R L. Stine: The Barking Ghost (Goosebunps #32)
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For the zillionth tinme that night, | threw the cove
rs off my legs and bolted up fromthe bed.

| definitely heard sonething that tine.

And it wasn't the wnd, either. |I'm always hearing
things. But no matter what | hear, Mom says, "It'
s just the wi nd, Cooper. Just the wind."

But the wind doesn't sound |i ke heavy footsteps cr
unchi ng through the [ eaves. And that's what | hear
dthis time. Definitely.

| stood next to ny bedroom w ndow. Then | | eaned o
ver and peered out. It sure was spooky out there.

| squinted to see better in the dark. Don't lean o

ver too far, | thought. Don't |et whoever or whate
ver is out there see you.
My eyes searched the backyard. | l[ifted ny head —

and spotted them A few feet away. Huge, black, gn

arly arns. Reaching out toward the w ndow.

Ready to grab ne.

No. It was only the branches of the old oak tree.

Well, give ne a break. | said it was dark out!

My eyes swept over the yard again. The sound. There
it was!

| ducked. My legs trenbled as | crouched beneath th

e window. | broke out into a cold sweat.

Crunch. Crunch.

Even | ouder than before.

| swal l owed hard and took another peek. Sonething
noved in the shadows. Under the oak tree. |I held m

y breath.

Crunch. Crunch, crunch.

A gust of wind blew the tree branches furiously.
Crunch, crunch, crunch.

The frightening sounds grew |l ouder. Closer to the h

ouse.

As | peered out, two eyes suddenly flashed in the
dark. My throat went dry. | couldn't cry out.

The eyes flashed again. They were even closer to t



he house this tine. R ght outside ny w ndow.
Staring at ne.

Movi ng toward ne.

The creature's dark shape began to take form It wa
s a—

—bunny rabbi t ??

| et out a |long sigh.

The first night in ny new house —and | was al ready
shaking in terror.

| shuffled into the bathroomfor a towel. As | nop
ped the sweat fromny forehead, | stared at ny ref

| ection in the nmedicine chest mrror.

Whenever |'m scared, ny freckles really stand out.

There they were. MIlions of them

| ran nmy fingers through ny hair. | wear it long. T
o help cover ny big, droopy ears.

|' ve had these huge ears ny whole |life. Mm keeps

telling me not to worry. She says I'll growinto t
hem But |'mtwelve now, and nothing has changed.
My ears are still huge. Huge and droopy.

| wear a cap nost of the tinme to help hide them |

t's ny favorite cap fromny favorite baseball team
—the Red Sox. So | don't mnd wearing it.

A bunny rabbit, | nunbled as | stared at nyself in

the mrror. Scared by a bunny rabbit.

|'"d made it through the entire day w thout being sc

ared once. That's pretty good for ne.

Back where | used to live —in Boston, Massachuset

ts —ny best friends, Gary and Todd, always nade f

un of ne.

"Cooper," they'd say, "you probably scare yourself

on Hal | oneen!™

They were right. | get scared a |lot. Sone people j

ust scare easier than others. |'man easy scarer.

Take | ast summer at canp. | got |ost in the woods

on ny way to the bathroom cabin. What did | do?

Not hing. | just stood there.

When the kids fromny bunk finally found nme, | was
shaking all over. Practically in tears. Turns out
| was standing a few feet fromthe dining hall th

e whole tine.

So, okay. | admt it. Wien it cones to bravery, |I'm



not exactly I ndi ana Jones!

When ny parents announced we were noving fromthe

city into a house in the woods, | was a little ten

se.

Maybe even scared.

Scared to | eave the apartnent I'd lived in ny entir

e life.

Scared of a house in the woods.

And then | | earned that our new house was deep in

t he woods, sonewhere in Maine. Mles fromthe near

est town.

The only two scary books |'d ever read took place i

n Maine. In the woods.

But I had no choice. W were noving. Moms new job
| anded us in Maine, and there was nothing I coul d
do about it.

| left the bathroom and crept back to ny bed. The

fl oorboards creaked and cracked with each step. It
was going to be hard getting used to that.

It was al so going to be hard getting used to all t

he ot her strange noises this old house made. The r

attling pipes. The scraping shutters. And sone wei

rd noise that thunped really |oudly every hour.

At dinner, Momsaid that the thunping noise was onl

y the house "settling."

What ever that neans.

At | east she didn't say, "It's just the w nd, Coope

r."

| junped into bed and pulled the covers up to ny c

hin. Then | fluffed nmy pillows two or three tines,
trying hard to get confortable. | felt alittle s

afer in bed.

| love ny bed. Momwanted to trash it when we nove

d. She said | needed a new one. But | said no way.
It had taken ne years to break this bed in. The m

attress had just the right anmount of |unps, and th

ey were in all the right spots.

In the dark, | glanced around ny new room It was

so weird seeing all ny things in this strange plac

e. Wien the novers carried ny stuff in here this m

orning, | had them put the furniture exactly the w

ay it was in nmy old room



Across fromny bed, ny dad built a really cool boo
kcase for all ny snow dones. It has a light in it
and everyt hi ng.

| can't wait to unpack nmy snow dones. | have seven

ty-seven of themfromall over the world —even Au
stralia and Hong Kong. | guess you could call ne a
snow done col | ector.

Anyway, | was finally beginning to rel ax, thinking
about ny snow donmes —when | heard anot her noi se.
Not a bunch of little crunches |ike before —but on

e | ong, drawn-out crunch.

| shot straight up in bed. This time | was sure. O
ne hundred percent sure. Soneone —or sonething —

was creeping around out there. R ght outside ny w
ndow!

| threw off the covers. Then | dropped to the floo
r on ny hands and knees. Myving slowy, | craw ed

to the window. Then | carefully pulled nyself up a
nd peered out si de.

What was it?

A snake?

| flung open the wi ndow. | grabbed a softball from
the floor and tossed it at the snake. Then | fell
back down to ny knees and |i stened.

Silence. No crunching. No slithering.

A direct hit. Geat!

| stood and | eaned carefully out the wi ndow | was
feeling pretty proud of nyself. After all, | had

just saved ny famly froma deadly —

—garden hose!

| et out a disappointed sigh and shook ny head. Ge

t a grip, Cooper.

|f Gary and Todd were here, they would never let m
e hear the end of this. They'd be l[aughing their h
eads off.

"Ni ce going, Coop!" Gary would say. "Saved your fam
ily froma poi sonous garden hose!"

"Yeah. Super Cooper strikes again!" Todd woul d say
. Back in bed again, | fluffed up ny pillows one m
ore time. Then | closed ny eyes as tightly as | co
ul d.

That's it, | said to nyself. | amnot getting up ag



ain. | don't care what | hear next.

| will not get up fromthis bed again. No matter wh
at .

And then | heard another noise. A different kind o
f noise. A sound that made ny heart pound right th
rough ny chest.

Br eat hi ng.

Deep, heavy breat hi ng.

Il n my room

Under ny bed!
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| didn't nove.

| couldn't nove.

| stared at the ceiling. Listening. Listening to th

e raspy breathing under ny bed.

Ckay, Cooper, | told nyself. Calmdown. It's proba

bly your inmagination. Playing tricks on you again.

The breathing grew | ouder. Raspier.

| covered ny ears and shut ny eyes tight.

It's nothing. It's nothing. It's nothing.

It's an old house, | thought, still covering ny ea

rs. AOd houses have to breathe —don't they?

O, what was it that Mom said? Settling? Yeah, tha

t's what it nust be. The house settling.

O maybe it's the pipes. W had pipes in our apart

ment in Boston, and they made crazy noises all the
time. I'lIl bet that's what it is —the pipes.

| | owered ny hands.

Silence now No settling. No pipes. No breathing.

| must be I osing ny mnd.

If | told Gary and Todd about this one, they'd real

|y augh their heads off.

And then the breathing started again. Raspy and we

t. Hoarse breathing. Like a sick aninal.

| couldn't just lie there. | had to see what it was

| swung ny |egs out of bed. | took a deep breath. T
hen | | owered nyself to the floor.
Carefully, | lifted the bl anket fromthe bottom of



the bed. Then carefully, carefully, | |owered ny
head and peeked under the bed.

That's when the hands darted out —and grabbed ne.
Two strong, cold hands. Slowy tightening their g
rip around ny throat.
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| screaned.

So loudly, | surprised nyself.

My attacker nust have been surprised, too. He quic
kly et go of ny neck. | clutched ny throat and sp
uttered for air.

"Cooper, wll you keep it down?" a voice whi spered.
"You'l | wake Mom and Dad!"

Huh?

Ch, man.

It was M ckey. My totally obnoxious ol der brother.
"M ckey! You jerk!" | cried. "You scared ne to deat
ht "

M ckey slid out fromunder the bed and w ped sone

dust off his pajamas. "No big challenge,”" he nutte
red.

"Shut up," | snapped, rubbing ny sore neck. In the
mrror | could see where M ckey's hands had grabb

ed ny throat. Dark red blotches circled ny neck.
"Look what you did!" | cried. "You know | bruise ea
silyl"

"Oh, don't be such a baby! | got you, man!" M ckey
cried, grinning.

| stared furiously at ny idiot brother. | w shed |
could wipe that grin off his face. And not get in
trouble for it.

"You're a jerk!" was all | could think to say.

"G ow up!" Mckey shot back. He headed for the doo
r, then turned around. "Wuld Cooper like a little
ni ght-1ight next to his bed?" he asked in a tiny

baby voi ce.

That's when | lost it.

| | eaped on to his back and pounded his head with m
y fists.



"Hey!" he screaned, trying to shake ne off. "Wat d

o you think you're doing? Get off nme!"

M ckey's | egs buckled under him and he fell to th

e floor. | clung to his back. |I kept pounding him

wth ny fists.

Mckey is three years older than ne, and he's a lo

t bigger. But | had himin the right position, and
| anded a few good punches.

Then he shifted to the right.

And started poundi ng ne back. Luckily, he got in o
nly one really good wallop before Mom and Dad ran
in to break it up.

"Cooper! M ckey! What's going on in here?"

"He started it!" | called out, trying to duck M cke

y's fists.

My father reached down and pulled M ckey off ne.
| don't care who started it!" he said angrily. "Th
IS iIs no way to act on the first night in your new
house. M ckey, get back to your room"

"But, Dad, he —"

"Never mnd who started it. This behavi or had bett

er stop —now Because if there is a next tinme, yo
u'll both start off the new school year grounded!"

G unbling, M ckey stonped out of the room But not
before sticking his tongue out at ne. M ckey was

t he baby. Not ne.

"Really, Dad, Mckey started it," | said when he wa

S gone.

"And you're totally innocent, right?" ny father ask

ed, rolling his eyes.

"Yes!" | insisted.

Dad just shook his head. "Go to sl eep, Cooper."

When ny parents left the room | paced back and for

th, rubbing ny neck.

| was so steaned!

It wasn't the first tinme Mckey's pulled sonet hing
like this. For as long as | can renenber, M ckey
has played tricks on ne, trying to terrify ne.

He usual |y succeeds, too.

Once, when Mom and Dad went away for a weekend, he
hid a tape recorder in ny room It played horrify
i ng screans all night |ong.



And another tine, he didn't cone to get ne after L
ittle League practice. He left nme standing there,
all al one on the playground, while he hid out and
wat ched ne pani c.

But hi di ng under ny bed tonight was the worst. He h
as to be one of the biggest jerks alive.

| clinbed back into bed and stared up at the ceili
ng. | had to think of a way to get M ckey back.

What could | do? Hi de outside his wi ndow and scream
"

Junp out from behind the shower curtain when he's b
rushing his teeth?

No. Too dunmb. It would have to be sonething totall

y excellent. Sonmething so creepy it would scare ne
. Even though | was the one doing it.

| wat ched the spooky shadows nove along ny walls a
nd ceiling. And listened to the frightening noises
of nmy new house —noises | would have to hear for
the rest of ny life.

The pipes rattling. The dogs barking.

Wait a m nute.

Dogs?

| sat up. W don't have a dog. And there isn't anot
her house around here for mles.

But | definitely heard a barki ng dog.

| listened closely. The dog barked again. Then star

ted to how .

| sighed and pulled off the covers again. | started
to clinmb out of bed. Then it hit ne.
M ckey!

This had to be another one of ny brother's stupid
tricks. He was an excell ent dog-barker. He practic
ed it all the tine.

Smling, | settled back on ny pillow. | wouldn't ge
t up. | wouldn't go to the w ndow.

He wasn't going to get ne this tine. No way.

| lay there listening to M ckey nake a fool of him
self. Howing and barking like a big old dog.

What a j erk.

Then, suddenly, | sat up again. Wiwoa. | heard two d
ogs how i ng now.

Even M ckey couldn't pull that off.



The howling turned to piercing cries. So close. Ri g
ht under ny w ndow.

As | said, | made it through a whole day without b
ei ng scared. But, boy, was | nmaking up for it toni

ght!

For the zillionth and third tinme, | slowy crept t
o the window. | could hear themclearly. Two dogs.
Wai | i ng and how i ng.

For the zillionth and third tinme, | gazed out the w
I ndow.

But for the first time, I couldn't believe what | s
aw.

4

| didn't see anyt hing.

Not hi ng at all. No dogs. Not one.

| squinted into the yard. Enpty.

How coul d they have vani shed so quickly?

| stood at the wi ndow for a few nore seconds, but n

o dogs appeared.

| shivered. I'll never sleep again, | thought. Not

as long as | have to live here.

| crept back to bed. | pulled the covers up to ny

chin. And counted the green and bl ue squigglies on
t he wal | paper by ny head.

| guess | finally fell asleep. Wien | opened ny ey

es, light streaned in through nmy w ndow.
Yawni ng, | glanced at the clock. Six-thirty. I'"'mu
sually an early bird. | like to start ny day as so

on as possi bl e.

| | eaped out of bed and checked the yard. It didn'

t seemhalf as scary in the norning |ight.

| smled when | noticed the jungle gymin the far
corner. The |l ast owners of the house built it. It
had a slide and really high nonkey bars. Yesterday
, Dad hung a rope and tire fromone of its beans,
so now it had a sw ng, too.

Behi nd the jungle gym the woods stretched all aro
und. Wbods thick with all different kinds of trees
and shrubs and weeds. The woods surrounded our ho



use on three sides. It seened to go on forever.

| changed quickly, pulling a clean Red Sox T-shirt
over ny jeans. G abbing ny baseball cap, | flewt
hr ough the house and ran out si de.

A great summer day! Sunny and warm |f | were back
home in Boston, | would hop on ny bike and ride o

ver to Gary's or Todd's house. Then we woul d spend
t he day outdoors, playing softball at the playgro
und. O just nessing around.

But I'mnot in Boston anynore. Better get used to t
hat, | told nyself.

| hoped sone cool kids lived in this nei ghborhood.
When we drove up to our house yesterday, | didn't
see any ot her houses around. | guessed |'d have t
o spend the next few days al one —until school sta
rted next week.

| wandered over to the jungle gym | swung on the
tire swng for alittle while. Back and forth. Bac
k and forth. Staring at nmy bedroom wi ndow fromthe
outsi de. Back and forth. Back and forth. Renenber
i ng | ast night.

Remenbering just how brave Super Cooper had been. Y
uck!

Back and forth. Back and forth.

Renenberi ng t he dogs.

Hey. That's weird, | thought. Those dogs | heard s
houl d have left paw prints all over the yard. But

| couldn't see a single one.

| hopped off the swi ng and searched the ground all
around the house. No sign of any dogs.

That's funny. | knew there were dogs out here | ast
ni ght .

| glanced up at the edge of the woods. Maybe those
dogs were |lost, | thought. Maybe they cane to the

house | ast night searching for help.
Maybe | should go track them down.
| bit my lower lip. Akid could |lose his way —fore

ver —in those woods, | thought nervously.
Well, I"'mgoing in, | decided. Today is the first
day of the new ne. Super Cooper —for real. | want

ed to find those dogs. To prove to nyself that | w
asn't going crazy.



Who knows? If | find the dogs, maybe Dad will |et

nme keep one, | decided. It mght be fun to have a

dog.

|'d al ways wanted a puppy. But Momsaid the fur nad

e her sneeze. Maybe she'd change her m nd.

| took one |ong, deep breath. Then | stepped into

t he woods. | saw sone amazing trees. | saw beautif

ul old birch trees with snooth, white trunks. And

| saw sassafras and maple trees. Their trunks were
gnarl ed and t hi ck.

They coul d be over a hundred years old, | thought.

Awesone.

Maybe Dad can build a tree house back here, | told
nysel f excitedly. That would be so cool. Then whe

n Gary and Todd cane to visit, we could hang out |

nit.

| kept ny eyes on the ground as | wal ked, searching
for any sign of dogs.

Not hing. No prints. No broken branches.

How weird. | definitely heard dogs |ast night.

O maybe | just thought 1'd heard those dogs. It w

as kind of late, and | was pretty sleepy. Maybe it
was ny i nmagi nation.

O maybe it was M ckey after all.

Maybe he tape-recorded anot her dog and barked al ong
wthit.

He woul d do sonething |like that.

He's that sneaky.

| really had to pay hi m back. Sonething way creepy
Maybe | could do sonething out here in the woods

| rade my way through the thick trees and tall wee
ds, the whole tine thinking of how to scare M ckey

| suddenly realized I hadn't been paying attention
to where | was goi ng.
| spun around and peered through the thick trunks.

My house! | couldn't see it!
Okay, Cooper, keep cool. You can't be that far away
, | told nyself.

But ny pal ns began to sweat.
| swallowed hard, then tried to renmenber which way



|'d cone.

Definitely the left.

No, wait. Maybe right.

| hung ny head and npbaned. It's no use, | thought.
|"m | ost. Hopelessly |ost.
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| really didn't want to cry.

Who needed M ckey seeing ne with wet, red eyes?

|'d never hear the end of it.

Besi des, today was the first day of the new ne. The
new Super Cooper.

| took a really deep breath and tried to cal m down.

| decided to walk a little to ny right. If | didn
t see ny house, |'d turn and double back to the le
ft.

It was worth a try.

What did | have to |ose? | was | ost anyway.

| turned to the right. | tried to take the straight
est path possi bl e.

The snappi ng of branches behind ne nade ne spin aro
und.

No one there.

It's just a harm ess squirrel or sonething, | told
nysel f. Just keep goi ng.

| returned to ny straight path again. But with ny
first step, | heard | eaves rustling behind ne.

| didn't turn around. | qui ckened ny pace.

And | heard it again.

Tw gs snappi ng. Leaves rustling.

My throat suddenly felt dry. Don't panic. Don't pan
ic. "Wh-who's there?" | croaked.

No answer.

| turned back.

Whoa! Which way had | been wal king? My head began
to spin. | suddenly felt dizzy. Too dizzy to renem
ber where | had been.

Snap. Snap. Crack. Crunch.

"Who is there?" | called out again. My voice didn't



sound all that steady for Super Cooper.

"M ckey, is that you? This isn't funny! M ckey?"
Then | felt sonething horrible scrape ny cheek. Som
ething cold. And sharp.

| couldn't help it. | started to scream
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A leaf. A dunb |eaf.

Conme on, Cooper! Get a grip!

| sat down on the ground for a second. | checked ny
wat ch. It was al nost eight.

Dad woul d be out in the yard soon. He planned to s
et up the new barbecue grill first thing this norn
ing. | figured | could just wait for the hamering
to start, then walk in the direction of the noise.
|"d just sit here. And wait. Wait for the hammeri ng
. Good idea, | thought.

| heard sonething rustle behind ne.

Just the leaves, | told nyself. The dunb | eaves.

| stole a glance up at the trees. | tilted ny head

way back —and soneone grabbed ny arm

| jerked away. Sprang up. Started to run.

And tripped over ny own feet.

Scranbling up, | gasped in surprise.

Aqgirl,

She was about ny age and had really long, red hair
It was frizzy, and it stuck out ina mllion dir

ections. She had big green eyes. She wore a bright

red T-shirt and red shorts. She rem nded ne of a

rag doll Todd's little sister used to carry around.
"You okay?" she asked, her hands on her wai st.

"Yeah, sure. Fine," | nuttered.

"Didn't nean to scare you," she said.

"I wasn't scared," | |ied.

"Really," she said. "I would have been scared, too
, If someone grabbed ne like that. | really didn't
nean to."

"I told you," | said sharply, "I wasn't scared."

"Okay. Sorry."

"What are you sorry about?" | asked. This had to be



the weirdest girl |'d ever net.
"I don't know," she replied, shrugging. "I'mjust s
orry."
"Well, you can stop apologizing," | told her. | br
ushed the dirt off ny clothes and picked up ny bas
eball cap. | quickly set it back on ny head. To co
ver my ears.
The girl stared at ne. She stood there and stared.
Wt hout saying a word. WAs she staring at ny ears
-
"Who are you?" | finally asked.
"Mar garet Ferguson," she replied. "But people call
me Fergie. Like the duchess.”

| didn't know what duchess she was tal king about. B
ut | pretended | did.
"I live through the woods that way," she said, poin
ting behind her.
"I thought no one lived around here for mles," | s
ai d.
"Yeah. There are sonme houses around here, Cooper,"
she replied. "They're pretty spread out."
"Hey! How did you know ny nane?" | asked suspi ci ous
ly.

Margaret, or Fergie, or whatever her name was, turn
ed beet-red.
"I, uh, watched you nove in yesterday,"
ed.
"I didn't see you," | replied.
"That's because | hid in the woods," she said. "I
heard your father call you Cooper. And | know your
| ast nane, too. It's Holnes. | saw it witten on
all the boxes in the noving van. And | know you ha
ve a brother, M ckey," she added. "He's a jerk."

| |aughed. "You got that right!" | exclainmed. "So h
ow | ong have you |ived around here?"
She didn't answer. She kept her eyes on the ground.

she confess

"I said, how |long have —
Suddenly, her head jerked up and she gazed into ny
eyes.

"Wh-what's wong?" | asked when | saw her frightene
d face.



Her face tightened, as if she were in pain. Her lip

s trenbl ed.

"Margaret!" | cried. "What? What is it?"

She opened her nouth, but no words cane out. She b
reat hed deeply, qgulping air. Finally, she clutched
ny shoul ders and shoved her face right up close t

0 m ne.

"Dogs," she whispered. Then she let go of ne and da
rted away.

| froze for a nonent. Then | chased after her.

She made it to a big tree stunp before | caught up

| grabbed hold of the back of her T-shirt and sp

un her around.

"Margaret, what do you nean 'dogs'?" | asked.

"No! No!" she cried. "Just let ne go! Let ne go!"

| held her tightly.

"Let me go! Let ne go!" she cried again.

"Margaret, what did you nean back there?" | repeat
ed. "This is inportant. Wiy did you say 'dogs' ?"
"Dogs?" Her eyes grew wide. "I don't renenber sayin
g that."

My jaw fell open. "You did!"™ | insisted. "You | ook
ed straight at ne and said, 'dogs'! | heard you!"

She shook her head. "No, | don't renenber that," sh

e replied thoughtfully.

Now |'ve nmet weird kids in ny life, but Margaret h

ere takes the cake. She al nbst nakes M ckey seem n

or mal .

Al nost .

"Ckay," | said, trying to sound calm "here's what
happened. You freaked out. Then you grabbed ne. T
hen you said, 'Dogs.' Then you freaked out again."”

"Don't renenber," she replied softly, shaking her
head fromside to side. "Wy would | say that?"

"I don't know" | screaned, starting to lose it. "I
'mnot the one who said it!"

She gazed around in all directions, then focused th

ose green, crazy eyes on ne.

"Listen to nme, Cooper," she whi spered nysteriously.
"Get away from here."

"Huh?"

"I'"'mwarning you, Cooper! Tell your parents they m



ust | eave at once!" She gl anced nervously behind h
er, then turned back to ne.

"Please —listen to ne. Get away from here! As fast
as you can!"
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Fergie |l et go of ny shoul ders and ran.

For a few seconds, | stared after her, too shocked
to nove. Then | decided I'd better not |et her ge
t away.

"Fergie!" | called out. "Wait up!”

For a girl, Fergie ran pretty fast. Actually, nost

girls | know are fast runners.

Whoever said they were slower than boys in the fir

st place? It isn't true. Lots of girls in ny class
| ast year could beat any guy in a race.

Anyway, | happen to be a very fast runner. When yo
u're afraid of everything, you learn to run —fast
|

"Fergie!" | called again. "Please! Tell nme what's ¢

oing on!™ But | couldn't catch up.

Then, to ny surprise, she stopped and turned back

to nme. "Listen, Cooper," she said, calner than bef
ore. "The woods are haunted. Your house is probabl

y haunted, too. Go hone. Go hone and tell your par
ents to nove back to wherever you cane from"

"But —but —but —" | sputtered.

"It's too dangerous here," Fergie warned. "Get away
, Cooper. As fast as you can!”

Wth that, she turned and wal ked away in the direct
i on of her house.

| didn't follow her this tine.

| should have. | totally forgot that I was |ost.

| turned around. My house is probably in the opposi
te direction, | decided.

She di sappeared through the trees. Fine with ne, |
t hought angrily. It would be fine wth ne if | ne
ver saw her agai n.

Wiy did she tell nme all that?

Wiy did she say the woods were haunted?



Because it was true?

Leave it to ny parents to buy a haunted house in ha

unt ed woods!

| continued on, unable to shake the creepy feeling
| had. | felt as if a hundred eyes were stal king

me through the trees.

| wi shed Fergie had kept her nouth shut.

The | onger | wal ked, the nore frightened |I becane.
Now | was positive that the woods were haunted. H

aunted by ghosts tracking every step | nade.

Then, in the distance, | heard a faint banging. It
startled ne at first. Wien | realized it was Dad

working on the grill, | shrieked with joy.

"All right! I'malnost hone!" My plan had worked.

| followed the hamreri ng sounds.

Sonething rustled the branches above ny head and ma

de ne j unp.

| gazed up.

Just a bird.

Staring up at the trees, | nearly fell headfirst in

to a stream

The water | apped quietly against the grassy shore.
It reflected the pale blue norning sky above it.

Funny, | hadn't seen this stream here before.
| bent down to touch the water. Cold.
This is awesone! | thought. A real stream practica

1y in my own backyard.

Then | renmenbered that it wouldn't be ny backyard

for long. As soon as | told ny parents what Fergie
had said, we'd pack up and nove back to Boston.

As | dried nmy hand on ny shirt, | had that creepy

feeling again. The feeling of eyes watching ne. My
head j erked up, and | gasped.

There were eyes wat chi ng ne.

Four dark eyes glared at ne from across the stream

The eyes of two enornous bl ack Labradors.

One dog panted |loudly, its tongue hanging out. The
other dog flashed its teeth at ne. Ugly, yellowt
eet h.

They both uttered | ow, nenaci ng grow s.

Not friendly. Not friendly at all.



Run! | urged nyself. Run!

But ny | egs woul dn't budge.

G owing, the dogs eyed ne hungrily.
Then t hey attacked.
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Their heavy paws thudded the ground as they cane b
ounding toward ne. Their eyes glowed wth excitene
nt. Their |arge heads bobbed up and down.

Wth a terrified cry, | turned and ran.

|f only | could fly!

"Hel 11l p!" Was that ne letting out that frightened
wai | ?

Yes. | think it was.

Suddenly, | caught a glinpse of light through the
trees. Sunlight glistening off the jungle gymslid
e!

Yes!
Al nost honme.
The two black Labs ran at ny heels. | could feel t

heir hot breath on the backs of ny legs. | felt a
pair of sharp teeth scrape ny ankle.
Wth one | ast gasp of speed, | burst through the t

rees and out of the woods. "Dad!" | yelled, racing
toward ny father.
"Help me!" | shrieked. "The dogs! The dogs!" | thr

ew ny arns around his wai st and held on.

" Cooper, calmdown! What's gotten into you?" ny fat
her asked, grabbing ne by the shoul ders.

"The dogs!" | wailed, refusing to let go of him
"Cooper, what dogs?" Dad demanded.

| blinked at himin confusion. Didn't he hear thenf
Coul dn't he see thenf

| et go of himand pointed toward t he woods.

"WIld dogs. Big, black Labs, | think. They chased m

e, and —"

| scanned the yard frantically. Dad and I were al on

e.
No bar ki ng.
No snarli ng.



The sunlight glistened off the slide.
The tire swng lazily fromits rope.
The dogs had vani shed.
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"Cooper, this is a joke —right?" Dad asked, shakin
g hi s head.

"Huh? No way!" | cried. "They were right behind ne.

One al nost bit nme, and —"

"And then they disappeared into thin air!" Dad decl

ar ed.

"Cone into the woods with nme," | pleaded. "They've
got to be there." |I ran to the edge of the woods,
desperately searching for sone sign of the dogs.

Dad foll owed right behind.

But there was nothing to see.

| turned and sl unk back to the house.

Dad didn't say anything until we were back in the

yard. He sat down on the jungle gymslide. H s eye

s studi ed ne.

"Cooper, tell nme what's wong," Dad said in a | ow

voice. | could tell he thought | had nade all this
up.

"I told you, Dad. Two dogs chased ne through the w

oods. They were inches fromne! One tried to tear

ny leg off!™

Dad continued to stare up at ne, his expression tho

ught f ul .

"Dad, listen," | pleaded. "W have to nove. W can'

t live here!"

He clinbed to his feet. "Wat are you tal king about

, Cooper ?"

"We have to nove back to Boston,"” | insisted. "W c

an't stay here!"

"Why not ?" Dad asked.

"I't"s this house!" | shouted, ny voice cracking. "I
t's haunted!"

"Now, Cooper —"

"Dad! Listen to ne," | begged. "The woods . . . th

is house . . . they're all haunted. Everybody arou



nd here knows it already! W never shoul d have nov
ed here!™

"Cooper, you're not nmaking any sense,"” Dad replied
, keeping his voice |low and calm "You know, wal ki
ng in the woods by yourself can be scary. Wy don'

t you cone inside and cal m down? Mom made a big br
eakfast. Have sone French toast. You'll feel bette
r." He put his armaround ny shoul ders.

Now | really felt upset. My own father didn't belie
ve ne.

"But, Dad, it's true!" | insisted. "The woods are
haunted, and this weird girl | nmet warned ne to no
ve out! She —"

"Cooper, | know you're unhappy about the nove," Da

d said. "But these wild stories aren't going to ch
ange anything. This is where we |ive now. "
]| But _II

"When school starts, you'll make sone new friends
and everything wll be fine. So conme on in and hav
e breakfast. You'll feel better. You'll see.™

He | ed ne back to the house.

As Dad held the door open for ne, | glanced back an
d took one last | ook at the woods.

Two big black dogs stared at ne fromthe trees.
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When | Dblinked, the dogs vani shed.

Shaking ny head, | made ny way into the kitchen.

M ckey had already finished half his breakfast whe
n Dad and | entered the room He | eaned over his c

ereal bowl, snickering about sonething. | ignored
hi m
"Cooper, have sone French toast," Momsaid. "It's o

n your plate, waiting for you."
| sat across from M ckey, trying hard not to | ook

at his dunb face. I was still really steaned at hi
m
"Mom do you know who our nei ghbors are?" | asked,

pouring maple syrup over the toast.
"Why, sure,” Mom answered. "Your father and | net



sone of thema few weeks ago when we cane to see t
he house."

"Did you neet the Fergusons?" | asked.

Mom squi nted her eyes, thinking. Then she shook he
r head. "No, | don't think we net them W net the
Martells. Joel and Shirley. Very nice people." Th

en she asked, "Who are the Fergusons?"

| didn't answer. | pressed on. "Did the Martells te
|1 you our house was haunt ed?"

Mom | aughed. "No, Cooper, they didn't. It nust have
slipped their mnds," she joked.

"Ha-ha. It's nothing to | augh about,” | insisted.
"Qur house is haunted. And so are the woods!"
"Cooper, what are you tal king about?" ny nother dem

anded.

"Enough, Cooper,

fast."

"Yeah," M ckey said wwth a snort. "Eat your breakfa

st, Drooper."

| could feel ny face turn red. | hated when M ckey
called me Drooper. He called ne that because of m

y big droopy ears.

"Shut up, Sickey," | replied.

"Cut it out, you two," Dad snapped.

| dug nmy fork into the French toast. How could the

y not believe ne? Did they really think I made thi

S story up?

| lifted a chunk of toast to ny nouth and stuffed i

t in.

" Aghhhh! "

Choki ng and coughing, | spit the food out on ny pla

te.

"G oss!" Mckey cried, grinning. "Goss! A guy coul

d | ose his appetite around here."

My eyes teared, and | coughed a few nore tines.
"You okay, Cooper?" Mm asked.

"Sonebody dunped salt on ny French toast!" | exclai
med angrily.

M ckey started to | augh.

That creep.

My father clinbed up fromthe table. Wthout saying
a word, he stonped out of the room

nmy father warned. "Eat your break



That's how ny Dad acts when he's angry. He gets al
| quiet, then just wal ks away. Puni shnents cone |a

ter.

| gul ped down a glass of mlk, trying to wash the

salt out of ny nouth. Momreturned to the stove to
make anot her batch of French toast for ne.

"M ckey," she said, sighing, "you know that wasn't

funny. Now apol ogi ze to your brother.™

"Apol ogi ze? But it was just a joke!" M ckey conpl ai
ned.

"We're all cracking up," | nuttered bitterly, gulp
i ng down a second glass of mlk. "You're a real ri

ot."

" Apol ogi ze!" ny nother insisted again.

M ckey hung his head and stared at the fl oor.

| folded ny arns across ny chest. "lI'mwaiting!" |

sang happily.

M ckey nmade an ugly face at ne. Wien Mom turned ar

ound, he changed his expression to an innocent sm
| e.

"I"'mso sorry, Cooper," Mckey oozed. "It won't hap
pen again." He blinked innocently.

Satisfied, Momturned back to the stove.

As soon as she did, Mckey pulled on his ears, tryi
ng to stretch themas big as m ne.

|'"d had it wwth Mckey. | pushed ny chair away fro
mthe table and hurried out of the room | didn't

want to get into another fight with ny stupid brot
her now.

| had nore inportant things to do. | had to talk t

o Dad about the dogs. | had to nake him believe ne

Dad sat in his favorite chair, which just didn't |

ook right in our newliving room Even he seened t

0 notice. He kept shifting unconfortably.

"Maybe it's tine for a new chair," he nuttered,.

"Dad, can | talk to you for a second?" | asked.

"What is it, Cooper?" he asked as he noved G eat-gr

andma's |l anp closer to the chair.

"I't's about the dogs," | said.

Dad sighed. "Really, Cooper. Aren't you naking too
big a deal about this? So what if you saw dogs in



t he woods? They coul d bel ong to anybody!"

"But they chased ne!" | replied, getting all worke
d up again. "And then they disappeared into thin a
ir! And after that girl told ne the woods were hau
nted —"

"What girl?" ny dad denanded.

"She said her nane was Margaret Ferguson,” | told h
im "She said her famly |ived next door."

Dad rubbed his chin. "That's strange," he said. "T
he real estate broker never nentioned the Ferguson
s."

"Well, | nmet her this norning, and she told ne eve
ryone around here knows that our house is haunt ed!

"Maybe that's why we got such a good deal on the ho
use," Dad nuttered, chuckling.

| didn't see what was so funny.

He stopped | aughing and stared at ne seriously. "F

orget about the dogs for now, Cooper. W'IIl deal w
ith it if you see themagain. In the neantine, 1"l
| ask around in town if anyone knows who owns them
. Ckay?"

"But what about the house?" | asked. "Margaret said
we shoul d nove as fast as we can.”

"French toast is ready!" Momcalled out, interrupt
i ng nme. "Conme on, Cooper. Before it gets cold."

"Go eat," ny father urged. "And pl ease. Not anothe
r word about dogs or the house being haunted.”

Wth a sigh, | headed back to the kitchen. As | st

epped through the door, Mckey junped in ny face a
nd et out a roar.

Naturally, it scared ne to death.

"Mom " | cried.

"M ckey, enough!" ny nother screaned. "Stop teasin

g Cooper. He's having a hard tine adjusting to the
new house. "

"No, I"'mnot!" | yelled at her. Wiy wasn't anybody

taking ne seriously? "This house is haunted. You'
|1 be sorry you didn't listen to ne. You'll be sor
ryl"

Then | storned out and stonped off to my room | c
ol | apsed on ny bed and gazed around. Sane old stuf



f, but the roomdidn't feel |ike ny own.

| stayed in there all day. | didn't want to see M
ckey. | didn't want to see Mom and Dad. And | real
ly didn't want to see those dogs agai n.

By dinnertine, |'d unpacked nost of ny things. The
roomfelt alittle better. Mre Iike nmy old bedro
om back i n Boston.

After dinner, | lugged all seventy-seven snow done

s into the bathroom and washed them one by one. P

eople don't realize that you have to take care of

snow dones and keep themclean and filled wth wat

er or they'll dry out.

When they were all sparkling clean, | arranged them
carefully on ny new bookcase.

They | ooked awesone!

| tried to organize themin sone sort of size orde
r, but that didn't work. Instead, | al phabetized t
hem —from Annapolis to Washington, D.C. O course
, | placed ny absolute favorite done —a Boston Re

d Sox snow donme —on the mddle shelf, front and c

enter.

| finished at eleven, then got ready for bed. Al t
hat unpacking had tired ne out.

| had cl osed ny eyes and was just drifting off to s
| eep when | heard it.

Loud and cl ear.

Bar ki ng.

And grow i ng.

Qut si de nmy w ndow.

| bolted straight up in bed.

| waited for ny parents and M ckey to cone running
in. This tinme, they nust have heard the dogs, too

| waited. And waited.

The barking grew | ouder.

No one el se in the house stirred.

| |owered one foot to the floor, then the other. |

stood up, listening hard.
Li stening to the two dogs bar ki ng.
And to ny horror, | realized that this tine the bar

king wasn't outside nmy w ndow.
This tinme it was comng frominside ny house!
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Frantically, | searched for a weapon. Sonething to
protect ne fromthe barking dogs.

| found ny al um num baseball bat in the closet. |

gripped it tightly and crept across the roomto ny
bedr oom door.

| pushed it open. And |istened.

Yes.

The barking was definitely comng frominside the h
ouse. Fromthe living room | decided.

| took a deep breath and slipped into the hallway.
Where were ny parents? Their bedroomis directly
over the living roomon the second floor. They had
to hear this.

Why hadn't they cone running out?

M ckey's roomwas on the first floor down the hall
frommne. | peered down the hall and saw that hi
s bedroom door was cl osed.

What's his problen? | wondered. Wiere is everyone?
| crept quietly down the hall, inching ny way to t
he living room | could hear the dogs racing aroun
d in there.

| gasped when | heard a | oud crash.

Sonmething clattered to the floor. Geat-grandma's |
anp, | guessed.

| stared up at the ceiling —to ny parents' bedroom
. Were they deaf or sonething?

Hol ding the bat in front of ne, | junped into the
living roomand snapped on the ceiling |ight.

The dogs were .

The dogs were .

NOT THERE!

The room st ood enpty.

"Huh?" | blinked a few tines fromthe sudden brigh
tness of the light, then stared around the room
No dogs.

No growl i ng. No barki ng.
But, wait! Geat-grandma's |lanp lay on its side on
the floor.



| took a step over to the sofa. Sonething crunched

under ny bare feet.

Potato chi ps?

Yes. Potato chips. Scattered across the room

| spotted the potato chip bag —ripped to shreds on
the floor.

My heart thunped so hard, | thought it m ght burst

out of ny chest.

As | bent to pick up the torn bag, a shadow fell ov

er nmne.

| heard heavy breat hing.

And | felt a gust of hot, snelly breath shoot acros

S ny neck.
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"Dr ooper, what are you doi ng?"

| straightened up and spun around.

"M ckey!"

"That's nmy nane. Don't wear it out," he replied.
"M ckey! Did you hear then? Did you?"

M ckey gl anced around the room "Hear who?" he ask
ed. Then, before | could answer, he snapped, "Coop
er, you jerk, why did you throw potato chi ps aroun
d the living roonf"

"The dogs!" | cried. "The dogs did it! Did you hear
t henf"

M ckey shook his head. "No way. | didn't hear anyth
I ng. "

| was stunned. "You didn't hear wild dogs running a
round the rooma few m nutes ago?"

M ckey rolled his eyes and whistled. "You're losin

g it, Cooper. Hearing invisible dogs is one thing.
But feeding them potato chips? You're really ness

ed up, man."

"I didn't do this!" | said angrily. "I told you. Th

e dogs did."

M ckey shook his head. "Just prom se ne one thing,"
he said seriously.

"What ?" | asked.

"Prom se ne when school starts next week, you won't



tell anybody you're related to ne."
| wanted to throw sonething at him | w shed |I had
Geat-grandma's lanp in ny hand, but | didn't. So
| threw what | did have —the enpty potato chip b
ag.
It flew about three inches, then dropped at ny feet

"You're pathetic!"™ M ckey | aughed. "I know why you

‘re doing this, too. You're trying to nake Mom and
Dad think the house is haunted. So then they'll m

ove back to Boston, and you can see your dweeby I

ttle friends Gary and Todd again."

He nade a face at ne. "Dunb, Drooper. Really dunb."”

He shuffl ed away, shaking his head.

Just you wait, Mckey, | thought. |I'mgoing to get
even wth you. Just you wait.

And |'m going to make everyone believe ne about th
e dogs. I'mgoing to make everyone believe that |
mtelling the truth.

But how? | wondered, gazing around the enpty, silen
t living room

How?
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Sunday norning | woke up early as usual. | had onl
y a few nore things to unpack, and I knew | could
finish before breakfast.

| unrolled ny Red Sox poster and tacked it to the
wal |, over ny bed. Sane place I'd hung it in Bosto
n.

Then | rummaged t hrough a box, searching for ny lu
cky pair of red socks. As | was slipping themon m
y feet, | heard the doorbell ring.

"Cooper!" ny nother called to ne a few seconds |l ate
r. "There's soneone here to see you!"

Who could it be? | didn't know anybody here.

Then | had a thought. Maybe Gary asked his dad to
drive himand Todd up to Maine to surprise nel!

Www What a great surprise!



| closed the box and charged out of ny room down

the hall, and to the front door. |I was so excited!
But no Gary and Todd.
Fergie stared at ne fromthe front doorway. | coul

d see at first glance that she was kind of nervous
. She kept shifting her weight fromone foot to th
e other. And she twirled a |l ock of her bright red
hai r between her fingers.

"Oh. H ," | munbled, unable to hide ny disappointne
nt.

"I need to talk to you," she said. "R ght away."
"Ckay, sure," | replied.

"Not here," she said, nudging her head toward the
den where ny nom and dad were readi ng the newspape
r.

| sighed. "Ckay, wait a sec." | ran back to ny room
and pulled on a pair of sneakers.

"Let's go out back," | suggested. She nodded sol em

|y and followed ne outside.

| swung on the tire and |listened to Fergie. "It wa

s all your brother's idea!" she blurted out.

"Excuse ne?" | cried.

"I don't know why | agreed to do it, but it was rea
|1y all his idea. Every bit of it."

"What was?" | asked.

"Everything | told you yesterday. About your house.
And the woods. "

"You nean they're not haunted?" | asked, confused.
Fergi e shook her head. "OF course not."

"But why did you tell ne they were?" | asked.

"I told you, it was all Mckey's idea. | net M cke

y the day you noved in," Fergie explained. "He tol
d ne it would be funny if | played this trick on vy
ou. "

"He what?" | cried.

"He told ne the two of you al ways played all kinds
of tricks on each other," Fergie replied. "He sai
d you would think it was a riot."

"A joke?" | asked. "It was all one of M ckey's joke
s?" | couldn't believe it.

Fergie bit her bottomlip and nodded. "M ckey said
to tell you the woods were haunted. He said to te



|l you the house was haunted, too." Fergie sighed.
"So | didit. But when | saw how scared you were,
| felt really bad about it. | wshed | hadn't lis

tened to your brother."

M ckey. That jerk.

"But how did you know about the dogs?" | asked.
Fergie stared blankly at ne. "Dogs? \Wat dogs?"
"That's the word you whispered to ne," | expl ai ned.
1 mgsl 1

Fergie twi sted her face, thinking hard. "No, | don
't renmenber saying that. Are you sure | said 'dogs
Y

| nodded. "Definitely. That was all you said. Dogs
. And, then, after you ran off, two nean-|ooking b
| ack Labradors chased ne through the woods."
"Real | y?"

| nodded. "They chased ne all the way hone. Then th
ey just vani shed.™

"Weird," Fergie munbl ed.

"Tell nme about it," | replied, rolling ny eyes.
"Where did you first see the dogs?" Fergie asked ne

| pointed into the woods. "Back there. Near a strea

m "

"That's the streamthat |leads to the Martells' hou

se," Fergie said. "They're friends of ny parents.

They don't own any dogs, Cooper."

| shrugged, then batted a fly that buzzed in ny ea

r. "Well, soneone around here nust have dogs,"” | t

ol d her.

"I"'mscared of dogs," Fergie admtted. "I'mglad |

didn't see them yesterday."

"They weren't nice dogs," | nuttered. "You wouldn't
i ke them"

"Hey, did you see a big rock in the shape of an ar

rowhead when you were near the strean?" she asked.

| shook ny head. "No, | didn't."

"It's really cool," she gushed. "You shoul d check

it out. | go there all the tine. It's a great rock
for clinbing.™

"Let's check it out now," | suggested. | still tho

ught the woods were scary —haunted or not. But |



didn't feel l|ike hanging around the house.

| hopped off the tire and followed Fergie into the
woods. | spotted a long, thick stick and picked i
t up. "In case the dogs cone back," | told Ferqgie.

W walked a little while until we reached the stre
am Fergi e searched around for her rock.

"I knowit's here sonewhere," she said, turning to
ne. "l can never —"

She stopped short when her eyes net m ne.

"Cooper!" she whispered. "What is it?"

| stunbl ed backwards. My hand trenbled as | pointed
to the trees directly behind Fergie.

"Mar —Margaret!" | whispered in terror. "The dogs
I Look out! They're com ng! They're comng right a
t us!”
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Fergi e spun around. She |et out a frightened cry.
"Here they cone!" | shrieked.

Fergie froze in terror. "Ch, no! Help ne, Cooper! |
told you! I'mafraid of dogs!"

"Run!" | shouted at her. "Run!"

In a flash, Fergie dashed past ne. |'ve never seen

anyone run so fast.
She ran about ten steps. Then her hands flew up as
she tripped over a rock.

She uttered a shrill cry of panic and went sprawin
g on the ground.

| had to laugh. "Got you back!" | cried gleefully.
"Huh?" Fergie |ifted her head.

"I got you back," | repeated. "For playing that nea

ntrick on ne. For hel ping M ckey."

| watched as the color slowy returned to Fergie's
face. "You scared ne to death," she nuttered. "Ho

w coul d you play such a horrible joke?"

"Easy," | replied, still grinning.

Fergie growed at ne. "I told you, it wasn't total
ly my fault. Your brother said you played tricks o
n each other all the tine." Then she stood up and
shook her head. "That was nean, Cooper. Really nea



n.
| shrugged. "Yeah. | know. But now we're even."
Fergi e brushed sone dirt off her jeans and exam ne
d a scrape on her el bow. "You know, we should both
get back at M ckey," she said.

"I'"ve been thinking about that all norning," | tol
d her. "And yesterday, too. M ckey's been playing
really nmean tricks on ne since we noved here. And

| have to get back at him But it has to be soneth
ing totally awesone."

We wal ked al ong the streama while | onger, trying

to figure out howto get back at M ckey. Then Ferg
i e found the arrowhead rock.

She clinbed up first, and I followed. It was a big,
craggy rock, great for clinbing.

We hung out on the rock, thinking up ways to get M
| ckey back. Fergie wanted to drag himdeep into th
e woods Dblindfol ded and | eave hi m stranded. But |
didn't think that would scare M ckey one bit.

| junped off the rock and began circling it. Soneti
mes | think better on ny feet.

On ny third trip around, | got ny foot caught in a

thick, leafy plant. | glanced down —and cried ou
t. "Ch, perfect! I'mstanding in poison ivy!"
Fergie |laughed. "It only | ooks |Iike poison ivy," s

he assured nme. "My science teacher checked it out

| ast year. She told us it's a harml ess weed. "

| smled a really evil smle.

"I think I have a great idea. Wiat if we pulled ou
t a bunch of this stuff? What if it sonehow ended
up in Mckey's bed? Wuld he freak —or what ?"

"He mght," Fergie agreed, grinning down at ne,

We gat hered a bunch of the weeds. They grew all al
ong the stream So we picked sone nore as we wal ke
d slowy back to ny house.

Just past the stream Fergie showed ne a clearing
in the trees | hadn't noticed before. A small clea
ring filled wwth wldflowers.

| knew right away Momwould flip out if she saw th
em She al ways bought flowers at the Faneuil Hall
mar ket back in Boston. | started to pick sone for
her .



| reached down for a few pretty violet and yel |l ow
fl owers when sonet hi ng noving through the trees ca
ught ny eye. | glanced up just in tinme to see Mck
ey stagger into the clearing.

Fergie and | both cried out when we spotted him

M ckey's clothes were ripped and shredded. Dark sc
ratches covered his face and arns. And bright red
bl ood trickled down his neck.

"Cooper," he croaked weakly, barely able to talKk.
Cooper —the dogs —"

Those were the | ast words he spoke before he crunpl
ed to the ground.
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"M ckey!" | screaned in horror.

| dropped the wldflowers and weeds and ran to his
Si de.

Fergie and | knelt down beside him "Is he okay?"
she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

| | eaned over himand, wth both hands, tugged on
his tattered shirt. But | couldn't pull himup. W
th each try, his linp body slunped back to the gro
und.

"M ckey! Mckey!" | cried his nanme again and again
. "Are you all right? The dogs! D d they —?"
As | |leaned in closer, Mckey's arns shot up and c

| anped around ny neck. He yanked ne to the ground.
Then he junped up and sat on top of ne.

He was giggling like an idiot.

"Oh, M ckey! Mckey!" he shrieked in a high voice.
"M ckey! Are you all right?"

| started to sputter, but no words canme out.

"What a wi np!" he teased. "Do you have to fall for
the fake bl ood every single tine?" He let out ano
t her I ong, high-pitched giggle.

| shut ny eyes and prayed that |1'd disappear. | co
uldn't believe ny brother had tricked ne again. In
front of Fergie.

My face grew hot. "I1'll pound you for this!" | shou
ted, struggling to push himoff ne,.



"Qoooh! I'm shaking!" M ckey snort ed.

"Don't you have anything better to do than to try a
nd scare ne?" | yell ed.

"I don't even have to try,
g.

Fergi e stood over us, her arns crossed in front of
her .

"Were you in on this little joke, too?" | denanded
angrily.

"No! No way!" Fergie insisted.

M ckey pinned ny arns to the ground. "Say 'Uncle,’

W np. "

|"d never been so enbarrassed in ny life.

Never .

And that includes the tine Mckey |ocked ne out of

t he house in ny underwear.

"You're dead neat!" | shouted in his face.

"What are you going to do, Drooper? Knock ne out w

th your bouquet of violets?"

He threw his head back and | aughed at his stupid j
oke. Lucky for ne, it gave ne a chance to bite his
arm

"OM You nmutant! Look what you did! I'm bl eeding!"
He junped up and exam ned the bite mark on his arm
. Then he growed at ne, turned, and trotted away.
| wanted to chase after him But Margaret held ne b
ack.

"Let himgo," she said, clutching ny shirt. "He's a
creep. Really."

G unbling to nyself, | brushed off ny clothes. The
n | picked up the flowers for Mom | couldn't face

M ckey replied, grinnin

Fergi e.
"Are you goi ng hone?" she asked.
"Uh-huh,” | grunted.
"WIIl | see you in school tonorrow?"

| shrugged. | w shed she would | eave ne alone. | wa
nted to be by nyself.

| grunted again. | think she got the nessage.
"Well, guess I'll head honme now. Don't worry, Coop
er," she said, starting in the direction of her ho
use. "We'll conme up with a plan to get him back. |

prom se. "



| didn't answer.

"See you tonmorrow " she called out, waving.

| didn't bother to wave back. | watched her | eave.
Then | made ny way over to the streamto take a d
rink of cold water. The sight of M ckey all bl oody
had nade ny throat dry. And it was from scream ng.
| | eaned over the sparkling, cool water and | owere

d nmy hand. | scooped sone water up to nmy nouth and
dr ank.

But when | saw ny reflection in the stream | choke

d.

It wasn't ne.

The face staring back at ne in the water was the fa

ce of a black dog!

| jerked ny head up.

No dogs on the shore.

No dogs anywhere in sight.

"Whoa!" | cried al oud.

| | eaned over the stream again and peered into the

wat er .

The dog stared up at ne from beneath the surface.

| raised ny head again. No dog on the shore.

So how could | see a dog's reflection in the water?

Once again, | squinted into the clear stream The d
og appeared to ripple wth the water.

And as | gaped at the eerie reflection in horror,

it pulled back its thin lips and bared its ugly ye
|low teeth in a silent grow.
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| raced hone w thout gl ancing back.

| crashed through the front door and charged strai
ght for the bathroom | had to check nyself out in
the mrror.

| don't know what | thought |'d see.

A dog face staring back at ne?

Even | know how stupid that sounds.

But | couldn't explain the dog reflection in the w
ater. | should have seen ny face in that stream —



not the growing face of a bl ack Lab.

Stepping into the bathroom | approached the mrror
slowy. | peeked in.

And | saw —ny own freckl ed face.

Did it make ne feel better?

Not nuch.

| didn't speak to anyone in ny famly for the rest
of the afternoon. And at dinnertine, | nibbled a

few bites, then asked to be excused.

"Are you feeling okay, Cooper?" NMm asked, frownin
g. "Liver and onions is your favorite. |'ve never
seen you |l eave liver and onions on your plate."
She wal ked over and felt ny forehead. That's what

she al ways does whenever | act a little strange. F

eel s ny forehead.

"I"'mfine, Mom" | replied. "I'"mjust not very hung
ry. That's all."

"Cooper is probably a little nervous about tonorro

w. Hs first day in a new school," Dad said to Mom
. He turned to ne. "Am1| right?"
"Yeah, that's it," | agreed. No sense in bringing

up the dogs again. No one would believe ne, anyway

"Aw. Poor little Drooper. Scared of his new school,

" M ckey teased.

Mom and Dad shot M ckey a warning glance. "M ckey —
not tonight," Dad nuttered.

| ignored nmy dunmb brother. | clinbed up fromny cha
ir and headed for ny room

| couldn't fall asleep that night. Every tine | cl
osed ny eyes, | saw the face of the angry bl ack do
g, rippling in the stream

| finally dozed off after m dnight.

| awoke to Momis inpatient cries. "Cooper. Cooper.
You' ve overslept. Tine to get up!”

| couldn't believe it. I'malways up early. | never
over sl eep.

|'"'mgoing to be late for ny first day of school! |
t hought unhappily. And it's all because of those
creepy dogs.



| threw ny T-shirt and jeans on and rushed down th
e hall to the kitchen. No tine for a big breakfast
| gul ped down a glass of mlk. Then |I opened the
fridge and reached for the peanut butter and jell
y to nake a sandw ch for | unch.

As | spread the peanut butter on the bread, | heard
whi nperi ng behi nd ne.
"Cut it out, Mckey," |I said w thout turning around

The whi nperi ng grew | ouder.

"M ckey! Quit it! Stop being such a —
They sprang out of nowhere. The dogs.
They were in the kitchen!
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Their jaws hung | oose. They drooled hungrily. Thick
yel | ow dr ool .

My knees buckled. | clutched for the counter to ste

ady nysel f.

Their dark, furry bodies shimered under the brigh

t kitchen [ights. Gowing, their teeth bared, the

y stepped side by side away fromthe wall.

| noved back slowy. One snall step.

Their dark eyes tracked ny nove.

One nore step back. Slowly. Then another.

Their steady gaze foll owed ne.

The back door stood inches away. |f | reached back,
| could touch the doorknob now.

| reached back. Slowy. Very slowy.

My hand funbled. Then | found it. The small round k

nob . . .

Too | at e!

They j unped.

| screaned as their dark bodies hurtled toward ne.

| shut ny eyes.

| heard the sound of snapping jaws.

| opened ny eyes in tine to see one of the dogs sna

tch ny lunch fromthe counter.

Then t hey di sappear ed.

Through the kitchen door. They dove right through t



he wooden door.

Breat hi ng hard, | sank into a kitchen chair.

| held ny head tightly. | shut ny eyes and tried to
cal m nysel f.

| had just seen two dogs run right through a door.
How coul d that be?

Mom raced into the room Dad foll owed.

"Cooper, what's wong?" Momcried. "What was that h
orrible scream we heard?"

| had to tell them what happened. | had to. This wa
s too weird. Too scary and too weird.

So | told themthe whole story.

"Two bl ack dogs —they junped through the wall. In

to the kitchen. One of them grabbed ny [ unch. Then
t hey dove through the door."

Bi g m st ake.

Mom and Dad gave ne a | ecture about the stress of

nmoving. | think |I heard them nention the word psyc
hiatrist.

They didn't believe a word of it.

| didn't have the strength to argue. | shuffled out

t he door and headed for school.

No way | could stop thinking about those dogs. Dog

s that only | could see. Dogs that stole |Iunches.
Dogs that could wal k through doors.

| didn't see them again that week. But every norni
ng I'd hear them barking sonmewhere around the hous

e. Nobody el se heard them

On Friday, | net Fergie after school and we wal ked
hone together. She tal ked nonstop about our math

teacher, but | wasn't really paying attention. | c

ouldn't stop thinking about the dogs.

"What ?" | asked Fergie. She'd just asked ne sonet hi
ng about math honeworKk.

"I said," she repeated inpatiently, "that we can do
our math honmework together this weekend."

| shrugged. "Yeah, whatever."

Fergie was going to stay at our house Saturday nig
ht. Her parents had to go to Vernont for the weeke
nd.

We had becone pretty good friends this past week.



So had our parents. Momand Dad invited the Fergus
ons over for dinner on Tuesday, and the Fergusons
had us over on \Wednesday.

Maybe having Fergie sleep over will be fun, | thou
ght. If I can shut those dogs out of ny m nd.

"We still have to cone up with a trick to play on
M ckey," Fergie pointed out. "I've been thinking —
"Listen, Fergie," | said, interrupting her. "There

's sonething |I've been neaning to tell you all wee
K."

She waited for nme to begin.

| took a deep breath, then blurted out the whole s

tory. About the dog reflection in the stream And

t he dogs in the kitchen.

"I'"ve been hearing themall week," | confessed. "S

onmeti mes outside the house, sonetines inside. It's
been a ni ghtnare."

Fergie's jaw dropped open. "How cone you didn't tel
| me before?" she asked.

| sighed. "Because no one in ny famly believes ne
," 1 said. "I thought you wouldn't, either."

"I believe you, Cooper," she replied solemly,.

| smled. "Thanks, Fergie. That neans a lot."
Fergie's expression turned thoughtful. "Well, mayb

e we'll both hear them on Saturday night. Your par

ents will have to believe both of us.”

| nodded. Fergie was right. Mom and Dad couldn't t
hink the two of us needed to see a doctor. | start

ed to feel alittle nore cheerful.

"Now about the get-back-at-M ckey pl an,

d. "I have another idea."

| tried to listen to Fergie's plan —it had soneth

ing to do with rats and a rope —but | couldn't co

ncentrate on what she was saying. | could only thi

nk about the dogs.

Wuld they turn up again this weekend?

Fergi e sai
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| watched each mnute tick away on the al arm cl ock



near ny bed. Finally —mdnight. Tine to get novi
ng.

| tiptoed down the hall to the guest room where Fer
gie slept. | knocked on the door.

"Fergie," | whispered. "Fergie, get up!"

She appeared at the door in an instant, fully dres
sed. "The dogs? Are the dogs here?" she asked, eye
s wwde with fright.

She seened really spooked. And she had awful pillow
-hair static.

"No, dope." | whispered. "It's tinme to scare M ckey

Fergi e rubbed her eyes. "Ch, yeah, right."

Wt hout sayi ng another word, she slid under the be
d and cane out with a shoe box and sone string.
"Let me see it again," | said eagerly.

Fergie smled, then opened the box. Inside sat a h
uge, hairy, totally gross, disgusting black rat.

A fake, of course. But it |ooked so real! Real enou
gh to fool another rat. Arat |ike M ckey.

| lifted the rat fromthe box and shook it in Fergi
e's face.

She backed away and | et out a yelp, even though sh
e knew it was nade of rubber or sonething.

| tied the string around the rat's neck and waved
at Fergie to follow nme. We crept silently into the
hal | and headed for M ckey's room

This was going to be totally awesone! | couldn't w
ait to see the ook on Mckey's face when our hair

y rat slithered across his bed!

We stopped in the hall outside Mckey's room H s
door stood slightly open. | poked ny head in and c
hecked out his bedroom

By the dimlight in the hallway, |I could see M cke

y in bed, all covered up, fast asleep. Mckey neve
r sleeps with a pillow. He always tosses it on the
fl oor when he clinbs into bed. There it was, next
to his shoes.

| stepped back fromthe door and pulled Fergie asid
e.

"Okay, here's the plan,"” | whispered. "Wen we're

i nside the room go to the left. That's where the



closet is. I'Il tiptoe over to the bed and put the

rat on Mckey. Then I'll neet you in the cl oset."
"Check," Fergie whispered solemly.
"And, renenber," | warned her, "be quiet!"
"Check," Fergie said again.
Wth the rat in one hand, | carefully made ny way
into Mckey's room | glinpsed Fergie heading |eft
to the closet. | headed right.

| had nearly reached M ckey's bed when | heard a |lo
ud crack.

My heart junped to ny throat. | spun around and sta
red at Fergie in horror.

| saw i nstantly what had happened. She had stepped
on M ckey's skat eboard.

We both turned to the bed.

M ckey didn't nove a nuscl e.

He hadn't heard the noise.

| et out a quiet sigh of relief, then shot Fergie
a warni ng gl ance.

She nodded nervously.

| watched as she opened the closet door and ducked
I nsi de.

| held the rat out in front of ne and edged cl oser
to Mckey's bed. My hand shook, but | gripped the
hairy creature tightly.

| stared down at M ckey under the covers. He sl ept
soundl y.

| crept closer.

Bundl ed under the blankets, it was inpossible to t
ell where Mckey's body started. | set the rat dow
n gently, near his stonmach, | think.

Then | tiptoed to the closet. Inside, | knelt next

to Fergie and gave her a thunbs-up sign.

Qperation "Scare M ckey" was in effect.

And | couldn't be nore excited.

It served himright.

| quietly pulled the closet door toward ne, |eavin
g it open just a crack. | held tightly onto the en
d of the string.

"Ready?" | whi spered.

"Ready," she whi spered back.

"Ckay," | said. "On three. One . . . two . . . uh,



Fergie, stop kicking ne."
"I''"'mnot touching you," she whispered sharply.
"You are, too. Stop it, okay?"

"No way. My feet are all the way over here," Fergie
pr ot est ed.

"OM You kicked ne again!" | whispered.

She raised her voice. "I did not!"

| cl anped ny hand over her nout h.

We both froze.

| heard breathing.

Heavy breat hi ng.

Not ny breathing. Not Fergie's breathing.

| swal | owed har d.

"F-Fergie," | stamered. "W're not alone in here!"
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A low, steady grow proved ne right.

Someone —or sonething —was hiding in the closet w
ith us.

We |istened to the low growls for another second or
t Wo.

Then we both flew out of the closet, screamng in h
orror.

| only nade it a few feet. | tripped over Mckey's
skat eboard. Went sprawling headfirst. Landed fl at
on ny face.

As | struggled to ny feet, | saw a dark figure step
out of the closet.

"You!" | screaned in a hoarse, frightened voi ce.

M ckey grinned back at Fergie and ne. "Oooohhh! o
ooooohhh! Look at ne!" he cried. "I"'ma killer poo
dl e!"

Fergie and | stared at himin disbelief. He had bee
nin the closet the entire tine.

| dove to the bed and pull ed down the bl anket. "Oh
, wow" | cried out when | saw a bunch of rolled u
p sheets and towels.

"But how did you know?" Fergie asked him "How did

you know we were com ng?"



M ckey flashed us both a snmug smrk. "When you sho
wed up this norning clutching that dunb box and wh

| spering to Cooper, | knew sonething was up. |'ve
been spying on you two jerks all day."
"You sneak!" | cried.

"A sneak? Me?" M ckey replied innocently. "Wat do
you call what you're doing, prowing around ny ro
om and hiding in ny closet?"

| was so angry. So di sappoi nted. Qur great revenge
plan —totally ruined.

| grabbed Fergie by the arm "Cone on. Let's get ou
t of here.™

"That's right!" Mckey called gleefully after us.
"Running away wth your tails between your |egs!"
Then he how ed and barked sone nore.

Great guy —huh?

Fergie and | sat in the hall outside my room W h
ad really wanted to give M ckey a good scare. So h
e could see howit felt.

But we had nessed up. Totally.

"We' Il get himnext tine," Fergie offered. "W']||
cone up with an even better plan. Maybe sonet hi ng

wi th kni ves and fake bl ood."

| shrugged. | didn't want to wait. | wanted to scar
e Mckey out of his skin —tonight!

Not nuch chance of that.

Fergie and | yawned at the sane tine. Then we both
stood up. "Q@uess we should go back to bed. Maybe

"Did you hear that?" | asked, cutting Fergie off.
She nodded. "Yeah. | hear it. Barking."

"That's not ny brother,"” | whispered. "It's definit
ely the dogs!"
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"I don't get it!" Fergie cried in a trenbling voic
e. "Where are your parents? Wiere's M ckey?"

| led her down the hall, in the direction of the ba
r ki ng.

"I told you," | whispered. "They can't hear the do



gs. | don't know why. No one can hear them but us!

We turned into the living roomand gasped.

Two sets of red eyes glowed in the dark.

| reached for Great-grandma's | anp, but knocked it

over. It crashed loudly to the floor.

The dogs barked.

Fergie clutched ny shoulder. Her hand trenbled. "T

urn on the lights! Please!" she pl eaded.

But before | could reach the switch, the |lights sna
pped on.

We spun around. And there stood Mom on the stairwa

y, glaring down at us. "Cooper! Margaret! Wat on

earth are you two doi ng?"

"It'"s the dogs, Moml" | cried. "See? They're —"

"What dogs?" Mom call ed.

| spun around.

No glaring red eyes. No dogs. Except for Fergie and
nme, the room stood enpty.

"Wow, your nom sure was upset," Fergi e whispered a
s we trudged back down the hall to our roons.

"But now you believe ne, right, Fergie?" | asked.
You heard the dogs yourself!"

Fergi e nodded. "For sure. There were definitely dog
S here."

"Go to sleep!™ Momcalled sternly. "I medi atel y!"
"Okay, Moml" | called back. | turned to Fergie. "W
e'll check out the woods in the norning," | told h

er. "Those dogs have to be sonmewhere!"
"Good idea," Fergie agreed. "See you in the norning

Back in ny room | couldn't fall asleep. |I sat on
nmy bed and tossed a baseball into the air. | watch
ed the nunbers slowy click by on ny al arm cl ock.

| thought about the dogs. They were definitely here
tonight. Fergie had heard them too.

But how do they get in and out of ny house? | wonde
red.

And how do they vanish into thin air like that?

And why do they keep bothering ne? Wy?

| tossed down the baseball and crept into the hall.



| knocked softly on Fergie's door. "It's ne. Can |
cone i n?"

"What' s wong?" she whi spered, opening the door.
"Listen," | said. "I don't think | can wait until
tonorrow. Let's search for those dogs now!

Fergi e narrowed her eyes thoughtfully. "It —it mg

ht be dangerous," she stammered.
"I don't care," | told her. "Let's go."
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A few mnutes later, Fergie and |I skul ked around th
e backyard with our flashlights.

No noon tonight. No stars. A chilly mst hung in th
e air.

We bot h shi vered.

| pointed ny flashlight at the ground and searched
for paw prints.

None. As usual .

"How cone they never |eave prints?" | nuttered unde
r ny breath.
Fergi e shrugged, but didn't answer. | could tell s

he was as scared as | was. She stuck close by ny s
| de.

The beam of ny flashlight fell on the jungle gym

As | stared down at the ground ahead of ne, soneth
I ng suddenly grabbed ny ankl e.

"Hey!" | yelled, tunbling in the dirt.

| twisted and squirned, trying to break free. "Help
|

Fergi e rushed over to help. Wiy was she | aughi ng?
"What a klutz! You're all tangled up in the lawn sp
rinkler!" she excl ai ned.

"I't'"s not funny," | insisted. | was glad she could
n't see ne blush in the darkness. "I could have br

oken ny leg or sonething!"

Fergi e bent down to help free ne. Then she st opped.
"Did you hear that?" she asked.

"Hear what ?"

"Listen."



W waited silently in the dark. Hardly breathing.

Then | heard it, too. A soft creaking comng from

the house. It sounded |Iike an old door sw nging op

en and shut.

We carefully nade our way toward the sound. To ny

surprise, we found a snmall window | ow to the groun

d. 1'd never noticed it before.

The w ndow was open, sw ngi ng back and forth, nakin

g the creaking noi se.

"It leads to the basenent,"” | said, poking ny head
in. "Do you think this is how the dogs get into t
he house?"

Fergie didn't answer ne.

"Fergi e?" | call ed.

No reply.

A chill of fear shot down ny back.

| spun around.

In tinme to see a dark form cone charging at ne.

Startled, | stunbled. The back of ny head hit the h

ouse with a hard t hwack.

The dark creature | eaped on top of ne.

Pinned ne to the ground.

A sour snell filled ny nostrils as | struggled to ¢

et up.

But | couldn't nove.

The creature panted. Its jaws opened w de. Hot sali

va dripped on to ny face.

The big dog held ne prisoner.

VWhat did it plan to do next?
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"Get off nme!™ | choked out.

| reached up both hands —and shoved with all ny m
ght .

To ny surprise, the big dog toppled off.

| junped to ny feet, ny heart pounding. Spinning a
round, | saw Fergie. Trapped. Backed up against th
e house by the other dog.

"Go hone!" she cried neekly to the dog. "Go hone!™
The dog didn't budge.



| picked up a stick. | waved it furiously in front
of me to keep the dogs a good di stance away.

As | approached the animals, Fergie shook her arns

wildly at them

They |l owered their heads and grow ed softly.

Then, one of them cane running at ne. The stick did
Nt seemto bother himat all.

| lost ny bal ance and crashed into Fergie.

Both dogs curled their lips into fierce, ugly snarl
S.

My | egs were shaking so hard, | could barely stand.

G owling and snapping their jaws, the dogs backed F
ergi e and ne agai nst the house.

"Now what ?" Fergie cried, grabbing ny arm

"G good question,” | stamered as the dogs | owered
t heir heads and noved cl oser.
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ut ny eyes.
d this crazy idea that if | nmade them di sappear
d di sappear, too.
ss what? It didn't work.
felt a sudden burst of hot, sour dog breath on ny
face.
Then | felt tugging. On ny sweat pants.

| opened ny eyes. The dog pulled furiously at ny sw
eats. Not biting. Tuggi ng.

Fergi e appeared as confused as | was. The other dog
tugged at the hem of her T-shirt.

"What do they want?" Fergie mhispered.

sh
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1. . | . . I don't know," | answered. "They —
t hey' re not bltlng or attacking!"

"Cooper, | think they want us to go with them" Fer
gi e sai d.

"That's crazy!" | cried. The dog tugged harder on

ny sweatpants. "I saw this on a Lassie show once!"

"I don't think it's crazy, Cooper," Fergi e said.
Wat ch." She stepped forward slowy, and the dog's
tail began to wag. "See? They want us to go with t



hem "

| hesitated. It seened ridicul ous.

But when | edged forward, the dog that had been tu
ggi ng on ny pants began wagging his tail, too.
"See?" Fergi e whispered.

Sorry, but | wasn't buying it. | turned and started
to run.

"Cooper, don't!" Fergie cried.

Too | ate.

The big creature took off after ne. Leaped high. An
d knocked ne to the ground.

When | clinbed to ny feet, he started tuggi ng again
"Cone on. Let's see what they want," Fergie pleade
d wwth ne. "We don't have nmuch of a choice, anyway
. They're not going to | eave us al one.™

We followed the dogs through the woods. They staye
d close by, never getting too far ahead. And al way
s gl anci ng back.

| pointed ny flashlight along the path. The dimli
ght didn't help very nmuch at all. | had no idea wh
ere we were going. Al | knew was that it was very
dark out —and we were headed deeper and deeper i
nto the woods.

"I hope we can find our way back," | nuttered to ny
sel f.

Then, w thout warning, the dogs sped up. Their big
paws trod heavily on the soft ground.

A few seconds | ater, they began barking and scratch
ing wildly at sonething between the trees.

| lifted ny flashlight and ained it in their direct
I on.

In the center of a small clearing stood a broken-d
own wooden shack. The dogs clawed at the door. We
n they had pushed it open, they cane back for us.
They began tuggi ng again, pulling us toward the sh
ack.

"Wha —what is this place?" | cried. "Were are we?

"I don't know," Fergie whispered. "l've never seen
this shack before.™
The dogs tugged —furiously now. They really wanted



us to go in there.
"What can be inside?" | whispered to Fergie.
Fergie swall owed hard. "I don't know," she whi sper
ed back. "But | think we're going to find out!"
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"Fergie, | don't like this," | whispered. "Let's ge

t away fromhere —fast!"

| felt the dog clanp its jaw tighter on ny ankl e.
Had he understood what |'d sai d?

"They're not going to | et us get away,
softly.

Snarling and grow ing, the dogs backed us up agains

t the door to the shack.

"Whoa!" | cried out as the dogs | eaped at the side

of the shack.

"I don't believe it!" Fergi e screaned.

The dogs junped right through the wooden wall. They
di sappeared i nsi de.

"That's inpossible!" Fergie cried.

"Tell that to the dogs," | nurnured.

| had seen themdo it before —in ny own Kkitchen.
"They're ghosts or sonething!" Fergie cried.

| grabbed her arm "Let's get out of here! \Whatever
happens . . . we can't go in that shack!"

We'd taken only a few steps when the dogs cane tear
I ng out through the shack wall.

They edged in close, pressing us up against the sh
ack again. Before we could struggle or try to get
away, the dogs rose up on their hind | egs.

Standi ng up, they were taller than us! Fergie and |
exchanged terrified gl ances.

The dogs staggered forward. Pressed their front pa

Wws agai nst our chests. And shoved us backwards i nt
o the shack.

We screaned as we started to fall.

The shack had no fl oor.

We fell, hurtling down. Tunbling as we fell.

Down, down, down.

Into a deep, black hole.

Fergie said



A deep, black hole that didn't seemto end.
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| |anded softly on ny feet. | didn't even feel it.
Had we fallen into sone kind of well? O a tunnel d
ug deep under the shack?

| couldn't tell.

| took a deep breath and gazed around the heavy Dbl
ackness. "Fergie —are you okay?" | called. My voi
ce cane out tiny and shrill.

"I —1 guess,"” she replied after a few seconds. "Co
oper —I ook!"

| started to reply that it was too dark to see any
thing. But then | glinpsed the two pairs of red ey
es, glaring at us through the darkness.

| gasped.

"Don't nove!" instructed a dry whi sper of a voice.
"Who are you?" | nmanaged to choke out. "Wat do you
want ?"

"Why did you dogs bring us here?" Fergi e denmanded.
"We are not dogs," the voice growed. "W are peopl
o "

"But —but —" | sputtered.

"Silence!" the voice commanded. "Silence while you

are in the Changi ng Room™

"The what?" | cri ed.

The red eyes fl ared.

"Centuries ago, ny friend and | had an evil spell

cast upon us," the voice continued, ignhoring ny qu

estion. "The spell forced us to roamthese woods a

s dogs. CGhost dogs."

"Too bad,"” | nuttered. "But what do you want us for

t)ll

The dogs snickered. It sounded nore |ike dry coughi

ng than | aughter.

"You are in the Changi ng Room" the voice told us.
"For nearly a hundred years, we have tried to get
two people in here. And now we have succeeded."

"And —?" | denmanded.

"We're going to change places with you," the voice



said casual ly.
"Excuse ne?" Fergie cried. "You' re going to what?"

"W will take your places," the voice repeated. "A
nd you shall take ours. You will be the ghost dogs
You wi Il roamthese woods as we did —forever!"
"No way!" | cried. | wanted to run.

But where?

| was surrounded by heavy bl ackness on all sides.
"Fergie —" | started.

But | heard her gasp. And then | began to feel war
m As if soneone had covered ne with a heavy bl ank
et.

The warnmt h swept over ny body.

Simmering heat. As if | were in an oven.

Warner. Warner. Until sweat dripped down ny face, a
nd I was panting in the heat.

| can't stand it anynore! | thought. I'"'mgoing to m
el t!

| opened ny nouth to scream But the sounds that es
caped ny throat weren't m ne.

In fact, they didn't sound human at all.
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| opened ny eyes to bright sunshine.

The woods around ne appeared fuzzy. | struggled to
focus.

| yawned. Then | stretched ny entire body and shook
nysel f awake.

Yes! That stretch felt good.

| sniffed the air and shook nyself again. Ww Sonme

thing snell ed delicious.

My stomach growl ed. | suddenly realized | nust be s

tarving.

Still trying to focus, | took two steps and fell on
nmy face.

| stood again, feeling unsteady. What's wong? | wo
nder ed.

| gazed around the woods. Why were the trees sudde

nly all black and white? Way was the sky gray? The

grass gray?



What had happened to all the color?

Was this a dreanf

| heard a gruff sound behind ne. Soneone clearing h
i s throat.

| turned —and saw a bl ack Labrador.

| started to cry out —but hoarse barks escaped ny

t hr oat .

Startled, | glanced down at ny own body. My own fu
r-covered body. "Ohhhh." | dug ny front paws into

the dirt. | shook nyself hard, trying to shake the
dog body off. Trying to shake it away so | could
see ny real body. Cooper's body.

And as | shook, | jerked ny head back. And saw a | o
ng, black tail!

My tail!

| let out a startled yip. I'ma dog, too, | realize
d.

The ghosts in the Changi ng Room weren't kidding ar

ound. They changed places with us. Fergie and | ar

e dogs.

Fer gi e whi nper ed.

Trenbling, we both began to trot, our tails hangin

g between our legs. Fergie's whinpers turned into
mour nful how s.

What was that? Strange! | thought Fergie said sonet
hi ng.

"I did say sonething," she insisted. "Well, actual
ly, | thought sonmething. |I think we can read each

ot her's thoughts, Cooper.™

Ckay, Fergie, then what am | thinking now?

"You're thinking of that leftover fried liver from
| ast night that your nomput in the fridge," Ferg
i e thought.

That's right!

We could read each other's m nd! Cool!

| licked ny lips a few tines, thinking about the |

iver. | loved liver so nuch, Momnade it for nme on

ce a week. Man, did | want that |iver now

Then | renenbered | had other things to worry about

“Fergie, what are we going to do? W' re dogs!"”
"I can see that, Cooper," she replied, swatting a f



|y from behind her floppy, black ear.
"Well, we've got to do sonething!" | cried. "W ca
n't trot around |like this forever. Those ghost dog

s stole our bodies! They're probably fooling ny pa
rents this very mnute!”

Fergie didn't reply. Instead, she ran around in ci
rcles, chasing her tail. "Hey! This is fun!"

"Fergie! Quit nmessing around! We're in major troubl

el

"Okay, okay! I'msorry! |'mupset about this, too,

you know "

Fergie dropped to the dirt. She buried her snout i
n her front paws. Deep in thought. "You know what,
Cooper ?"

"What ?" | asked as | paced back and forth, trying

to think of a way to get us out of this ness.

"Your droopy ears | ook pretty good —now that you'r

e a dog."

"Fergie! Get serious!"™ | grow ed.

Then it hit ne.

"I know" | cried. "I know what we can do. W have

to drag those ghosts back to the shack and trade
pl aces with them agai n!"

"Oh, sure, Cooper. No problem" Fergie barked. "An
d how do you suppose we do that? Walk up to thema
nd say, 'Uh, excuse ne, but can you conme back to t
he shack with us? It'll only be for a second.'

| stared at Fergie. She had becone a dog. But her p
ersonality hadn't changed one bit!

"I heard that," she nunbl ed.

| sighed. "Well, do you have a better plan?" | aske

d, scratching furiously at ny neck.

"I"'mthinking, I"'mthinking," Fergie answered wth
a yawn. "I'mreally so tired. Maybe after a nap —

"No! No naps! We have to do sonething —now Liste
nton. WIIl get ny parents to help. Al we have
to do is convince themthat we're the real Cooper
and Margaret, and that those kids in the house ar
e i nposters.”

"And how are we going to do that?" Fergi e asked.
Good question. Real good questi on.
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Fergie and | trotted through the woods. | sniffed

the ground. Sniffed the weeds. So many great snell

s!

We st opped at the edge of the woods behind ny hous

e. | heard | aughing, shouting voices. Then | saw m

y parents. In the backyard. Throw ng a Frisbee aro
und with Fergie and Cooper!

Those f akes!

| grow ed with anger.

| bared ny teeth. Prepared to attack.

"Whoa!" Fergie cried. "Cooper, wait! You can't just
barge over there and attack them™

Fergie was right. That woul dn't sol ve anyt hi ng.

| watched ny dad send the Frisbee flying across the
yar d.

| had a strong urge to junp up and go for that Fris
bee.

But | stopped nyself. This was no tine for playing.

Then | had an idea. The greatest idea. The idea of

alifetine.

"Conme on!" | urged Fergie. | began loping toward th

e side of ny house.

"Cooper, where are you goi ng?" she asked.

| didn't answer. | stopped outside the wall to Mc
key's room "This will just take a second,"” | told
Fergi e.

She read ny m nd. She knew what | planned to do.

Si de by side, we |eaped through the wall of the hou

se.

And burst into Mckey's room

He was standing in his underwear. Leaning over his
dresser, sorting out his T-shirts. He cried out a
nd spun around as Fergie and | started to grow .

My brother uttered a short, terrified whinper. He

started backing up, his eyes wide with fright.
Fergie and | began barking and junping up on our hi
nd | egs.



"How —how did you —?" M ckey stanmmer ed.

Those were the only words he coul d choke out.

Then he | et out another whinper, stunbled past us,
and bolted out through the bedroom door. "Mmy!
Daddy! Help!" | heard him scream "Mmmy! Daddy!"
Fergie and | didn't want to mss seeing himrun th
rough the yard in his underwear. W trotted throug
h the wall and watched until he di sappeared around
t he gar age.

"Did you see his face?" | yel ped happily. "Ws t hat
awesone?! "

"Man, that was excellent!" Fergie cheered.

"Hey, you two!" a stern voice call ed.

| turned around.

Dad!

"How di d you dogs get in this yard?" ny father dema
nded sharply. "Conme on. Qut! Qut!"

"But, wait! Dad! It's ne, Cooper!" | tried to yell

. But all that canme out was Wof! Wof! Wof!

"Qut! Qut!" Dad repeated angrily.

"Dad! Wait! It's really ne! Listen! You' ve got to |
| sten!™

"Woof ! Whof! Woof, woof, woof! Whof! Whof, woof, wo

of , woof!"

My father arnmed hinself with a broom and waved it

wldly at Fergie and ne. "Qut!" he cried, shaking

t he broom at us.

"What's going on?" Momcalled fromthe doorway.

"Mom |It's nme. Cooper!" | barked furiously.

"Oh, Sam Please get rid of those aninmals! You know
|"'mallergic to dogs!"”

"But, Moml" | cried. "Can't you tell it's nme?"

Wof, woof! Wbof, woof, woof, woof, woof!

"Pl ease, Sami Call the pound! These dogs | ook dang

erous. They m ght have to be put to sleep! Call th

e pound. They'll know what to do."

| watched in horror as ny dad picked up the phone a
nd di al ed.
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Fergie and | bolted into the woods as fast as we c

ould. Even as a dog, Fergie ran faster than | did.

We hid anong the trees and watched ny parents and

t he fake Cooper and Fergie toss the Frisbee around

I n the backyard.

The guys fromthe pound never showed up. But thing
s still looked pretty bad. My parents thought we w
ere stray dogs. And | couldn't tell themwho I was.
Al | could do was bark.

Hey. WAit a m nute. Maybe | could do nore than bark

"Fergie, | have another idea!" | said, wagging ny t
ail. "Follow ne!"

Fergie and | sneaked around the side of the house
and stepped through the wall into the living room

| sniffed around, searching for a pen and sone pa
per.
"I'"'l'l wite thema note,"” | explained to Fergie.
Momw Il definitely recognize ny handwiting."

| found a pen Iying on the coffee table, next to so
me not epaper.

| tried to lift the pen.

It slipped out fromunder ny paw. | couldn't wap m
y paw around it.
Fergie tried to help ne. She nosed the pen in ny d

irection, but I still couldn't pick it up.
| npossi bl e. Dogs can't hol d pens.
| felt so disappointed. | pushed the pen away, the

n ripped the paper to shreds. That's when ny dad b

urst in.

"Hey! | thought | told you two dogs to beat it!" ny
fat her yell ed.

My nother and the two phonies cane running into the
room

| started barking, trying to communicate with Dad.
But that seened to annoy himeven nore.

"Stand up on your hind legs!" | instructed Fergie.
"Maybe he'll think we're trying to tell him sonet
hi ng! "

| hopped up, trying to bal ance on ny back | egs. Bu

t I wasn't very good at it. | nean, give ne a brea
k. 1'd only been a dog for a few hours.



| toppled over onto ny stonach.

| nust have | ooked pretty stupid, because everyone
started | aughing. "Weird dogs," the Cooper i npost

er said.

Fergie and | hopped up again and agai n. But nobody
under stood what we were doing. And after a while,
they grew bored with our little act. Dad picked u

p the broom agai n.

| probably could have yanked that stupid broomrig

ht out of his hands and pinned himto the ground.

But what woul d that prove?

Dad chased Fergie and nme out the back door and into
t he woods.

"You're right," | told her when we were safely hid

den by the trees. "We're going to be dogs for the

rest of our lives. And not even real dogs. Giost d

ogs. "
"Don't worry, Cooper," Fergie replied, reading ny
mnd. "We'll convince them There's got to be a wa

y to show them who we are."

| sighed, then rolled on to ny back.

|f only Gary and Todd were here. They'd know what t
o do.

| rolled back again. And, suddenly, |I felt hot. Bur

ning hot. | sprang up on all fours.
"What is it?" Fergie cried out. "What's wong?"
| shook violently fromhead to tail. Qut of contro

|. I couldn't stop shaking. Sonething had taken ov
er ny body.
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"Fleas!" | shrieked.

There must have been thousands of theml i nging al
| over ny body! And | couldn't reach them

"My back!"™ | cried helplessly. "My back!"

Fergie lifted her front paws and scratched the part
of nmy back | couldn't reach.

"Hi gher," | pleaded. "Hi gher. Aaaaahhhhh, that's it
| o

My ears drooped |low, and | sighed with relief.



Fergie found us a nice spot under a tall birch tre

e. | stretched out ny body and rested ny face on m

y paws. Fergie curled up into a tight ball. It was
time to think up another plan.

And tinme to nap. | couldn't believe howtired I'd s

uddenl y becone.

The day passed slowy. | think we both dozed off on
ce or twce.

Around lunchtinme, we ran to the streamin the wood
s for water. Sone fleas still nipped at ny skin. A
nd I thought a cool dip in the stream m ght hel p.
We returned to our spot under the shady birch. Now
we were both starving.

"Maybe we can find sone scraps of food at ny house

—in the garbage," | suggested.
"Yuck! |I'mnot eating garbage," Fergie wailed. "No
way." But she knew we had no choi ce.

We returned to ny house and quietly nade our way t

o the side door, where Dad stored the garbage pail

S.

As we sniffed around for sone food, M ckey and ny
parents opened the back door and stepped out into

t he yard.

"I"'mtelling you, Mom" M ckey cried. "They're gho

st dogs! They wal ked right through ny bedroom wal |
I They're not normal!"

"Save your jokes for Cooper," ny father snapped.
"Hey, Fergie, maybe M ckey can help us," | suggest

ed, watching ny brother. "He's the only one who be
| ieves we're not nornmal dogs. Maybe we can find a

way to tell himwho we are.”

Fergi e sighed. "For sure," she said sarcastically.
"Then what ? Can you see your parents' faces when
Mckey tells themthe two dogs hangi ng around thei
r house are really Cooper and Margaret Ferguson?"

| hung ny head. Fergie was right. They'd never beli

eve M ckey, either.

"Well, we have to do sonething? | said, scratchin

g behind ny ear. "These fleas are driving ne crazy
I 1 can't live like this!"

"Maybe we can get you a flea collar,

t ed.

Fer gi e sugges



"Oh, right. I'Il just trot into the Main Street dr
ugstore, put five dollars on the counter, and ask

for a flea collar. Nobody will think that's weird.
"I rolled ny eyes.
Fergi e snapped at ne. "Well, excuse ne, Cooper. | w

as only trying to help!"

Fergie and | spent the rest of the day snapping at
each other, getting on each other's nerves.

When dinnertinme rolled around, ny stonmach runbl ed

| oudly. Then | snelled the nost wonderful snell.

| raised ny nose high in the air and sniffed excite
dly.

|'d know t hat aroma anywhere.

Li ver! The leftover liver fromlast night!

"Cone on!" | barked to Fergie. "I've got to get som
e of that |iver!"

We trotted over to the back door and peered inside
. My whole famly had gathered around the table, r
eady to eat.

"You're drooling," Fergie said to ne in disgust. "G
ross. "

Li ke | cared.

| couldn't take ny eyes off the plate of |iver Mom
carried to the table. | watched hungrily as she p
| aced a big slab on ny father's plate.

Then she served sone to M ckey. M ckey seened edgy
, nervous. | hoped he was still upset fromny litt
le trick this norning.

Then Mom pl aced a piece of |liver on the phony Coop

er's plate. He junped fromhis seat. "Yuck!" he cr
ied out in disgust. "I hate liver!"

Momi s jaw dropped. "Cooper! Wiat are you sayi ng? Yo
ulove liver!"

The phony Cooper began to stutter.

"Oh, uh, did 1l say | hated it? Ch, no. I'm uh, ju

st joking, Mom | |ove liver. Everyone knows that!

Mom stared at himsuspiciously. "Really, Cooper. Yo
u haven't been yourself all day!"

My eyes w dened.

This was ny chance!

Now was the perfect tinme to show Mom he wasn't hins



elf! He was a total phony!

"I"'mgoing in!" | told Fergie.

| burst through the kitchen door and headed straig
ht for the plate of liver. I'll show Momwho the r
eal Cooper is, | thought happily. The Cooper who |
oves liver. She'll knowit's nme instantly!

This has got to work.

It's our last chance, | knew. Qur only chance.
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Panting excitedly, | charged into the kitchen and |

eaped up at the table.

Mom screaned and dropped the plate of liver on the

floor.

In a flash, | bent down and began | apping it up. De

| i ci ous!

"See, Monf Look, it's ne! Your son, Cooper!" | yelp

ed in between bites.

"Sami Do sonething! That animal is eating our dinne

rt

Huh? Animal ? "No, Moml It's ne! Your son! Look, | |

ove liver!"

But it was no use.

Al Mom heard was, "Wof, woof! Wof, woof! Wof, w

oof ! Woof, woof, woof, woof!"

Dad shoved his chair away fromthe table and grabb

ed a newspaper fromthe counter. He rolled it up,

then swatted ny nose.

K

That hurt!

"I'"ll see if the line to the pound is still busy,"
Mom sai d, picking up the phone. "Try to chase the
dogs into the pantry and | ock the door. W'll hol

d themin there until the pound can cone get them™

The fake Cooper and Margaret hel ped Dad back us to

ward the pantry. "Bad dogs! Bad!" the phony Margar

et shout ed.

"Dad, do you think the pound will use a tranquiliz

er gun on then?" the phony Cooper asked.

"Maybe, " Dad replied.



| gl anced over at Fergie.
Tranquilizer guns? No thank you!

| never ran so fast in all nmy life. I even ran fast
er than Fergie.

"Got any other bright ideas, fleabag?" she asked wh
en we were safely in the woods.

| grow ed at her and turned away. The sun was sett

i ng over the trees. The air felt cool. It would be
dark soon.
"And t hanks for saving sone of that |iver for ne,"
Fergi e snapped. "I'm hungry, too, you know "
i gnored her.

I
| gazed longingly through the trees. Through the w
| ndow of ny house as Mom and Dad washed the di shes

| couldn't help nyself. | felt so bad. | started wh

| nperi ng.

|f only | could be inside ny warm confortable hou

se right now In a short while, it would be dark.

| didn't want to spend a night in the woods.

Thi nk, Cooper! Think! | urged nyself. There nust be
a way to get our human bodi es back.

"Whoa! WAit a mnute!™ | cried. "I just thought of

sonet hi ng! "

Fergi e awoke froma nap. "Wat?" she asked | azily.

"We're dogs, right?"

"Ri ght."

"So we should act |ike dogs!"

Fergi e narrowed her eyes. "Cooper, what are you tal

ki ng about ?"

| took a deep breath. "Ckay, listen,” | explained.
"Renmenber how t hose ghost dogs got us out to the

shack?"

Fer gi e nodded.

"That's what we should do! W should pull those Ki

ds back there, the way they pulled us! That's what
dogs woul d do!"

Fergi e raised her head. Her ears perked up. "Not ba

d! Not bad at all!"

"We're dogs,"” | continued. "W have sharp teeth, r

i ght? Very sharp teeth. W'll drag theminto the w



oods and into the Changi ng Room —and before you k

nowit, we'll be Cooper and Fergie again!"
Fergi e bounced up and began panting happily and wag
ging her tail. "Excellent!" she cried.

"Okay, here's the plan.” Wth ny paw, | drew a dia

gramin the dirt. "The phonies are here, in the de
n. We'll wal k through the wall and haul them out t
hrough the kitchen door. It's okay if Mom and Dad

follow. W can outrun them"

"I"'mready. Let's do it!" Fergie exclained.

We trotted to the house and pushed through the wall
, as planned.

| nsi de, the fake Cooper and Fergie were watching M

TV on the den TV. W burst through the den wall an

d surprised them

"Mom " the fake Cooper screaned at the top of his |
ungs. "Dad! Help! It's the dogs!”

Fergie and | noved in on them snarling as ferociou

sly as we knew how.

| clanped on to the fake Cooper's ankle just as ny
parents and M ckey burst into the room | notione

d to Fergie to get on wth it. In a flash, she |lea
ped on to the phony Fergie and cl anped her jaws ar

ound her wri st.

Then we tugged.

"Moml Dad! Hel p!" the phony Cooper yell ed.

"M . Holnes!" the phony Fergie cried. "Do sonething
| They're attacking us!"

Momran for the broom But before Dad could sw ng

into action, Fergie and | had dragged the inposter

s through the kitchen.

| caught a glinpse of Mckey as | tugged. He was hi

ding in the corner, shaking all over.

Too bad | didn't have tine to enjoy that picture.

We were out the door now. Everything was working p

erfectly. Fergie and | would be back to normal in

no tine.

The phoni es knew where we were taking them But th

ere was nothing they could do about it. Fergie and
| were too strong, too ferocious.

"Dad! Hel p!" the fake Cooper cried again.

"Don't worry!" Dad called out to him "The dogs do



n't seemto want to hurt you! | think they want us
to foll ow them "

Way to go, Dad!

A short while later, | spotted the clearing where

the old shack stood. It won't be long now, | thoug
ht happily. In a few mnutes, Fergie and | wll wa
| kK home with ny parents. On two legs. No nore flea
s. No nore food fromgarbage pails. | couldn't wait!

W panted wldly as the struggling inposters attem
pted to break free. But Fergie and | held on to th
emfor dear life, tugging them tugging with all o
ur cani ne strength.

And, then, finally, we were there. The ol d shack.

We pushed t he phonies up agai nst the door.

| released the fake Cooper fromny grip for a seco
nd. | had no choice. | had to scratch a flea.

The phony tried to nake a run for it.

"Cooper! He's getting away!" Fergi e barked.

"No way!" | barked back. | bounded off after hima
nd clanped ny jaws down on the hemof his shirt. T
hen | dragged him back to the shack.

The fake Fergie screaned with all her mght. "No! N
ol Not in there again!"

| glared up at her.

"Hold on, Margaret," | heard Momcall. "Don't be a
fraid. Let's see what the dogs are trying to show
us."

It was tine. Tinme to make the sw tch.

"Now " | vyel ped.

Fergie and | junped on the inposters and sent them
tunbling into the shack. Then we | eaped in after

t hem

Al four of us fell down, down, down. Down into the
sol i d bl ackness.

Once again, | felt dizzy and warm

Warner. Warner. As if the warm bl anket were being p
ul l ed over ne.

| could feel nyself changing. Changing in the darkn
ess, in the sweltering heat.

| gazed above ny head. A gl ow ng shadow hovered ove
r me. A shadow with tiny red eyes.

My body shuddered. | began to shake.



And all at once | knew. Sonething wasn't right.
"Fergie!" | cried out in a harsh whisper. "It's no
t working! Sonething is wong! Sonething is very w
rong!”
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"Cooper!" ny nomcried happily, running toward the
shack with outstretched arns. "Are you okay?"

"Mar garet, what happened in there?" Dad called. "W

at happened to the dogs?"

"We're okay," Margaret nuttered. "It's just an enpt

y shack. That's all."

"I"'mgoing to call the pound again as soon as we ¢

et hone," Mom announced. "Those dogs shoul dn't be

allowed to roamfree. They're dangerous!”

"Let's just get out of here, okay, Dad?" Cooper sai

d.

Fergi e nodded in agreenent. "We're okay, Let's go h

onme. "

"What an adventure!" Mom si ghed.

"At least it isn't boring up here in our new hone,"
Dad added.

"For sure," Cooper agreed.

"What happened?” | asked, rubbing ny eyes.

| watched ny parents wal king away fromthe shack, t
heir arnms around two ki ds.

"Hey! Those kids!"™ | cried. "They're not us!"

The door to the shack opened, and two bl ack Labs s
tunbled out in a daze. Their eyes net, then they b
ol ted away, barking frantically.

What's their problenf | wondered.

| wat ched the dogs di sappear into the trees.

What's going on? | asked nyself, totally confused.
|"'mnot a kid —and |'mnot a dog, either!

"Hey, Fergie? Fergie?"

Where was she?

When she popped up next to ne, we both gasped.

"Oh, no! Please —no! No! No! Noooo!" she wail ed.
Her head cocked to one side, and her little brown n



ose tw tched furiously.

"Tell me we're not!" | begged her. "Please, Fergie
—tell ne we're not . . ."
"We are!" Fergie squeaked. "W . . . we're chipnmunk

sl

We bot h squeaked and chittered our surprise.

Fergi e gazed down at her furry little body. "How d
id this happen, Cooper? How did this happen?"

"The woods are filled with chipnunks," | sighed.
Two of them nust have wandered into the Changi ng R
oom And we —"

"W switched with the chi pnunks —not the kids!" F
ergie cried. Her bushy tail thunped furiously ont
he ground.

| examined ny tiny black paws. | noved ny teeny Ii
ttle fingers. | twitched ny button nose.

Cute. | was so cute!

"Now what ?" Fergie wail ed. "What do we do now?"
"Unh . . . hunt for acorns?" | suggest ed.

Fergie's beady little eyes squinted into m ne. "Exc
use ne?"

"Let's hunt for acorns!" | said. "I'mstarving!"



