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          One
      
      
        stormy
        night,
        Bonnie
        and
        her
        mom
        were
        on
        a
        road
        trip.
      
    

    
      
        Bonnie’s
        toys
        were
        in
        the
        trunk
        of
        the
        car
        watching
        a
        scary
        movie.
      
    

    
      
        “Boring,”
        said
        Mr.
        Potato
        Head.
      
    

    
      
        But
        Mr.
        Pricklepants
        was
        a
        scary-movie
        expert.
        “Patience.
        All
        good
      
    

    
      
        horror
        films
        start
        slowly.”
      
    

    
      Then—BUMP!
      
      
        The
        car
        blew
        a
        tire
        and
        the
        toys
        went
        flying.
      
    

  



    
      
        All
        the
        toys
        were
        okay—except
        

        Jessie.
        She
        was
      
      
        trapPed
      
      
        in
        a
        

        toolbox!
      
    

    
      
        “We
        have
        to
        get
        her
        out!”
        said
        

        Woody.
        The
        toys
        quickly
        opened
        

        the
        toolbox
        and
        found
        Jessie
        inside,
        

        shaking
        with
      
      
        fear.
      
    

    
      
        “What’s
        the
        matter
        with
        Jessie?”
        

        whispered
        Trixie.
      
    

    
      
        “She
        was
        abandoned
        in
        a
        box
        for
        

        years,”
        explained
        Mr.
        Potato
        Head.
      
    

  














    
      
        The
        car
        rolled
        to
        a
        stop
        at
        a
        roadside
        motel.
      
    

    
      
        “One
        of
        the
        most
        common
        locales
        for
        a
        

      
      
        horror
      
      
        film,”
        said
        Mr.
        Pricklepants.
      
    

    
      
        Since
        it
        was
        too
        late
        for
        someone
        to
        come
        

        fix
        the
        tire,
        Bonnie
        and
        her
        mom
        checked
        in
        for
        

        the
        night
        and
        were
        soon
        fast
        asleep.
      
    

  



    
      
        Mr.
        Potato
        Head
        climbed
        out
        of
        

        the
        toy
        bag
        to
        explore.
      
    

    
      
        “The
        first
        to
        leave
        usually
        gets
        

        it,”
        warned
        Mr.
        Pricklepants.
        But
        he,
        

        Rex,
        and
        Trixie
        followed.
        Buzz
        and
        

        Woody
        went
        after
        them.
        Not
        wanting
        

        to
        be
        left
        alone,
        Jessie
        went,
        too.
      
    

  














    
      
        A
        few
        minutes
        later,
        Buzz
        and
        Woody
        had
        found
      
    

    
      
        everyone
        except
        Mr.
        Potato
        Head.
      
    

    
      
        “And
        so
        it
        begins,”
        said
        Mr.
        Pricklepants.
        “Maybe
        

        this
        place
        is
        haunted.”
      
    

    
      
        “Everyone
        knows
        ghosts
        aren’t
        real!”
        said
        Woody.
      
    

    
      
        “There
        has
        to
        be
        a
        rational
        explanation,”
        said
        Buzz.
      
    

  



    
      
        The
        toys
        began
        to
        search
        for
        Mr.
        Potato
        Head,
        

        and
        suddenly—
      
    

    
      
        “Ew!
      
      
        I
        stepped
        in
        something!”
        yelled
        Rex.
      
    

    
      
        Buzz
        dashed
        over
        to
        taste
        the
      
      
        slime. 
      

      “Disgusting,” he said.
    

    
      
        Meanwhile,
        Trixie
        had
        followed
        a
        slime
        trail
        to
        

        a
        vent—and
        she
        fell
        in!
      
    

    
      
        As
        the
        toys
        peered
        in
        after
        her,
        Mr.
        Pricklepants
        

        spoke
        up.
        “This
        would
        be
        the
        threshold.
        Every
        

        movie
        has
        one.
        Once
        the
        heroes
        enter,
        there’s
        no
        

        turning
        back.”
      
    

    
      
        Before
        the
        gang
        could
        lower
        themselves
        into
        

        the
        vent,
        a
        scared
        Rex
        came
        running
        and
        knocked
        

        them
        all
        in.
      
    

  














    
      
        The
        crawl
        space
        was
        dark
        and
        creepy.
        The
        toys
        heard
        a
        noise
        up
        ahead.
      
    

    
      
        “That
        way!”
        said
        Woody.
      
    

    
      
        As
        they
        walked
        through
        cobwebs,
        Mr.
        Pricklepants
        said,
        “This
        would
        be
        

        the
        part
        where
        the
        characters
        get
        separated,
        then
        picked
        off
        one
        by—”
      
    

    
      
        He
        was
        suddenly
        snatched
        into
        the
        shadows!
      
    

    
      
        Then
        Rex
        disappeared,
        too!
      
    

    
      
        Buzz,
        Woody,
        and
        Jessie
        ran
        away
        screaming!
      
    

  



    
      
        They
        soon
        hit
        a
      
      
        dead 
      
      
        end. 
      
      

      
        Something scurried past them. 
Buzz turned on his laser light.
      
    

  



    
      
        “It’s
        staring
        right
        at
        us,”
        

        said
        Jessie.
      
    

    
      
        “It’s
        Mr.
        Potato
        Head’s
        

        arm!”
        said
        Woody.
      
    

    
      
        They
        followed
        the
        arm
        

        up
        through
        another
        passage
        

        and
        down
        into
        a
        motel
        

        bathroom—where
        Buzz
        and
        

        Woody
        were
      
      
      	snatched!
      
    

  
















    
      
        Terrified,
        Jessie
        huddled
        in
        the
        bathroom.
        Suddenly,
        someone
        pulled
        her
        

        beneath
        the
        sink.
      
    

    
      
        “Quiet,
        soldier.
        You’ll
        lead
        them
        right
        to
        us!”
        said
        an
        army
        toy
        missing
        one
        

        hand.
        He
        had
        been
        living
        the
        life
        of
        a
        fugitive.
        “Combat
        Carl’s
        seen
        things,
        

        horrible
        things,”
        he
        continued.
      
    

    
      
        “Are
        you
        Combat
        Carl?”
        asked
        Jessie.
        She
        didn’t
        see
        anyone
        else
        around.
      
    

    
      
        Just
        then,
        growling
        came
        from
        above.
        “We’ve
        got
        to
        move,”
        said
        Combat
        Carl.
      
    

    
      
        “What?
        No!”
        said
        Jessie.
        As
        she
        tried
        to
        catch
        up,
        Combat
        Carl
        was
        

        dragged
        away
        by
        a
        mysterious
        creature!
      
    

  



    
      
        Jessie
        hid
        in
        the
        bathtub.
        She
        

        heard
        something
        panting
        and
      
    

    
      
          snarling.  
      
      
      	Then 
        the 
        creature 

        clawed 
        through 
        the 
        shower 
        curtain!
    
    

    
      
        It
        was
        a
        large
        green
        iguana,
        and
        

        it
        gave
        Jessie
        a
        slimy
        lick.
      
      
        Yuck!
      
    

    
      
        Grabbing
        Jessie
        in
        its
        jaws,
        the
        

        iguana
        carried
        her
        to
        the
        motel
        

        manager’s
        office.
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