one another.

I tried to tell myself not to feel weird about it. They’re just wondering who I am, I thought.

I sat next to a pretty girl with wavy blond hair. The girl stared at me, wide-eyed.

“Hi,” I said to her.

The girl’s eyes grew wider. She turned away from me and whispered to the red-haired girl next to her.

What is it? I wondered. Why are they whispering?

Maybe they’re not whispering about me, I thought. I’m probably being too sensitive.

“Let’s settle down,” Ms. Hartman called.

The whispering gradually stopped.

Ms. Hartman said to me, “You’ll be taking final exams during the last week of school. Have you ever taken a final exam before, Randy?”

I shook my head.

“Don’t worry. No one else in the sixth grade has, either. Right now we’re going over good ways to study and prepare. It’s best not to save it until the last minute….”

As the teacher spoke, I glanced around the room. The other kids didn’t seem to be paying much attention to Ms. Hartman’s study tips. Some of them were staring at me, or stealing glances at me out of the corners of their eyes. The two girls sitting next to me started whispering again.

At last a bell rang and we had recess. Most kids hurried outside. A couple of kids nodded to me and said hi.

“Do you play softball?” a girl asked me as we moved into the hall. She was big, with long dark hair in a braid down her back. A tall blond boy stood beside her.

“A little,” I answered.

“We want to set up a coed softball team to play over the summer,” the boy explained. He had an easy, friendly smile. I thought he was kind of cute.

“I’m Megan,” the girl added. “And this is David.”

“Hi,” I said.

“I’ll go to the gym and borrow a bat,” David said. “Maybe we can hit a few during recess.”

“Let’s wait for him outside,” Megan suggested. We stepped out into the bright sunlight.

A few feet ahead of me I noticed the blond girl—Laura—and her friend, Maggie. They turned around. Laura pointed at me.

I tried to ignore them, but it bothered me. What’s their problem? I wondered.

“I’ll be right back,” I told Megan. I hurried inside and ran to the girls’ bathroom.

Is something wrong with me? I thought. Have I got something stuck in my teeth? Is my hair sticking up?

I quickly checked myself out in the mirror.

I didn’t have a huge pimple on my nose, or big purple blotches on my cheeks, or a sign on my forehead saying, “Nut case.” Nothing like that.

Nothing to explain the way the two girls were behaving.

I hurried back outside. Megan had gathered a bunch of kids together for softball. Sara, the girl I met in the hall, was one of them.

David returned with a bat and ball. “Why don’t you play shortstop?” he suggested to me.

I always end up playing shortstop. Is there some rule that shortstops have to be short?

Anyway, I’m good at it from all the practice I get.

Laura and Maggie didn’t play softball. They stood on the sidelines and watched.



The next day I saw Sara standing by the big bulletin board in the hall. She had a pen in her hand and was reading a notice on the board.

“Hi,” I said. “What’s up?”

She smiled. “Hi, Randy.” She pointed at the notice she was reading. “I think I might sign up for this.”

The notice said: VOLUNTEERS NEEDED TO MAKE PETE’S BIRTHDAY CAKE. SIGN YOUR NAME HERE.

That guy Pete again. I couldn’t believe it. People were actually signing up to bake him a cake.

“What is this?” I asked Sara. “Who’s Pete?”

“Don’t you know?” Sara said. “Well—”

Suddenly I felt a presence behind me. Hot breath on my neck. I jumped and quickly turned around. Sara turned, too.

Laura stood there, reading over our shoulders. She’d crept up behind us so silently we didn’t notice her until we felt her breath on our necks.

She glanced at the sign-up sheet. She raised an eyebrow. Then she whispered something to me. It sounded more like a hiss than a whisper.

Could Laura really have said such a mean thing to me?

It sounded as if she’d whispered, “You better watch out!”
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