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I can remember every single detail about what

happened in Bay City that terrible summer. Every

thought that flashes through my mind seems like

yesterday, and every time I’m reminded of those

awful events, a shiver shoots down my spine like

a lightning bolt. Sometimes, I even break out in a

sweat. I wonder if it will always be this way. I

wonder if, years from now, I will still look back on

last summer . . . only to cringe with fright.

My sister, Tori, feels the same way. She’s

eleven—one year younger than I am—and she,

too, remembers everything that happened.
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But we don’t talk about it.

Not anymore.

In fact, Tori refuses to even go out at night

anymore, because she’s so afraid of what might

happen. She’s even more freaked out about it than

I am.

A few things you should know:

As a twelve year-old boy, I don’t get scared

easily. Oh, I used to, when I was little. I used to

read scary books before I went to bed. When I

turned off the light, I would imagine a monster

beneath my bed or a creature in my closet.

Sometimes, I freaked myself out so badly that I

had to sleep with the light on.

But I realized once I grew older that there are

no such things as monsters in closets or under

beds. And, after a while, I was no longer afraid.

Oh, there are still things that frighten me. For

instance, I don’t like going down into our

basement, because it seems really dark, even with

the light on. I imagine creatures hiding behind the
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furnace or tucked around some of the big storage

boxes.

There was one time, however, that I had good

reason to be scared. In fact, what happened in the

basement one afternoon should have been a

warning of things to come.

Mom asked me to go down into the basement,

bring up the vacuum, and clean the living room. I

wasn’t all that happy about it, because I’d planned

to meet my friend, Meredith Gaylor, at the school

playground. She’s been my friend since we were

little, and my mom and dad are good friends with

her mom and dad. Meredith told me that she’d

caught a box turtle by the river, and she’d

promised to show it to me. But now I’d have to

wait until I finished cleaning the living room.

“Great,” I mumbled to myself as I reluctantly

opened the basement door.

And that’s when I heard a noise.

It was faint—not very loud at all—and it was

coming from somewhere in the dark basement.
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I should have turned around right there. I

should have told my mom about the noise, and

then maybe she would have looked into it.

But remember: I don’t get scared that easily.

After all, I am twelve years old. A noise in the

basement wasn’t about to scare me off. Sure, I was

a little leery about going into the basement

because it was so dark. But whatever the noise

was, I knew that it couldn’t be anything that

would harm me.

Or could it?

No, I told myself as I took a step down the

stairs. I’m not going to be afraid of anything in the

basement. Not today.

I was about to be proven wrong . . . .
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I took another step.

Then, I reached out with my left hand and

flicked the light switch on the wall. A single bulb

at the bottom of the staircase blinked on . . . but

there was an immediate pop! and the light went

out.

“Great,” I murmured again.

I turned around.

“Mom!” I shouted, “the light bulb in the

basement just burned out!”

“Well, fix it!” came my sister’s snappy voice

from the living room.
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“I can’t reach it!” I hollered back.

“Just leave it, Jamie,” I heard my mom call out

from the kitchen. “Use the flashlight on the shelf.

It’s right by the door.”

Of course. I knew the flashlight was there,

because I used it once in a while. Sometimes,

when Mom and Dad let us play outside after dark,

we’d use the flashlight to play games.

I grabbed the flashlight . . . and that’s when I

heard the strange squealing noise again, coming

from the basement. I stopped for a moment,

straining to hear anything more, but the only

sounds I heard were from my mom in the kitchen

and the television in the living room.

I clicked the light on and aimed it down the

steps. Here, it wasn’t very dark, but once I reached

the basement, I knew I’d need the flashlight to find

the vacuum cleaner. Without any lights, our

basement is completely dark.

I descended the steps, and the wood boards

creaked beneath my feet. When I reached the last

step, I stopped. I swept the beam around the
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room. Shadows moved as the light fell over boxes,

an old pool table, a chair with a sheet over it, and

a treadmill that had a filmy layer of dust on it. Dad

bought the contraption a few years ago, saying

that he was going to use it every day. And he did,

too—for about a week. Then, he moved it from

the living room to the basement, where it still

stands to this day. Dad says he’s going to pull it

out and use it soon, but he’s been saying that for

months. Mom wants to sell it. Me? I’d like to take

it apart. It would be cool to find out how it works.

Sweeping the beam around, I finally found the

vacuum cleaner right where it always is: next to

my dad’s set of golf clubs. They had nearly as

much dust on them as the treadmill.

I made my way confidently across the dark

basement, following the glowing white beam. I

was trying to look on the bright side: it wouldn’t

take me too long to clean the living room. I would

still have time to meet Meredith at the playground

and see the box turtle she’d caught.
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I was only a few feet from the vacuum cleaner

when I heard the squealing again.

This time it was louder, and I knew I was

much closer to it. I could also tell that the sound

hadn’t come from the floor, but from above, up

near the ceiling, from a darkened corner of the

basement.

I stopped moving and slowly swung the

flashlight beam toward the sound. A bright white

circle illuminated a shelf that was packed with all

kinds of things: coffee cans filled with nails, old

books, tools, and my old snowmobile boots that I’d

outgrown.

But as I directed the light farther and farther

up, I saw something else:

A pair of tiny red eyes, glowing back at me!
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It took a moment to realize what I was seeing. The

two red dots reflected the glare of the flashlight,

and I suddenly realized that a pair of eyes was

staring back at me.

Slowly, I raised the flashlight beam higher and

higher. My heart was racing, and my mind was

whirling.

And then, a shadow came into view. The

silhouette of a head and ears darkened the wall.

The creature squealed again, and I breathed a sigh

of relief.
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A mouse, I thought. I can’t believe I was startled

by a little mouse.

The tiny creature spun quickly and vanished

with a squeal and a flurry of scratching claws.

Then, I laughed out loud. It was sort of funny,

now that I thought about it.

I picked up the vacuum cleaner, turned, and

carried it back to the stairs. Somewhere behind

me, the mouse squeaked again, and I shook my

head. Mice, like monsters in the closet or under

the bed, are nothing to fear.

With the flashlight in one hand and the

vacuum in the other, I ascended the stairs. Once

again, I could hear Mom fussing in the kitchen,

preparing dinner. The television was still on, and

I heard Tori laugh at something. She wasn’t going

to be very happy to see me with the vacuum,

because that meant she wouldn’t be able to hear

the television.

When I reached the last step, I clicked off the

flashlight and put it back on the shelf. Then, I

stepped into the hall and closed the basement
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door behind me. I set the vacuum down on the

carpeted floor.

“I found a mouse in the basement, Mom,” I

called out.

“Another one?” Mom replied. “I thought your

father had taken care of those things.”

“After I finish with the living room, can I go to

the school playground?” I asked as I unwound the

vacuum cord and plugged it into the wall.

“Not for long,” Mom answered. “Dinner will be

ready soon.”

Hot dog! I thought. After all, I was really

looking forward to seeing the box turtle Meredith

had caught. I’d never seen one before, except in

pictures.

I switched on the vacuum and it whirred to

life. Just as I expected, Tori got up from where she

was sitting and headed down the hall to her

bedroom. Her cat, Merlin, was probably outside.

Merlin is all black with white paws. Tori begged

Mom and Dad for a cat until she finally got Merlin

as a kitten. If that cat is anywhere close when the
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vacuum starts, he freaks out. He hates the vacuum

cleaner.

I got to work. It wouldn’t take me more than a

few minutes to vacuum the entire living room and

pick it up. The sooner I finished, the sooner I could

leave . . . unless, of course, Mom wanted me to do

something else. She’ll do that, once in a while. Just

when I think I’ve finished and can go do what I

want, she’ll ask me to do something else. It drives

me crazy, sometimes.

Sometimes, it’s just not fair.

I rushed through the living room with the

vacuum, determined to finish as quickly as I could.

Actually, it didn’t take me long at all. Tori left a

pile of her homework on the couch, and after I’d

finished vacuuming, I picked it up and carried it to

her bedroom door. Then, I knocked twice.

“Your homework is by the door,” I said

smartly, placing the pile on the floor. “I puked on

it.”

There was no answer from behind the door,

and I grinned. We always tease each other like
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that. We’re not mean to each other, except for

once in a while. I think sisters and brothers are

just like that sometimes. But we’re always kidding

around and joking with each other.

I went back to the living room. “All finished,

Mom,” I said, and I closed my eyes and crossed my

fingers, hoping she wouldn’t ask me to do

anything else.

Mom came into the living room. Her hands

were covered with flour, and she was wearing the

apron that Tori and I got her for Mother’s Day. It’s

white with red letters that read: KISS THE COOK.

She really likes it, and she wears it all the time.

What’s really funny, though, is that Dad wears it,

too. Dad loves to cook, and when he does, he

always puts on Mom’s apron.

Yeah, I know what you’re thinking, and you’re

right: I have goofy parents. But for the most part,

they’re okay.

Mom looked around the living room,

inspecting my work. “It looks good,” she said, to

my great relief.
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“I’m going to go to the playground for a

while,” I said.

“Don’t be gone long,” Mom said, “and be sure

to put the vacuum away before you go.” Then, she

turned and walked back into the kitchen.

Cool, I thought. I was glad I didn’t get roped

into doing something else . . . like cleaning my

room or washing windows.

I grabbed the vacuum cleaner, pushed it down

the hall, and stopped at the basement door. Then,

I unplugged the electrical cord and wrapped it

around the unit. I picked it up by the handle.

I opened the basement door, plucked the

flashlight from the shelf, flicked it on, and started

down the stairs.

Fearless.

After all: there was no reason to be afraid of

anything in the basement. I had a flashlight, so I

could see just fine. And I certainly wasn’t afraid of

a puny little mouse.
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Still, I had a strange feeling as I walked down

the steps with the flashlight in one hand and the

vacuum cleaner in the other. I felt like—

Like I wasn’t alone.

No. That’s just silly.

Like someone was watching me.

Nope. There was nothing in the basement

except a mouse or two and a bunch of clutter—I

was certain.

But I was wrong.

Something else was down there, waiting in the

shadows, watching warily as I descended farther

and farther into the basement, deeper into the

darkness.

I should have listened to that little voice in my

head that told me something wasn’t right . . . but

I didn’t. I just kept going down the steps.

Soon, however, I would realize:

There was something down there.

Something was waiting for me in the

darkness—and that something was only a few feet

away . . . .
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Have you ever had a feeling that something wasn’t

right? That something really bad was about to

happen?

I have. Not often, but it’s always a weird

feeling. It usually starts at the back of my neck and

goes up into my head. My hair feels all tingly, like

it’s going to stand straight up. Sometimes, I get a

really strange chill.

Then, the feeling starts creeping down my

spine. Sometimes, a shiver will race through me.

Almost always, the feeling causes me to freeze.

Like now.
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I stopped at the bottom of the stairs. The

feeling of terror was so strong that I almost

dropped the flashlight and the vacuum . . . but I

didn’t. Although I was suddenly very frightened, I

stood my ground, nervously sweeping the

flashlight beam back and forth.

What are you afraid of, Jamie? I wondered,

and I began to think my imagination was getting

the best of me. There’s nothing to be afraid of down

here.

The beam of light splashed across Dad’s old

treadmill. Shadows swayed and fled, and I kept

moving the beam around the basement. Finally,

when the feeling of terror faded, I started across

the floor. I moved slowly because I was still a little

nervous, but I kept telling myself not to be afraid.

I shined the flashlight up, illuminating the

shelf where I’d seen the mouse. He was gone, of

course, but the beam also lit up a small cardboard

box next to it, and my train of thought changed.
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Box, I thought. Box turtle. Meredith caught a

box turtle, and she’s bringing it to the school

playground so I can see it.

That made me move a little quicker. After all,

I was anxious to see the turtle.

Reaching the other side of the basement, I

returned the vacuum to its proper place, turned—

And heard a noise.

It was a squeak . . . of sorts. Not at all the

squeak that a mouse would make, but a different

sound altogether.

Another heavy feeling of horror crept over me.

It felt like a million tiny spiders were crawling all

over my skin as I slowly swung the flashlight

around the room.

“Who’s there?” I asked, and my voice

trembled. Then, I realized how silly it was. There

was no one in the basement except me. Mom was

upstairs in the kitchen, and Tori was in her

bedroom. Whatever had made the noise wasn’t

human. Of course, that thought didn’t make me

feel any better.



19

But I stood my ground, slowly moving the

flashlight beam around the dark basement. I

wished the light bulb hadn’t burned out! Then, it

wouldn’t be so dark.

Not seeing the source of the noise, I began

walking toward the basement steps. The only

sound was the soft scuffing of my feet against the

cement floor.

When I reached the stairs, I placed my foot on

the first step. I felt better, because light poured

down from the open door above.

Suddenly, there was a noise from behind

me . . . and something sharp dug into my neck!






