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  Introduction
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My name is John. John King. I’m the oldest kid in our family, which is great. It means I get to be the first to do all the things–lose teeth, go to school, music lessons, etc. I'm going to be a scientist when I grow up, or maybe an engineer or a chemist. I love math and science and would do experiments all day long if I could. My dad and I created Robo Ren – a robot that helps around the house. We took him to the National Science Expo and won second place. 
Tyson and Afton, the twins, are seven. Tyson wanted to be a ninja but recently changed his mind and now wants to be a firefighter. Afton wants to be a botanist and knows more about plants and flowers than most adults. Baby Alyvia is one, and she is loud, is always making a mess, and is completely adorable. 
Mom and Dad are photographers. Mom photographs families and community events while Dad focuses mostly on nature. He’s also an engineer, but he says that’s just to pay the bills. 
I would say we are your typical family: loud, fun, busy, and sometimes a little crazy. We may not be royalty, like our name suggests, but to us family is most important. That’s why Tyson, Afton, Alyvia and I will forever cherish and claim the title of The King Kids.






  
  Chapter 1


Feet are tapping, eyes watch the clock, and excited whispers can be heard around the room. It’s Wednesday. Wednesdays are early out at Redbridge Elementary School and we are ready. 
Beeeep! 
There it is, the electronic beep signaling our release from the school day. 
All of the students in my class rush forward to be the first out of the classroom. While they all head towards the busses and carpool line –my friend Chelsea and I head in the opposite direction towards the art classroom. 
When we get there, the classroom is empty. I find a desk, drop my backpack to the floor and sit down. Chelsea sits at the desk next to me. 
We’re talking about the book our teacher is reading to us in class when I hear a loud voice echo in the almost empty classroom. 
“Hey, John!” I look up and see my friend Craig walking toward me. Craig and I have the same piano teacher and have become friends at the various parties and recitals she hosts throughout the year. He’s a year older than me but we get along great.
“Hey man, you’re on the committee too?” Craig asks as he reaches out a fist. 
We fist bump and I answer, “Yes, I am. I’m glad they're letting fourth graders help this year.”
“This will be awesome,” Craig says, “I helped last year too.” 
He trails off as Mrs. Mills walks into the room. She wears her normal contagious smile and a great big black witches’ hat with purple fur lining the edges and fake spiders dangling down by her shoulders. 
Her earrings reach her shoulders too–big white smiling skeletons swish every time she turns her head.
[image: ]

“Hello volunteers! I am so glad you are here and willing to help with this year’s Redbridge Elementary School Haunted House!” A few kids cheer in response.
Mrs. Mills smiles and waves her hands for us to be quiet. “I’m so glad you are excited. What we need to do today is come up with a theme for the haunted house. As you know, this is a family event, which includes small children. So, we are able to make it spooky, but we want to avoid anything too scary.”
A boy in the back with his bangs in his eyes lets out a moan. “Aw, so no zombies?” 
We all laugh. Mrs. Mills shakes her head with a, “Heavens no!”
She grabs a marker and turns to the whiteboard behind her. She writes ‘haunted house ideas’ on the board and asks for ideas. We all sit quietly not wanting to be the first to suggest an idea until a girl in the back raises a trembling hand and says, “What about unicorns?”
“Unicorns aren’t spooky,” the boy with the bangs blurts out, crossing his arms across his chest.
Mrs. Mills writes unicorns on the board and says, “This is just the brainstorming part, all ideas get written down. In fact, just shout them out.” 
“Zombies!” “Bats!” “Witches, but cute ones!” “Dry ice!” “Count Dracula!” “Ancient Egypt!” 
The list on the board is nice and long when we finally run out of ideas.
“Okay, now that we have the ideas out let’s look at the board and narrow in on a theme. There are a lot of great ideas here.”
After we eliminate unicorns, Egypt, and clowns and a few others from the list we are left with: Bats, Dracula, and Witches. 
“Are we ready to vote and pick one of these three? Everyone put your heads down on your desk and we’ll take a vote. When she has us raise our heads again we look at the board and are surprised to see three check marks by bats, three by Dracula, and three by witches. A three-way tie. 
“I don’t think in all my years doing this that this has ever happened,” Mrs. Mills says looking at the board, “Let’s vote again.” Before we put our heads down again an idea strikes me and my hand shoots up into the air. 
“Yes, John?” Mrs. Mills asks, taken aback. 
“What if we do all three?” 
“Hmmm, tell me more,” she says.
“What if our haunted house is more of a spook alley, with three turns.” I come up to the board. “Can I use that marker?” 
She hands it to me and I draw a rectangle on the board. I add two lines to divide it into three sections. 
“If we set up the gym like this then we can enter here. I point to the board, wind through here, I draw a line through the doors and around the first wall. And then back this way and out into the lobby.” I look out at the students. They are all watching and nodding. This section could be bats.” I write ‘bats’ on the bottom section of the rectangle. “This could be witches…”
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“Nice ones!” the girl that recommended unicorns adds. 
“...and this last section could be Dracula’s castle.”
Craig raises his hand and says, "What if we switch the sections around so that you enter into Dracula’s castle, pass the witches, and bats are last?” 
Everyone murmurs and nods as I erase and relabel the sections of the haunted house. 
I snap the lid back onto the dry erase marker as Mrs. Mills says, “All in favor?” She raises her hand. I raise my hand and so does everyone else in the room. 
“Great!” she says, clapping her hands together. “Next let’s check the storage closet and see what we have to work with. I’ll email parents tonight about any donations we might need.”






  
  Chapter 2


Chelsea’s mom drops me off in front of my house. “Thanks for the ride,” I say, closing the car door behind me. 
I’m happy to see that the front door isn’t locked and I walk right in. 
It’s strangely quiet.
I’m thinking about seeing what Robo Ren is up to when a masked bandit jumps out at me with a loud, “Boo!”
“Ahhh!” I yell, my hand going to my heart as I jump back. I quickly try to cover my exclamation with a cough. “Tyson, what are you doing?!”
“Oh sorry, I thought you were Afton.”
[image: ]

“What? Why?” My heart is still beating hard from the scare when the door opens behind me. 
Afton walks in with our puppy, Daffy, on a leash. Mom comes in next carrying Baby Alyvia.
Afton takes one look at Tyson in his mask and me with my hand still over my heart and says with a sigh, “Tyson, stop. It’s not helping.”
“Helping what?” I say, completely confused by everything since walking through the front door a few minutes ago.
“Tyson thinks that if he gets me used to being scared I’ll go through the haunted house this year. But I won’t.”
I remember her refusing to go through last year. She has always had an aversion to loud noises and I’m pretty sure the music scared her.
“We’ll see about that,” Tyson says firmly. “It’s one of the best parts of Halloween. I don’t want you to miss out again.”
“Mom!” Afton says exasperated. She turns to Mom, who is kneeling down taking Alyvia’s coat and shoes off.
“That’s enough, you two. Tyson, go put that mask back in the Halloween box. Afton, why don’t you help me make the frosting for the cookies? John, you come too. I want to hear about your first planning meeting. Then we can decorate the cookies. I bought a new cookie cutter for the collection. A bat!” 






  
  Chapter 3


“That was a slow Thursday,” I say to Craig. We watch as Mrs. Mills pulls the last Halloween bin out of the storage closet. “ 
Maybe it just felt slow because I was looking forward to getting started on the haunted house.” He nods in agreement. 
The haunted house committee is gathered in the gym standing in a half circle around half a dozen Halloween bins.
“Alright, everyone gather around a bin and start digging in. If you find something that fits into our three categories pull it out and we’ll organize them into three piles. If it doesn’t really fit what we’re trying to do, just set it to the side and then put those items back in the bin after you’ve looked through everything.”
[image: ]
Craig and I gather around the bin closest to us. I pop the lid off. 
We’re greeted with a musty, dusty smell that can only come when something has sat in storage for a year.
Right on top is a smiling fuzzy orange pumpkin wreath. Craig and I glance at each other with matching skeptical expressions, and he sets it to the side.
Next is a set of ghost bookends. Both of these seem like good decorations for the library. Maybe I’ll suggest that to Mrs. Mills before we put it back in the bin.
The third thing we pull from the bin looks promising. It’s a three-foot-tall plastic witch, hunched over a cauldron. Next is a couple strings of black and orange lights.
“These might work for the Dracula part of the haunted house,” I say, setting them in the ‘keep’ pile next to the witch. 
A Frankenstein, two smiling ghosts, and a flashlight that needs new batteries join the pile to the side of the bin. 
Two bats, another string of lights, and some packages of unopened paint brushes join the ‘keep’ pile.
When everyone has finished going through their bins we bring all our ‘keep’ piles into the middle of the gym and start sorting them.
“Ok,” Mrs. Mills says, clapping her hands to get everyone’s attention, “now that we know what we are working with, go home and see if you have anything at your house we can use and bring it to school with you tomorrow.
Mr. Jenkins from the hardware store is donating paint, so we will be able to start designing and painting the walls of the haunted house-slash-spooky alley tomorrow.
“What else needs to be done?” she asks, holding her clipboard out in front of her, placing her pencil to it, and looking at us expectantly.
Chelsea raises her hand. “We need to cut out black bats.”
“We need to paint the walls,” another student says from the back.
“We should figure out how we want the witches organized–” 
“And hang the lights,” I add.
“Awesome. I’ll talk to Mr. Luthy about helping us paint tomorrow. I’ll talk to Mrs. Detwiler, our lovely computer teacher, about making
[image: ]
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