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Introduction

Here are the stories that inspired the TV show . . .



You know the time of day when the light grows dim, and shadows creep silently along the floor, and a whisper on the air brings a tingle to the back of your neck.

That’s the haunting hour.

That is the time when the scariest stories are told. And here they are—my scariest stories ever. You’ve seen many of them come to life on my TV series, R.L. Stine’s THE HAUNTING HOUR.

Now you can read the stories that inspired the show—and see all the horrors and frights in your own mind.

In “The Halloween Dance,” two boys are dying to have the scariest Halloween ever—and they get their wish! In “The Mummy’s Dream,” a boy comes too close to an ancient mummy—close enough to trade places. And . . . just how bad is “The Bad Baby-Sitter”?

Enjoy all the scares on the TV series. Then live the stories again in this book.

See you at THE HAUNTING HOUR, everyone!








The Halloween Dance
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INTRODUCTION

ILLUSTRATED BY JOE RIVERA

I always wanted to be very scary on Halloween. I wanted to be a ghost, or a mummy, or a skeleton. But my parents went shopping and brought home a duck costume.

It was white and feathery and had a fuzzy yellow tail. On Halloween night I was embarrassed to go out of the house.

I told my friends I was a vampire duck. But they didnt buy that story for a minute. They hooted and laughed and quacked at me all night. It was the worst Halloween of my life.

I remembered that dreadful night when I wrote this story.

Its about two boys who are dying to have the scariest Halloween ever. But they quickly change their minds when the thrills turn to chills.


I froze in dreadand listened to the words I hoped Id never hear. Well have our own Halloween party at home, Mom said. Wont that be nice?

I groaned. My little sister Madison cheered.

But my friends and I want to go out on Halloween! I protested.

Mark, you can invite all your friends here, Dad said. Itll be safer.

Safer? Who wants to be safe on Halloween?

Invite your whole class, Mom added, smoothing her hand through my hair, which I hated.

Madison cheered again. Can I invite my whole class too? she asked, jumping up and down like a monkey.

Of course, Mom said.

Oh, wonderful.

Were thirteen! I said. My friends dont want to hang out with a bunch of babyish eight-year-olds.

Mom and Dad were always making me do stuff with Madison. They made me take her to the petting zoo. They made me dress up as a clown for her birthday parties. Last Christmas they forced me to sit on Santas lap with her.

Stop complaining. Itll be a great party, Mom said. Well play a lot of fun games.

Maybe well rent a scary movie, Dad said. He looked at Madison. Not too scary, of course. Just a little scary.

Im going to be a little sick, I said.

Im doomed, I thought. My friends will never speak to me again. I will never live this party down. Im dead. Dead!

And I was right.

Actually, the party was worse than death.

Only eight or nine of my friends showed up. About thirty of Madisons friends came, and almost all of them were dressed as princesses!

My best friend, Jake, and I came as hideous ghouls from beyond the grave. Our skin was lumpy and green and decayed, and we had bleeding wounds and deep black scars covering us from head to foot.

I had an eyeball that dangled from its socket and a wad of sick yellow stuff hanging from my nose. Jake had a long brown knife handle sticking out of the back of his ripped, ragged shirt.

I tried to put on some rap music. But the princesses took over the CD player and danced together to wimpy boy-band music. My friends stood around the food table, looking bored.

Moms babyish games didnt help much. Pin the vine on the pumpkin? Whoa. Hot stuff.

Of course, none of my friends joined in. And then when Dad finally pulled out the scary video he had rented, I knew this had to be the worst Halloween party in the history of the world.

Guess what scary movie he picked. The Wizard of Oz.

Madison and her friends huddled around the living room to watch. I gave Jake a shove toward the front door. Come on, I whispered. Lets go.

He held back. Huh?

Lets get out of here, I said. I cant take it anymore.

We crept to the door, opened it quickly, and sneaked outside.

It was a cold, frosty night. The front lawn glowed like silver under the rising full moon. The bare trees swayed and creaked.

I watched my breath puff up in front of me. I straightened my ragged ghoul costume and led the way down the gravel driveway.

Where are we going? Jake asked, glancing back at the house.

Anywhere, I muttered. I dont care. I cant take that babyish party one more minute.


It was pretty disturbing, he said.

My house stands at the bottom of a steep hill. I pointed up the hill. Maybe there are trick-or-treaters up there, I said. Why dont we visit some houses and score some candy?

We started across the street. Ohh I let out a cryand stopped walkingas a blaring roar exploded in my ears and a white light dazzled me.

The brightest light I had ever seen. Bright and hot, as if the sun had dropped over me.

I raised my arm to shield my eyes. But I couldnt shut it out. My head throbbed in pain.

And then I was blinking in darkness again. The dangling rubber eyeball bounced in front of my face. My ears rang. I squinted at Jake.

He kept blinking too, trying to force away the pain of that strange light. Did you see that truck? he cried.

Itit almost hit us! I said. Man, it had to be going a hundred!

I thought we were dead meat, Jake said, shaking his head.

I turned and saw someone standing behind us. Another ghoul. A tall, thin kid with a gaping dark wound in the front of his T-shirt.

He had long, stringy hair with fat black bugs poking out of the tangles. One eye was covered with a slimy patch of green gunk.

Heyhi, I said, unable to hide my surprise. Neat costume.

Whats going on? the kid asked. He had a hoarse, whispery voice, as if he had a cold.

Weve been stuck in a boring party, Jake told him. We just escaped. You been trick-or-treating?

Not yet, the kid said. My name is Ray. I just got out too. He studied Jake and me for a moment. Want to go to a good party? I mean a really good party?


He didnt wait for us to answer. Limping on one leg, he led the way up the hill. His bug-filled hair blew behind him in the breeze. Humming to himself, he kept glancing back to make sure we were following.

We reached the top of the hill and turned toward the old graveyard on the corner. I was surprised to see no one on the street. No trick-or-treaters. No cars moving. A lot of the houses were already dark.

Where is this party? I asked.

Not far, Ray replied.

Jake and I followed him to the graveyard gate. Tall weeds peeked out between the broken pickets. Beyond the gate the ground sloped up. I could see the crooked rows of gravestones poking up like jagged teeth under the bright moonlight.

Isis the party in the graveyard? Jake asked.

It starts here, Ray replied mysteriously. He pulled open the gate and waved us in. My shoes sank into the marshy weeds. The air grew colder.

I shivered. I dont think were allowed in here, I said. Are you sure theres a party

Ray cut me off by raising a finger to his lips. Watch, he whispered. His eyes gazed straight ahead at the rows of pale gravestones.

Jake and I stared at the gravestones. I jumped when I heard a hiss. It was soft at first, like a whisper.

I lowered my eyes, searching for a cat. But didnt see one.

I heard another whisper across from us. Then more whispers from farther away. The whispers became a steady hiss, like steam escaping from a radiator.

I bumped Rays shoulder. Whats happening? I asked. Whats making that sound?


Again he raised his finger to his lips in reply and gazed straight ahead.

The hissing grew louder. It seemed to spread over the ground. And then slender wisps of cloud floated up. Like wriggling snakes, the pale-gray wisps of steam climbed up between the tilted gravestones. The tiny clouds floated low over the ground, then lifted into the air.

No! I let out a cry when I saw the first bony hand poke up from the ground.

I saw the fingers unfurl like spider legs. And then the palm of the hand slapped the hard dirt. Then another hand reached up beside it. The two hands pushed, pushed against the earth.

Unnnnnh. A low groan made me jump.

I gasped when the dirt caved in in front of a gravestone. As the ground split apart, a head poked up from underneath.

I saw tufts of black hair. Then a pale forehead. Then two empty eye sockets in a half-rotted face.

I tugged Jakes arm. Lets get out of here! I said.

But Jake gazed straight ahead, his eyes bulging, his mouth hanging open. II dont believe this, he whispered. The walking dead! M-Markjust like in the movies!

But its not a movie! I cried. I tried to tug Jake away. But he stood frozen, as if he were hypnotized.

A gravestone tilted and thudded to the ground. A bony woman, with large patches of skull showing through a wisp of gray hair, pulled herself up from her grave. She shook off the dirt, then threw her bald head back in a silent cry.

The graveyard was suddenly crowded now. Ghouls climbed up from their graves, groaning and stretching. Brushing away the dirt, smoothing back the patchy hair on their gray decaying scalps, they staggered over the hard ground.

The party is over there. Ray pointed to the old caretakers mansion, dark and abandoned for many years. Lets go.

No way, I said, my whole body shaking. Theyre dead! Dont you realize? Theyre deadand we dont belong here.

But they wont know, Jake said. We look just like the dead tonightdont we? We can sneak in, Mark. We can party with them, and theyll never know. This is amazing!

I stared at my friend. You really want to do this?

Of course he wants to do it, Ray said. Its Halloween. Its the only night this can happen. And after the party theyll all do the Halloween Dance.

I squinted at him. Whats that?

He didnt answer.

Rayhow come you know so much about this? I asked.

Again he didnt answer.

Are you coming? he said instead.

No, I said. Its too scary. If they catch us My voice trailed off as a shiver chilled the back of my neck.

Ahead of us the ghouls were staggering, dragging each other, pulling themselves over the grass toward the caretakers house, moaning and muttering.

Come on, Mark. Jake started to tug me. Well never get a chance like this. You were complaining about your wimpy Halloween party. Well, heres a party we will never forget!

But Jake I tried to pull free.

They wont catch us, he insisted. They wont even know were here.

I turned to Ray. But he was gone. I saw him up ahead, near the dark mansion, walking quickly toward the front door.


Lets just stay for a few minutes, Jake said. We can leave anytime you want. I just want to be able to tell people what it was like.

I didnt want to walk home by myself. And I didnt want to leave my best friend alone here in this graveyard. So I said okay. Then I took a deep breath and followed Jake past the rows of open, empty graves, up the sloping damp grass to the old mansion.

We stopped inside the front door. Candlelight flickered on the cracked walls.

The shadows of the ghouls darted and bent with the light. Shadows danced on the ceiling, on the walls, making it appear as if the whole house had come to life.

Shrill shrieks tore through the frigid air. The eerie figures ducked and bobbed, bending and moving in a strange dance, a dance of silence. No music. But still they moved together, staggering, sliding stiffly in an unheard rhythm.

Jake and I found a place of safety on the front stairs behind a wooden banister. Leaning on the wood rail, we watched the ugly, silent dance.

An eyeless old man groaned as his bony arm broke from his shoulder and clattered to the floor. A toothless woman tore at her hair, her sunken eyes rolling wildly deep in their sockets.

A tall man lifted a short mans head off his shoulders and held it high in a frightening game of keep-away. The short man grabbed frantically for his head. Jumped high for it. Grabbed it and slammed it back into place.

This is too weird, I whispered to Jake. Lets gobefore were caught, okay?

He nodded. I guess. But his eyes were on the dancing ghouls. Their eerie shadows flickered over the walls as I grabbed his arm and pulled him toward the front door.


Hello. A girl stopped me. A dead girl. She appeared about my age, except her hair was pure white and her eyes were faded, and the skin on her face was cracked and peeling.

The lace on the old-fashioned collar of her blouse was torn, and she had a long brown stain down one sleeve.

My heart pounded in my chest. I tried to say something, but the words stuck in my throat. I could only gape at her.

How did you die? she asked, her voice a dry whisper.

Huh? Die? I forced myself to reply.

She nodded.

Uhit was an accident, I said.

Her eyes sat deep in their sockets, like two shriveled olives. How old are you? she whispered.

Uhhow old are you? My voice cracked.

One hundred twelve, she replied with a strange crinkly smile.

Me too, I said, swallowing hard. IIve got to go now. I turned to Jake. We have to get away from here, I said through clenched teeth.

But suddenly a hoarse voice from the center of the crowded living room boomed out: Let the party begin!

Cheers rang out. High peals of laughter.

Let the party begin!

I heard shattering glass and turned in time to see a man shove his head through the front window. When he turned back, laughing, he had chunks of jagged glass wedged between his teeth and jammed in his empty eye sockets.

Next I heard a scream, and saw two ghouls leap from the second-floor landing. Flapping their skeletal arms, they fell with a hard crash, bones clattering over the bare floor.

The cheers grew wilder. A laughing skull flew across the living room and bounced off the fireplace wall. Ghouls danced frantically in midair. A headless woman swung upside down from the dark chandelier.

IIm ready to go now, Jake said, pulling my arm. I could see the fear on his face. Lets leave. Hurry.

Keeping our backs against the wall, we moved through the screaming, laughing, dancing ghouls. We were almost to the door when the party came to a sudden halt.

Everything stopped. Everyone froze in place as if posing for a photo.

Jake and I froze too. What was happening?

I turned and saw the dead girl who had been talking to me. She held a large, square mirror between her bony hands. Light from the flickering candles danced in the glass.

Will anyone reflect tonight? she asked softly. Will anyone reflect?

Holding the mirror high, she began to walk slowly through the crowded room.

What is she doing? Jake whispered. Why is she carrying that mirror around?

Maybe its some kind of party game, I answered.

The girl held the mirror in front of a pair of ghoulish dancers. From across the room, I could see that the couple made no reflection in the mirror.

The girl moved on to a longhaired ghoul. She raised the mirror in front of him. Do we all belong tonight? she asked in a high singsong voice. Or will someone reflect?

The longhaired ghoul cast no reflection in the mirror.

I gasped as I realized the dead girl was crossing the room to Jake and me. And suddenly I knew what she was doing.


It wasnt a party gameit was a trap!

Ghouls made no reflection. They were dead. Their bodies didnt appear in the glass.

But a living personsomeone who didnt belong at this partywould make a reflection.

Jake and I were about to be caught!

I grabbed the door handle and twisted it. The door wouldnt budge.

The girl raised the mirror in front of us.

UhI can explain, I said. We didnt mean any harm. Well go now. We

I stared into the mirror.

And let out a soft cry of surprise.

No reflection.

I leaned closer to the glass. No reflection.

I brought my face an inch from the mirror. I pressed my nose against the glass.

No reflection. No face staring back at me

Jakes mouth hung open. His eyes bulged as he gaped into the glass. Wh-where are we? he said. Why?

The girl turned, swinging the mirror in front of her. She carried it over to a group of ghouls against the back wall.

I felt dazed. The room tilted in front of me. I fell back against the door, gasping for breath. II dont understand, I muttered.

I turned to see Ray standing beside us. Standing so close, I could see that his right cheek was ripped open. I could see his cheekbone poking out.

Raythe mirror, I said. Jake and I had no reflections.

He nodded.

But why? Jake asked. Were not dead. Were alive!


Ray scratched his open cheek. No, youre not, he said softly. I saw youremember? I saw you get hit by that truck.

NO! I screamed. Noyoure WRONG!

You started across the street, Ray said. You werent watching. You didnt see it coming down the hill.

NO! NO! I yelled.

It hit you both, Ray said. It threw you across the street. You landed right in front of me.

NO! I screamed. NOYOURE LYING! YOURE LYING!

The front door swung open. A blast of cold wind swept in over me. So cold, I thought. From now on, will I feel only cold? Will I never feel warm again?

My whole body shivered. I turned and saw Jake shivering too. His eyes were shut, his teeth chattering.

Someone pushed me, hard, away from the doorway. The ghouls were limping, staggering, groaning, making their way out of the house. The dead girl flashed me her crinkly smile as she floated past.

Is the party over? I asked Ray. Where are they going?

Its nearly midnight, he replied, pulling a fat bug from his hair and tossing it to the floor. Its time to go outside and dance the Halloween Dance.

Ray guided Jake and me outdoors. The full moon floated high in the night sky now. The wind whistled and howled between the crooked gravestones.

At midnight on Halloween the dead do their dance under the full moon, Ray explained, leading us up the graveyard hill. For one momentone terrifying momentwe all freeze. And time stops. Time stands still. And then, when we begin to dance, when our circle moves forward, time moves forward once again.


He sighed. Its a secret moment. The only time during the year when the living and the dead are one.

Jake and I joined the others at the top of the hill. The wind blew hard, fluttering the ragged, decayed clothes, making the frail, skeletal ghouls shudder and shake.

I heard bones rattle, and the snap of toothless, fleshless jaws. We formed a circle and held hands. Bony, cold hands with icicle fingers.

Ill never feel warm again. The thought kept repeating in my mind.

I gazed up at the moon, the pale, cold moon so high above us now. And I had an idea.

An idea about the Halloween Dance. About time. About the one moment of the year when the living and the dead are together as one.

My eyes darted around the circle of ghouls. Time will freeze, I thought. When we all freeze, time will stop. And when the ghouls start to dance, time will move once again.

Wellwhat if we all dance backward? What if the circle moves counterclockwise? What if we dance to reverse time?

Could it work? Could we move time back to before the truck accident? Could Jake and I use the Halloween Dance to return us to our lives?

It was a crazy, desperate idea. But I knew I had to try it.

No time to explain to Jake. The ghouls were standing stiffly now, gripping bony, frozen hands, locking into place.

The Dance was about to begin.

Silence fell over the graveyard hill. A deeper silence than I had ever heard or felt.

No one moved. The wind stopped. The grass stood straight and still. Not a sound nownot a flicker of a shadownot a creak of a treenot a breath.


Time stopped.

Midnight on Halloween. And time stopped.

We were all alive. And we were all dead.

And then I felt the circle start to move. I heard the hiss of motion. The creak of bones. A breatha sigh.

I moved quickly.

The circle started to the left. But I bumped Jake the other way. I lurched to the right. I pulled the ghoul at my side with me.

I took a big step to the right. Would the circle follow?

Yes!

We were all moving now, moving to a silent rhythm. Moving counterclockwise. Backward!

To the right. A step. A step. A step.

And the wind started up again, howling around our strange circle. The trees shifted and creaked. The tall weeds whistled as they whipped low in the wind.

A step. And another. Another.

The Halloween Dance.

The Dance of the Dead. Going in reverse

And I could feel it pulling us back, pulling us back through time.

We were in the abandoned caretakers mansion.

Stepstepstep

And then we were back down the hill, stopping at the graveyard gate.

Stepstepstep

And thenthen

Jake and I were standing in the light. The bright, hot light that ended our lives.

Caught in the truck headlights. The light so blindingand now dimmingdarkerdarker


Moving backback in time

I knew the Dance was working. I knew that each step was leading us back to our lives.

Round and round I tugged the ghoulish circle. Keep moving. Keep stepping. Got to get back. Got to be alive again!

And then I could see Jake and me at home at the Halloween party. Surrounded by Madison and her princess pals.

Yes! Back home! Back home, warm and alive.

I stopped dancing. I tried to drop the bony hand that held mine. But the ghoul wouldnt let go. He tightened his grip around my fingers. He pulled me along.

Stepstepstep

Stop, I cried. Let me go!

The circle moved fasterfasterand then

In school. And back at summer camp. And everything moving so quickly now. Stepstepthe ghoulish circle turned again.

Fasterfaster

In school again. What class was this? What year?

I tried to break free. Tried to break the circle. But the ghoul wouldnt release his icy grip.

Wait! I screamed. Stop! Stop!

And then on the living-room floor. Isnt that our old house? Before Madison was born and we moved?

Another stepthe circle finally slowingslowing.

And I opened my mouth and started to cry.

WAAAAAAAH! WAAAAAAAH!

Finally, Mommy comes to pick me up. She raises me up over the crib. What is wrong, Marky? she asks softly. Are you well? Do you need to be changed again?

WAAAAAAH.


Doesnt she understand? Doesnt she know why Im crying? The Dance went on too long! Too long!

What is he crying about? Daddy says, coming up beside Mommy. He shakes his head and frowns. What on earth does he have to be unhappy about?

Mommy raises me close to her face. Come on, smile, Marky. Its a happy day. Its your first Halloween!







End of sample
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