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My name is A.J. and I hate ghosts.

Ghosts are creepy! They’re always following you around, pestering you, and haunting your house. They like to make scary noises in the middle of the night to freak people out. I guess they have nothing better to do with their time.

When I drop dead someday, I’m not going to bother people or scare them by making noises in the middle of the night. I’m just going to sit around playing video games. That would be a great life. I mean, death.

When I was a little kid, I was sure there was a ghost living in my bedroom closet. I couldn’t sleep at night. So my parents took out the vacuum cleaner and sucked up the ghost. It was like Ghostbusters! But I never go into my closet anymore. And I’m never going to use the vacuum cleaner, because there’s a ghost inside it.

Just kidding! I’m a big guy now, and I don’t believe in ghosts anymore. I don’t know why I started talking about ghosts in the first place. There won’t be anything else in this book about ghosts. I promise.

What I really want to talk about is the summer. Summer is going to be here soon, and it’s my favorite time of the year. Why? Because we don’t have to go to school in the summer, of course.

Think about it—three whole months with no school! That’s about ninety days. I worked it out on a calculator. Ninety days is 2,160 hours; 2,160 hours is 129,600 minutes; 129,600 minutes is 7,776,000 seconds—more than seven million seconds! That’s a lot of time! And I’m not going to waste any of those seconds.

Summer is still a few months away, but I believe in advance planning. So here’s my plan for this coming summer. I wrote it down so I wouldn’t forget. . . .

Go swimming.

Eat ice cream.*

Play ball.

Lie in the grass.

Go to the beach.
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Catch fireflies.

Watch TV.

Play video games.

Throw Frisbees.

Have water balloon fights.

Play Ping-Pong.

Peel off my sunburned skin.

Eat more ice cream.

Hang out with my friends Ryan, Michael, Neil, and Alexia.

Eat candy.
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Sleep late and stay up late.

Eat even more ice cream.

That’s what makes a great summer.

I also made a list of stuff I won’t be doing this summer. . . .

No teachers.

No books or book reports.

No homework.

No reading.

No writing.

No math.

No social studies.

No assemblies.

No lining up in single file.

No Word of the Day.
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No cafeteria food.

No report cards.

No rules.

No learning stuff.

No Andrea and no Emily.

No weird grown-ups.

Summer is like three months of recess! Just thinking about the summer coming makes me feel happy. This is sure to be the greatest summer of my life. And I’ll only have to wait a few months for it to start.

I put on my Superman pajamas and climbed into bed thinking about the great summer ahead. I lay on my back and clasped my hands behind my head, which is what you do when you’re feeling happy. Nobody knows why. Life was good. As I dozed off to sleep, I was thinking about the fantastic summer I was going to have.

That’s when the weirdest thing in the history of the world happened.

I’m not going to tell you what it was.

Okay, okay, I’ll tell you. But you have to read the next chapter. So nah-nah-nah boo-boo on you.
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I was fast asleep, which makes no sense at all because you can’t be slow asleep, can you? You don’t sleep slow or fast. You just sleep at one speed.

There was an empty silence. I opened my eyes. It was dark and spooky outside my bedroom window. I heard the sound of rattling chains. And then, suddenly, there was a light shining through the fog outside. It was a flashlight, I think. That’s when the window opened, all by itself.

And then . . . somebody climbed into my bedroom!

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh!” I screamed.

It was a boy. He was wearing white underwear and no pants. That was weird. But everything about him was weird. He was weighted down by heavy chains. I saw it with my own eyes!* You should have been there!

My eyes had to adjust to the light. It was hard to see. Finally, I figured out who the boy was. It was my friend Billy, who lives around the corner!
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“I am the Underwearwolf!” Billy announced. And then he let out an eerie cackling laugh that totally freaked me out. I was trembling with fear. I thought I was gonna die!

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh!”

I remembered that Billy dressed up for Halloween last year as the Underwearwolf. He’s basically a werewolf who wears underwear, so he has the perfect name. Billy is weird.

I was sure my mom and dad were going to come running into my room to find out what was going on. But they didn’t. I guess they didn’t hear anything.

“Billy, you scared me!” I told him. “What are you doing here? It’s the middle of the night. Shouldn’t you be home, asleep?”

“I come with a warning, A.J.,” Billy said in a spooky voice. “You have been a bad boy. A very bad boy.”

“Wait,” I said. “You just broke into my house in the middle of the night dressed up like a monster, and I’ve been a bad boy?”

“That’s right,” Billy replied.

“What did I do?” I asked.

“I’m not going to tell you,” Billy replied. “But you will be haunted by spirits who will come to visit you. You must listen to them, or else.”

“Or else what?” I asked.

“You’ll find out,” he replied mysteriously.

“Oh, come on,” I told Billy. “That’s just crazy.”

It was. And to prove it, Billy let out another eerie cackling laugh that sent shivers down my spine. You know somebody’s crazy when they let out an eerie cackling laugh for no reason.

“You must believe me, A.J.,” Billy said. “The spirits are coming.”

“When?” I asked. “When will they be here?”

“Very soon,” he replied. “The first one will come . . . in the next chapter!”

“That will be on the next page!” I shouted.

Suddenly the weirdest thing in the history of the world happened. Billy jumped out the window! He made another eerie cackling laugh on his way down.

That was it. He was gone.

I guess it was just a bad dream.
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I went back to sleep, thinking that was the end of it. Everybody has a bad dream now and then, right? No big deal. It happens every day.

I was sleeping soundly. I’m not sure if that means I was making a lot of sound or if I wasn’t making any sound at all. Anyway, after an hour or two, I heard the clock strike ten. That was weird, because I don’t have a clock in my bedroom.

I opened my eyes. The window was closed, but I felt the presence of somebody . . . or something . . . in my room. And then there was this spooky voice. . . .

“A.J. . . . A.J. . . . A.J. . . .”

My name echoed off the walls. Maybe it was my imagination. It could have been a hallucination. Or a dramatization. I’m not sure, because there was very little illumination. My name is an abbreviation. There should have been some elaboration. Or amplification. It was very poor communication. That was my evaluation. For me, it was a humiliation. I just hoped it wasn’t an assassination. I should conduct an investigation.

Sorry, I got carried away.*

And then, suddenly, I noticed a fuzzy-looking figure hovering over my bed.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh!”

It was a ghost!

Okay, okay. I know I said there would be nothing else about ghosts in this book. But what was I supposed to do? It was out of my control! The ghost just showed up in my bedroom. You’ve gotta believe me!

I could see right through the ghost floating in the air. It started forming into the shape of a person. He was a man. A bald man. His head was glowing like a lightbulb. Actually, he looked a lot like my principal at school, Mr. Klutz. But why would Mr. Klutz be floating over my bed in the middle of the night?

I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. I had to think fast.

“Who are y-you?” I asked in a trembling voice.

“I am the ghost of summers past,” he replied, “Your past, A.J.”

“Oh, yeah?” I said. “I don’t believe in ghosts.”

“Well, we believe in you,” the ghost replied.

“You look a lot like the principal at my school, Mr. Klutz,” I told the ghost.

“I bet you say that about all the handsome bald-headed ghosts who hover over your bed in the middle of the night,” said the ghost of Mr. Klutz.
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“Are you one of those spirits that my friend Billy said was going to visit me?” I asked.

“You got that right,” replied the ghost of Mr. Klutz.

“What are you doing here?” I asked him. “What do you want with me? I’m trying to sleep. This is a school night, you know.”

The ghost of Mr. Klutz held up his hand and made a victory peace sign with his fingers, which means “shut up.”

“Come,” he said, holding out his floating hand. “Follow me
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