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Cha pter 1

The Fun House
Leo Colsen walked slowly down a long, dark hallway.
Cobwebs dangled from the ceiling and stuck to his face. A
huge rat scurried past him, and Leo jumped. Then he pressed
his back against the wall and slowly continued walking.
“Okay, this is just the haunted fun house in an amusement
park,” Leo said out loud, trying to relax. “It’s just for fun.”
Suddenly a soft voice called out to Leo.
“Help me,” said the voice. “Help me escape.”
The voice echoed down the hall. Leo looked around but
saw no one.
“Help me escape,” the quiet, moaning voice said.
“Who are you?” Leo asked.
The voice continued, “Starling Highway . . . past Old Mill
Road . . . turn onto Walnut Lane.”
Leo realized that the voice was giving him directions. But
to where?
“This is nuts!” said Leo when the voice finally stopped.
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Suddenly a swarm of bats flew right at him. He turned to
the right and dashed down a narrow hallway. That’s when he
smelled the smoke. Ahead, a wall of flames rose from the floor.
Leo skidded to a stop. Looking back over his shoulder, he saw a
second wall of flames behind him, moving toward him.
“Oh no, I’m trapped!” Leo cried. “I’m trapped—please
somebody help me!”
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Leo’s eyes popped wide open. He bolted upright in bed,
sweat dripping down his forehead. The twelve-year-old boy had
never had a dream that scary in his whole life.
“Oh, man, it was just a dream,” he mumbled. “But it felt
so real.”
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Leo wanted to find the amusement park he had seen in his
dream. He had to see that fun house for himself.
Then he remembered the pleading voice giving him
directions and asking for help. He grabbed a pen and
paper and quickly wrote down the directions before he
forgot them.
When he got downstairs, he
found a note from his mom.

A few minutes later, Leo had a map in hand and was
pedaling his bike, following the directions he had written down
from his dream. At the outskirts of town, he turned onto a
bumpy dirt road called Walnut Lane. But when he arrived at
the end of the road, he saw nothing but a bunch of bushes.
7

Could I have come all this way for no reason? Leo
wondered. I know I followed the directions carefully. And
the street sign says Walnut Lane.
Leo got off his bike and pushed it into the overgrown bushes
beyond the end of the dirt road. Something told him to go on.
Shoving scratchy branches out of the way, he moved deeper into
the thicket. Then Leo was struck by an incredible sight.
A huge amusement park spread out before his eyes. It was
a bustling, noisy scene, filled with people—all dressed in clothes
from another time. Both men and women wore old-fashioned
hats, and all the ladies had on dresses or skirts—no pants.
Holy Cow! Why is everybody dressed so weird? Leo
wondered. It’s like an old movie.
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He walked through a big metal arch. A giant painted clown
head at the top of the arch said in a high-pitched recorded
voice, “Welcome to Thrill-Time Amusement Park! Let the fun
begin! Ha-ha-ha-ha!”
Just beyond the arch, an enormous Ferris wheel spun
around and around. A roller coaster full of screaming people
zoomed down a twisting, turning track. Leo passed a spinning
carousel with colorfully painted animals bobbing up and down
as a lively tune blared from tinny speakers.
“Getcha cotton candy, right here!” a food vendor called out.
“Three balls for a nickel!” shouted a barker at a game
stand. “Knock down the bottles! Win a prize!”
Leo reached the center of the park and gasped. There
stood the Haunted Fun House. It looked exactly the same as
it did in his dream.
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