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			JUNE 28, 1984

			Somewhere, far away from Hawkins, an experiment was taking place deep underground.

			At this depth, the men working were required to wear bulky gas masks and protective suits—this was for their safety. There was no telling what the enormous machine in the center of the room would do once it was powered on.

			It looked like a cross between a laser cannon and a jet engine.
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			While the masked techs kept working to prime it for ignition, prying eyes kept watch on the scene from a safe distance, high up in an observation room. Scientists supervised the procedure from here, while soldiers supervised the scientists. The mood was tense. Those in white lab coats were sweating.

			Today’s experiment was a test—one Dr. Alexei knew they could not fail.

			Standing beside Alexei was the lead scientist on the experiment. Unlike Alexei, he was a nervous man. His hands shook as he opened a case, revealing something hidden inside. Two tiny objects that would bring this momentous machine to life.

			A pair of triangular keys.

			They were to be inserted into the console and turned at the exact same time. Alexei readied his key, waiting for his boss to follow suit. The men looked to each other and wordlessly nodded—years of intense work had all led up to this moment.

			They inserted the keys and turned…

			A deafening roar filled the main bunker as sparks ignited and the machine fired a white-hot bolt of energy through the wall to the other side, revealing a sliver of bloodred light pulsing with energy from another world. Black tendrils reached from their nest of shadows…into this world.

			The machine had awakened something.

			This sent a shiver down the nervous scientist’s spine. It wasn’t just him—Alexei felt the shaking, too. He looked down, noticing their coffee mugs were vibrating. The whole room was rumbling.

			The machine sputtered and smoked and—

			KABOOM!

			An explosive surge sent the technicians outside the observation room flying. Tendrils of energy from the blast fried their suits and melted their masks. Their bodies were reduced to piles of flaming rubble in an agonizing instant. Those in the observation room were fine.

			But not happy.

			The experiment had failed. The rift into the other world had vanished—almost like some greater force had closed it from beyond. All that was left now was a concrete wall.

			The soldiers and scientists went down to survey the aftermath, trying to make sense of it. The major general in charge touched the wall, disappointed.

			He signaled his second-in-command, Grigori, to grab Alexei’s boss by the throat. Grigori was a giant of a man, and he had no problem lifting the weak scientist off his feet with just one arm.

			Alexei watched in horror as his boss stopped breathing.

			The major general marched up and sneered new orders to Alexei…speaking to him in Russian. “You have one year.”

			Alexei understood. It was his experiment now. He was to get the machine up and running—to be the one to open the gate.

			Not merely for his own safety…

			But for the glory of the Soviet Union.
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				Chapter One

				SUZIE, DO YOU COPY?

			
			Mike Wheeler was having the best summer of his life. And it was all thanks to…

			Eleven.

			She may not have had permission to leave Hopper’s cabin, but Mike didn’t mind. Inside her bedroom, they felt like the only two people in Hawkins, Indiana. They’d turn the radio on, profess their love endlessly, and kiss the hours away until it was time for Mike to go home alone on his bike.

			When they were together, it felt like anything was possible. Like there were no rules.

			Except one.

			“Hey!” they heard a stern voice yell from the living room. “Three-inch minimum!”

			It was Chief Jim Hopper, and he was talking about the door to El’s room, which was cracked just enough to keep an eye on them.

			Hopper was about to barge in on them—right as El pushed the door closed with her mind.

			“Leave the door open three inches!” Hopper demanded. His lips pursed as he shook the knob and pounded the frame with his fist. “El, open the—”

			The door finally opened, revealing Mike and Eleven sitting apart from each other on the bed, reading magazines. It was all very innocent-looking.

			Hopper knew better.

			“What’s wrong?” Mike asked with a smile.

			Hopper turned bright red with anger.
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			“Did you see his face?” Mike laughed a few moments later.

			He had escaped Hopper’s wrath and was biking down the road with a walkie-talkie strapped to his handlebars. El’s voice came through the speaker, laughing along.

			“It was like a tomato!”

			“Yeah, a fat tomato!” Mike giggled.

			A moment later, El’s voice softened into that sweet, loving tone they used with each other when they were alone.

			“I wish I was still with you,” she said over the radio.

			“I know, me too,” Mike said. “But I’ll see you tomorrow, all right? First thing.”

			“Tomorrow,” El whispered back.

			He could still feel her kisses on his lips as he rode through the night, already counting the moments until they’d be together again. Luckily, he had a plan to pass the time. And a place.
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			The Starcourt Mall sign glowed in the night, beckoning people from miles around to a sparkling shopping paradise. Inside its slick, tiled walls were the nation’s hippest stores, a giant food court, and a multiplex showing the biggest new movies.

			Since opening, Starcourt had quickly become the place to be—and be seen—in town. Even at this late hour, the parking lot was overflowing.

			Mike pedaled through the crowd, spotting some familiar faces waiting at the bike rack: Will Byers, Lucas Sinclair, and Max Mayfield—three of his closest friends.

			“You’re late!” Lucas said. “Again!”

			“We’re gonna miss the opening,” Will insisted.

			“Yeah, if you guys keep whining about it,” Mike said, hurrying them into the mall. “Let’s go!”

			“Let me guess,” Lucas said, making kissy noises. “You were busy…?”

			“Real mature, Lucas.”

			Lucas didn’t stop there. He launched into a high-pitched impression of Mike. “Oh, El, I wish we could make out forever, and never hang out with any of our friends—”

			Max sighed. “Lucas, stop.”

			“Will thinks it’s funny,” Lucas pointed out.

			“Because it is,” Will said with a smirk.

			“Yeah, it’s so funny that I want to spend romantic time with my girlfriend,” Mike said, getting defensive. He tried to brush it off, but it was obvious his friends were feeling a little neglected lately.

			Mike was tired of feeling guilty about it, but he couldn’t worry about that now. The clock was ticking. He and his friends had planned to see a late movie together, and it was due to start any minute. None of them had tickets, of course.

			They weaved in and out of the shoppers on the escalators, heading down to the sweetest corner of the food court, Scoops Ahoy.

			Mike led the way and rang the bell repeatedly for service. A girl named Robin Buckley stood at the counter in a sailor hat, looking unimpressed.

			Without looking, she called out to her coworker, “Hey, dingus, your children are here!”

			The “dingus” was none other than Steve Harrington.

			The Hawkins High legend was working at Scoops Ahoy now, and he had the sailor hat to prove it. He stuck his head out a back room window and knew immediately what Mike and his “other children” wanted. It was the only reason they ever came to Scoops: to use the back room to sneak into the movie theater next door.

			Steve waved them through. But not without his usual dad-like warning first: “If anybody hears about this…”

			“We’re dead,” the kids said, finishing his sentence as they marched on to the theater—just in time to find the last few seats for Day of the Dead.

			It was a new zombie movie that promised to be terrifying.

			“See, Lucas?” Mike whispered. “We made it.”

			“We missed the previews,” Lucas hissed back.

			Will opened his backpack and passed out sodas and candy he’d smuggled from home. The movie had barely started when the image froze and everything went black.
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			All around the mall, lights went out. Shoppers groaned as the escalators came to a halt. It was a full-scale blackout, and it wasn’t just happening inside the Starcourt Mall. All of Hawkins was plunged into darkness as a power outage rippled across the town.

			Something was causing this. Something emanating from the shadows, blowing in on the night air that passed through powerlines, traveling out to an abandoned factory in the middle of nowhere.

			The sign in front of the factory said The Steelworks, though no one had done any work there for years. There was nothing under its rusty roof, just the dirt and abandoned scraps on the floor.

			The dirt began to swirl, like a storm was brewing inside the plant.

			The darkness itself was waking up.

			And then it was over.

			Miles away, Starcourt’s lights kicked back on, and shoppers shrugged off the inconvenience and went back to their ice cream.

			But Will felt it.

			Sitting in the theater, he felt the skin crawl on the back of his neck. The audience around him cheered as the movie flickered back up on the screen, but all Will could see were painful memories, playing out like his own personal horror movie.

			He saw glimpses of last Halloween…of the swirling tendrils reaching down from the sky…invading his body.

			The Mind Flayer.

			“Hey—” he suddenly heard Mike say, snapping him back into the moment. “You okay?”

			Will hid his fear. He didn’t want to tell his friend what was going through his head. How could he?

			“Yeah” was all he said. Then he turned his attention back to the zombie movie, which didn’t seem all that scary anymore.
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			The next morning, Dustin Henderson finally came back to Hawkins after weeks away at science camp. He’d done well on his own at Camp Know Where, making inventions as well as new friends, but he missed his old D&D party, and he was sure they missed him, too.

			If only he could get them on the line…

			While his mom drove home, Dustin anxiously fired up the old headset. “This is Gold Leader, returning to base. Do you copy? Over.”

			Dustin waited for a voice. Lucas, Mike, Will—any voice. But there was only static.

			He held the talk button down again, losing patience. “I repeat: this is Gold Leader, returning to base. Do you copy? Over…”

			More static rang in his headphones.

			“I REPEAT: THIS IS DAMN GOLD LEADER—”

			“Dusty!” his mom exclaimed.

			“WHAT?!”

			“Relax, for goodness’ sake.”

			Dustin sighed. “I’m in range. They should be answering.”

			“You’ve been away a whole month, honeybun,” his mom said, trying to reassure him. “Maybe they just…forgot?”

			Dustin stared out the window for a long moment. He’d been imagining this day over and over—his big homecoming.

			Had his friends truly forgotten about him?
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			Defeated, Dustin threw his bags down and trudged into his room. He’d been back in Hawkins for a half hour and the only friendly face there to greet him was his pet turtle, Yurtle.

			It poked its head out of its shell and watched him from the terrarium.

			“At least someone’s happy I’m home,” Dustin said, when another voice came out of nowhere.

			“I AM THE ATOMIC-POWERED ROBOT!” something declared from the closet.

			Startled, Dustin turned to see one of his toy robots walking on its own. Suddenly, another robot wheeled itself out. A wind-up monkey crashed its tiny cymbals on his desk. A mini tank zoomed across the room!

			More sounds and lights buzzed and glowed. Dustin stood back in shock.

			His toys were alive!

			He grabbed the only weapon he could find—a can of Steve’s favorite hair spray—and cautiously followed the toys as they marched to the kitchen.

			Dustin was so focused that he didn’t notice what was right under his nose: there were other people hiding in his house.

			Max, Lucas, Will, and Mike were crouched together behind a wall. They’d gathered there to surprise Dustin.

			Eleven was there, too. With her eyes closed and fresh blood trickling from her nose, deep in psychic concentration. She was the reason Dustin’s old toys were moving without batteries.

			“Now,” Mike whispered, signaling her to stop—which made the toys come to a sudden halt.

			Dustin paused, confused.

			As he bent down to investigate, the others saw their chance to sneak up on him. Lucas unfurled a homemade sign that read Welcome Home, Dustin! And everyone else readied their noisemakers.

			All at once, they blew their kazoos.

			Dustin shrieked. He spun around and opened fire, hitting Lucas right in the face with hair spray.

			It was a homecoming he’d never forget.
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			Meanwhile, Joyce Byers was getting a surprise visit of her own.

			Hopper dropped in on her unexpectedly while she was at work at Melvald’s General Store—not that it mattered. The store was hardly busy these days. Many local shops had closed since Starcourt Mall’s grand opening, making downtown Hawkins feel like a ghost town.

			This made Joyce feel a little like the last living soul on Main Street. She spent her days lowering prices on products that gathered dust. She missed the customers. Even the surly ones.

			“You busy?” Hopper asked, looking surly himself.

			Joyce could tell something was bothering him. “What now…?”

			Hopper gave her the play-by-play on his situation at home. He told Joyce the whole story—about how he and El were fighting, and how she’d slammed the door on him the night before. All because of Mike, he insisted.

			“He’s corrupting her, I’m telling you,” Hopper said, fuming. “I’m just gonna lose it, Joyce. I mean, I am gonna lose it!”

			Joyce could see he was at his wits’ end. He was a good cop, but he still had a lot to learn about being a dad. “Just take it down, Hopper.”

			“I need for them to break up.”

			“That is not your decision.”

			“They’re spending entirely too much time together,” Hopper said, now pacing the aisle in frustration.

			Joyce didn’t see what the big deal was. “I mean…they’re just kissing, right?”

			“Yeah, but it is constant. That is not normal! That is not healthy!”

			“You can’t just force them apart. They’re not little kids anymore, Hop. They’re teenagers,” Joyce said, trying to make him understand.

			They shared a knowing look, remembering that they, too, had been teenagers once.

			“If you order them around like a cop, then they’re gonna rebel,” Joyce reminded him, thinking of how her boys responded to direct commands.

			All Hopper knew was how to be a cop. “So what…I’m just supposed to let them do whatever they want?”

			“No, I didn’t say that…I think you should talk to them. Not yelling. Not ordering. But talk to them, you know, like a heart-to-heart.”

			A heart-to-heart?

			Hopper had never heard of such a thing. It sounded messy. Maybe she could talk to them…for him? She was great with kids!

			“It only works if it comes from you,” Joyce insisted.

			It was obvious Hopper didn’t have the first clue about how to be calm, let alone have a heart-to-heart.

			Joyce grabbed a pen and paper and wrote him some instructions.

			He might not have come to Melvald’s to buy something, but he would still leave a very happy customer.
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			Things had finally calmed down at the Henderson house.

			While Max helped Lucas rinse the hair spray out of his eyes, Dustin hung back in his bedroom to show off his latest inventions. First up was a handheld fan with a wind-up crank.

			“I call it the Forever Clock.” Dustin beamed. “Powered by wind. Very useful in the apocalypse.”

			He held for applause, but Will, Mike, and El seemed less than impressed.

			“Then I give you…the Slammer!” Dustin said, passing around an electric hammer. “Pretty neat, huh?”

			Eleven eyed the hammer suspiciously and just backed away.

			Sensing he was losing their interest, Dustin tossed it aside and brought out the main attraction. “But this…this is my masterpiece!”

			He tossed a bulky duffel bag onto the floor and unzipped it to reveal a tangle of motherboards and wires. To him, it looked like an inventor’s dream. To the untrained eye, it looked like a mess of robot guts.

			“I would like you to meet Cerebro.” Dustin grinned from ear to ear.

			Mike and the others exchanged glances. They didn’t share Dustin’s enthusiasm. “What exactly are we looking at here?”

			“An unassembled, one-of-a-kind, battery-operated radio tower.”

			Will kind of understood now. The AV Club had something similar. “So…it’s a ham radio?”

			“This baby carries a crystal-clear connection over vast distances,” Dustin explained, trying to sell them on how powerful it was. “I’m talking North Pole to South. I can talk to my girlfriend whenever and wherever I choose.”

			That got everyone’s attention. Dustin Henderson had a…

			“Girlfriend?!” the others said in unison.

			Dustin grinned even wider. He had been waiting for this moment. It was time to tell them all about Suzie.

			“Suzie with a z,” Dustin emphasized. “She’s from Utah.”

			Mike, Will, and El followed him out of his room, helping to haul some of Cerebro’s gear.

			“Girls go to science camp?” Will asked skeptically.

			“Suzie does. She’s a genius,” Dustin bragged.

			“Is she cute?” Mike asked.

			Dustin tried to put Suzie’s beauty into words. He compared her to the most gorgeous movie star in Hollywood—the girl from Gremlins they all had a crush on, Phoebe Cates. Dustin said Suzie looked just like her, “only hotter.”

			The others reacted with surprise as they passed Max and Lucas—who were still washing up in the kitchen. Max noticed all the radio gear. “What’s going on?”

			“Going to talk to Dustin’s girlfriend,” Will teased nonchalantly.

			That made Lucas pop his head out from the sink. “Girlfriend?!”

			He and Max ran to join the others. They had to see this to believe it!
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			A short while later, Hopper was rehearsing his “heart-to-heart” at Melvald’s. Joyce sat across from him on the counter, making sure he stuck to her script.

			Hopper huffed, struggling to remember her words.

			“I know…that you both care about each other very much,” he said, imagining he was speaking to Mike and El. Then he faltered. “This does not sound like me at all.”

			“Just keep going,” Joyce coached. “Come on.”

			“Which is why I think it’s important to establish these boundaries…moving forward…”

			Hopper’s eyes went down to the note again.

			“No looking,” Joyce said. “You got this.”

			Hopper gave up. “This isn’t gonna work. Maybe I’ll just kill Mike. I’m the chief of police. I could cover it up.”

			Joyce could tell he was joking. At least, she hoped he was.

			“You got this,” she said again, taking his hand. It was a friendly gesture, but one that made the chief’s face flush. Not from anger this time, but from another very strong emotion he couldn’t deny. Hopper was starting to have real feelings for Joyce. Their eyes met for a moment.

			“You wanna have dinner tonight?” Hopper asked. “You can give me some more pointers.”

			Joyce winced and shyly pulled her hand away. She wasn’t quite ready to start dating again. “I have plans.”

			Hopper knew it was an excuse, but that didn’t matter to him. He understood that Joyce needed time after losing Bob last year. And when she was ready, he’d be there. Waiting for her.

			Hopper held her in a tender gaze and smiled to himself. He finally knew what it felt like to have a heart-to-heart. A real one.

			And whether Joyce knew it or not, his heart was hers.
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			Dustin led the party into a field, excited to show off Cerebro’s capabilities.

			His friends didn’t share his enthusiasm. The steep hill they were climbing had no trees—and more importantly, no shade. The gear got heavier and their foreheads grew sweatier.

			“Aren’t we high enough?” Lucas asked.

			“Cerebro works best at a hundred meters,” Dustin insisted, trudging toward Weathertop, the highest point in Hawkins.

			Max shot him a look, urging him to come to his senses and turn around. “You know, I’m pretty sure people in Utah have telephones,” she said.

			“Yeah, but Suzie’s Mormon,” Dustin replied.

			Lucas’s eyes widened with surprise. “She doesn’t have electricity?!”

			“That’s the Amish,” Max corrected him, realizing Lucas had no idea what being Mormon meant.

			“What are Mormons?” Will asked.

			“Super-religious people,” Dustin explained. “They have electricity and cars and stuff, but…since I’m not Mormon, her parents would never approve.”

			The others understood now. Cerebro was the only way the couple could communicate secretly.

			“Hey, guys!” Mike suddenly piped up from the back. He held Eleven closer. They both looked tired. “This is fun and all, but—”

			“I have to go home,” El said.

			“But we’re almost there,” Dustin pleaded.

			“Curfew,” Mike said, eager to split off.

			“Good luck.” El smiled.

			And off Mike and Eleven went, wandering back the way they came. Almost like they were happy to be leaving. The group’s mood began to fade.

			“Curfew at four…?” Dustin asked with a look of disappointment.

			“They’re lying,” Lucas said.

			“It’s been like this all summer,” Will scoffed.

			“It’s romantic!” Max said.

			“It’s gross!”

			“I just got home!” Dustin exclaimed.

			Dustin turned, trying to shake off the sting of being abandoned by his friends. There was only one thing that could cheer him up now. “Onwards and upwards. Suzie awaits!”

			He resumed the hike uphill, and Lucas and Max begrudgingly followed, towing the gear.

			That left Will on his own for a moment…

			A moment that gave him a chill. Something was wrong.

			Will’s body was sensing danger even though his eyes were telling him a different story. He looked out across the field and saw…nothing.

			Will ignored the feeling and turned back to catch up with his friends, just missing several small shadows crossing behind him…

			Squeaking. Scurrying.

			Rats.
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			Miles away, those same rats joined a swarm of others. They ran together by the hundreds.

			Usually, the little rodents only moved this quickly and urgently for food. But this was different. They scurried over each other, emerging from the brush to sniff at the air—as if something was calling them…leading them…to the Steelworks.

			The rats all chittered inside the building’s rusty walls, racing down the stairs toward the basement. They surged through the darkness…

			Until the darkness tore through them in a wave.

			The rats cried out in pain. They toppled over onto their sides, suddenly weakened from some unseen force that tortured their furry little bodies. Their squeals turned to shrieks.

			The pain made the rats writhe on the floor, their whiskers vibrating. They squirmed in the dark until—

			KER-SPLAAAAAT!

			They burst into puddles of blood.

			All because it commanded them to.
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			“Made it!” Dustin triumphantly announced as they reached the peak of Weathertop.

			The news should have come as a relief to the party, but it didn’t. Max, Will, and Lucas were all drenched in sweat and missing the air-conditioned indoors.

			“Only took five hours!” Max smirked.

			“Why couldn’t we just play D&D?” Will groaned.

			“I’m so thirsty,” Lucas said, flipping their thermos upside down over his open mouth for a sip. And another. And another!

			Max stopped him on the last gulp. “Did you seriously just drink the rest of our water?”

			Lucas’s eyes went wide with realization. He paused and spat a mouthful back into the thermos. Just for her. Max walked away with a look of disgust.

			Over the next hour, they wordlessly worked together to build Cerebro. Rods were connected, batteries were plugged in, and wires were coiled—all under Dustin’s supervision. When they were done, a fifteen-foot radio tower had been raised into the sky.

			This was Cerebro, ready to transmit and receive.

			Dustin was beaming with pride over his creation, looking at it like it was the greatest scientific invention in the history of humankind. “Impressive, right?”

			The others were too exhausted to answer.

			Dustin ignored them, knowing they’d be blown away by what was about to happen. With the click of a button, they’d see just how powerful his Cerebro could be.

			“Ready to meet my love…?” Dustin asked, switching on the receiver. “Suzie, this is Dustin. Do you copy? Over.”

			The others waited to hear the voice of the mystery girl they’d hiked for. But all that came back over the radio was static.

			“One sec,” Dustin nervously said to the group. He held down the talk button again. “Suzie…this is Dustin. Do you copy? Over.”

			More static sliced back over the airwaves. The air was thick with silence.

			Max, Lucas, and Will shared an annoyed look. Dustin could see that their patience was wearing thin. They were beginning to doubt that this “Suzie” was real.

			“I’m sure she’s there,” he assured them. “It’s just…maybe she’s busy? It’s around dinnertime…”

			“Mmm-hmm.” Lucas nodded, not believing a word.

			Dustin tried the receiver again. “Suzie, do you copy?…This is Dustin. Over.”

			Again, the same silence.

			“Suzie, do you copy? This is Dustin. Over.”

			The others got comfortable under the setting sun. They were going to be here awhile…

			“Suzie…do you copy?…This is Dustin…Over…”
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			Nancy Wheeler hadn’t seen a sunset since she’d started her job at the Hawkins Post. Her days were long and consisted of doing work no one else wanted to do: picking up lunch orders, answering phones, and staying late to clean up the office.

			Nancy put on a brave face, but it was getting harder and harder to come to work. Becoming a reporter was her dream, but with the way she was treated around here, it felt more like a nightmare.

			They wouldn’t let her do any actual reporting, or writing. Her ideas for stories were always being shot down. The other staffers made fun of her, nicknaming her Nancy Drew for her youth and her eagerness to investigate every little thing.

			She’d try to talk to them and they’d laugh in her face. No one took Nancy seriously.

			She swallowed her pride and was cleaning the conference room when the tip phone suddenly rang.

			“Hawkins Post,” Nancy answered. She half expected it to be a crank call, but what she heard on the other end of the phone was no laughing matter.

			Nancy grabbed a pen and paper. “I’m sorry, can you repeat that?”

			Nancy’s hand danced across the page, jotting down everything the nervous old woman on the phone told her: DORIS DRISCOLL…4819 CORNWALLIS RD…DISEASE…RATS.

			Nancy hung up the phone, determined for the first time in a long time. This wasn’t just a scoop—it was the chance to finally prove herself.
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			Mike and Eleven kissed in her room. With the music blaring and their lips touching, hours flew by like seconds. They hadn’t even heard Hopper come home.

			But he’d been there, in the next room, nervously working up the courage to talk to them, rehearsing Joyce’s script. “That’s why it’s important…to establish these boundaries moving forward…so that we can create an environment where you feel comfortable, and trusted, and open—”

			Hopper checked his notes. “To share our feelings,” he read aloud with a sigh. He’d reached the end of the script. It was time to face the kids.

			He hadn’t been this nervous in years.

			Hopper took a deep breath and finally knocked on El’s door. “Can I talk to you guys a minute?”

			Suddenly, the door opened on its own. Mike and Eleven were seated on the bed with sour faces. Hopper was clearly interrupting something, and they wanted him to know it.

			Hopper awkwardly found a seat and switched off the boom box. The floor was his. He tried to remember Joyce’s exact words—but his mind went blank.

			He could feel the kids impatiently staring at him, waiting for him to say something. Anything. But all that came out was…

			“What I, uh…” he mumbled, “needed to say to you…”

			“Uh-oh,” Mike interrupted with a smirk. “I think we’re in trouble.”

			This made El all giggly. Mike snorted a laugh.

			“No,” Hopper quickly said. “Nobody’s in trouble. I just, uh—”

			Mike whispered something in El’s ear, making her giggle even harder. Hopper couldn’t hear what he said. He started to panic. He could feel his temper rising.

			If Mike wanted to play games, he’d play games, too.

			“You know what?” Hopper said, altering his strategy. He decided to use his own words for a change. “Your mom called. She needs you home right away.”

			Mike’s smile faded. “Is everything okay…?”

			“No, I don’t think so. It’s your…grandma.”

			Mike wasn’t giggling now. “Is she dead?!”

			“No,” Hopper coldly replied. He led the boy outside to his police truck.

			“Did she fall again?”

			“No.”

			“Then I don’t understand. What’s wrong with Nana?!”

			Hopper waited until they were both in the truck. As soon as the doors shut, he exploded. “Nothing! There’s nothing wrong with Nana!” He finally came out with it. “But…there’s something very wrong with this thing between you and El.”

			Mike reached for the door
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Adapted by Matthew J. Gilbert

Based on the television series Stranger Things, created by The Duffer Brothers.

Based on the episodes “Suzie, Do You Copy?” and “The Mall Rats,” written by The Duffer
Brothers; “The Case of the Missing Lifeguard,” written by William Bridges; “The Sauna Test,”
written by Kate Trefry; “The Flayed,” written by Paul Dichter; “E Pluribus Unum,” written by

Curtis Gwinn; “The Bite” and “The Battle of Starcourt,” written by The Duffer Brothers.
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