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WARNING!

This book is scary. Duh! Of course it’s scary. It says “Fright Night” right on the cover. That should have been a clue. If you don’t like scary stories, don’t read this book! Why did you even open it?

Well, it’s too late now. What’s done is done.

Be brave. Turn the page.
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1 Sleepovers Are Terrifying
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My name is A.J., and I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking about zombies, werewolves, vampires, and monsters. I know, because that’s what I’m thinking about. That’s what I’m always thinking about.

Every year, the fourth grade at Ella Mentry School has a sleepover on the playground. Why? Beats me. Why would anybody want to sleep outside? There’s rain out there! And bugs! And squirrels and other wild animals. And of course, there are zombies, werewolves, vampires, and monsters.

If you ask me, sleeping outside makes no sense at all. Didn’t they invent walls and ceilings so people wouldn’t have to sleep outdoors? Even cavemen didn’t sleep outside. They slept in caves! That’s why they’re called cavemen. And cavewomen too. Don’t forget them. They didn’t sleep outside either.

Well, it doesn’t matter what I think. The school has this ridorkulous fourth-grade sleepover every year. It’s the law.

After dinner, my parents dropped me off at school with my sleeping bag. When I got to the playground, my friends were already there. Our teacher, Miss Banks, and the music teacher, Uncle Fred, were the chaperones.* And if you don’t know what a chaperone is, it’s a grown-up who goes places with you to make sure you don’t do anything dumb that will land you in jail.

Uncle Fred was about to light the campfire.

“Just breathe in that fresh air!” he said, taking a deep breath. “Isn’t it wonderful?”

“Yes!” said Miss Banks. “No cell phones! No TV! No internet. No video games!”

No fun I thought to myself.

“Isn’t this great, kids?” Uncle Fred asked as he lit the fire.

“YES!” shouted all the girls.

“NO!” shouted all the boys.

Ugh. I thought I was gonna die. This was going to be the worst night of my life.

That is, until Miss Banks took out a bag of marshmallows. I love marshmallows. And you know me. I don’t use the L word unless I really L something.

Uncle Fred gave each of us a long stick. I put a marshmallow on the end and stuck my stick into the fire. The marshmallow ignited in a big fireball. It was cool. Then I ate the marshmallow. Yum! The burnt part makes it crunchy.
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Andrea Young, this annoying girl with curly brown hair, put her marshmallow at the edge of the fire and slowly turned her stick until the marshmallow was perfectly browned all the way around. It took forever. What is Andrea’s problem? She totally doesn’t know how to toast a marshmallow.

After eating a million hundred marshmallows, I thought my stomach was going to explode. It was the greatest night of my life.




2 Uncle Fred Sings a Song

When we finished the marshmallows, we put our sleeping bags in a circle around the fire. It was starting to get dark. We lay on our backs so we could look up at the sky. It was filled with stars. I had never seen so many before.

“There are more than five thousand planets in our galaxy,” marveled Miss Banks. “Maybe there’s life out there.”
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“Yes, Earth probably isn’t the only planet that has life on it,” agreed Uncle Fred.

“That means there are aliens up there,” said Neil, who we call the nude kid even though he wears clothes.

“Maybe aliens will come and visit us someday,” said Alexia, this girl who rides a skateboard all the time.

“Maybe they already visited us,” said Ryan, who will eat anything, even stuff that isn’t food. “Maybe they’re here right now.”

“Maybe some of us are aliens . . . in disguise,” said Michael, who never ties his shoes.

“I’m scared,” said Emily, Andrea’s crybaby friend who’s scared of everything.

“Maybe the aliens are going to come and eat us,” I added, trying to be helpful.

“I think we need to lighten things up a little,” said Miss Banks. “Uncle Fred, will you lead us in a song?”

“Sure,” he said, picking up his guitar. “How about ‘This Land Is Your Land’?”

“Bor-ring,” said Ryan.

“How about ‘Home on the Range’?” asked Uncle Fred.

“Not that!” said Michael.

“‘My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean’?” asked Uncle Fred.

“I can’t stand that song,” said Alexia.

“‘On Top of Spaghetti’?” asked Uncle Fred.

“Do we have to?” said Neil.

“‘Do Your Ears Hang Low?’” asked Uncle Fred.
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“I’ve heard that a million hundred times,” I said.

“How about ‘Baby Shark’?” asked Uncle Fred.

“NO!” everybody shouted. “Anything but that!”

“Okay,” said Uncle Fred, “then I’ll play a little ditty I wrote myself. It’s a song about my late friend Ed.”

“Your friend was late all the time?” I asked.

“No, dumbhead!” said Andrea. “The word ‘late’ means his friend died.”

Late means dead? That makes no sense at all. Why don’t they just say dead? Of course, if somebody is dead, they’re probably going to be late too. It’s hard to stay on schedule when you’re dead.

I was going to say something mean to Andrea because she called me a dumbhead, but Uncle Fred started strumming his guitar.

“This song is called ‘My Friend Ed,’” said Uncle Fred. “You sing it to the tune of ‘Taps.’”

My friend Ed

bumped his head.

Went to bed

on a red bedspread,

and now Ed’s dead . . .

“That song is scary,” said Emily.

“It’s a true story,” said Uncle Fred. Then he stopped playing his guitar and just started rapping . . .

Ed, so he said, was about to wed a redhead

Down by the shed at the riverbed

But instead, he fled on a sled

He ate some corn bread, so he was well fed

He bumped his head on a showerhead.

“Ed sounds like a bonehead,” I said.

“Or a blockhead,” said Michael.

“Or an airhead,” said Alexia.

“Or a sorehead,” said Ryan.

“What happened after that, Uncle Fred?” I asked.

Ed got a swelled head

He was led to his homestead

on a bobsled.

He turned on his infrared waterbed.

But he was brain-dead.

So he never became a newlywed.

That goes unsaid.

That song was sad and weird.




3 Miss Banks: “The Story of Old Man Shivers”

After Uncle Fred finished his song, we all clapped. You should always clap when somebody finishes a song, no matter how bad it was. Nobody knows why. Uncle Fred put down his guitar and added a log on the fire.

“Do you know what would be fun?” Miss Banks said as the flames flickered and popped. “We should tell scary stories.”

“Yeah!” we all agreed.

“Scary stories are scary,” whimpered Emily.*

“I’ll start,” said Miss Banks, ignoring Emily.

She put a flashlight under her chin and pointed it up so there were creepy shadows on her face. Then she lowered her voice to a whisper. We all leaned forward so we could hear.

“It was a dark and stormy night,” Miss Banks said. “Old Man Shivers finished his dinner and went out to his garage.”
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I knew it was going to be a scary story because dark, stormy nights are scary, and so are garages. Nobody knows why. Miss Banks continued . . .

Old Man Shivers slowly opened his garage door. And do you know what he saw in there?

“A zombie?” asked Alexia.

“No,” said Miss Banks.

“A werewolf?” asked Neil.

“No.”

“A vampire?” asked Ryan.

“No.”

“A monster?” asked Michael.

“No.”

“A severed head?” asked Emily.

We all looked at Emily.

“No,” said Miss Banks. “Old Man Shivers saw a car. It was a garage. He kept his car in the garage.”

Oh. That made sense.

“What’s scary about a car in a garage?” asked Andrea.

“Well,” said Miss Banks, “there was something in the trunk of the car.”

“A dead body?” asked Ryan.

“No,” said Miss Banks.

“A face with no eyeballs?” asked Neil.

“No.”

“A severed head?” asked Emily.

“No,” said Miss Banks. “In the trunk of the car was . . . a spare tire. It was the trunk. That’s where you keep the spare tire.”

Oh. That made sense.
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“What’s scary about a spare tire in the trunk of a car in a garage?” Andrea asked.

“Well,” said Miss Banks, “there was something stuck to the spare tire.”

“Blood?” asked Michael.

“No,” said Miss Banks.

“A piece of somebody’s brain?” asked Alexia.

“No.”

“A dead animal?” I asked.

“No.”

“A severed head?” asked Emily.

“No,” said Miss Banks. “It was gum. Chewing gum.”

“Was the gum poisonous?” I asked. “Was it killer gum?”

“No,” said Miss Banks.

“Was there a razor blade hidden in it?” asked Andrea.

“No.”

“Did Old Man Shivers run over somebody who was chewing gum?” asked Emily. “And then dump the body in a shallow grave at the side of the road?”

“No!” said Miss Banks. “It was just plain old chewing gum.”

“So let me get this straight,” I said. “Old Man Shivers was just some regular guy who kept his car in his garage, and he had a spare tire in the trunk with gum stuck to it?”

“Exactly,” said Miss Banks. “That’s the story. The end.”

“BOOOOOOOOOOO!” we all booed.

“Why did you tell us that story?” asked Neil.

“Yeah, what’s scary about it?” asked Ryan.

“Nothing,” said Miss Banks. “I was just wondering if you wanted . . .”

Then she reached into her pocket and threw a bunch of pieces of gum up in the air.

“EEEEEEEEEK!” we all screamed.
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