“I have to run out for a minute, Jeremy. You jsisty right here and watch
television,” Ms. Wilson says.

“Okay,” | reply. She leaves and | wait to hear tlwor slam but it doesn't. Ms.
Wilson is pretty quiet for a big lady. She usedltom the door real loud when she left
and she'd make the whole house shake when shedvalkef mom's special China
plates with pictures of lambs and little girls astdff would rattle and I'd be really afraid
they'd crash down into a million pieces and mom lddlame me. But lately Ms.
Wilson's gotten really good at not making a sourtdink Ms. Wilson wants to be a spy. |
want to be a spy too and go around the world andtdtad guys. So does Andre.

“No, Andre,” | say, “Ms. Wilson told us to stayreg’ Andre is bad sometimes.
Well, he's not bad. He's a rebel. That's what malfs bim, a rebel. Andre wants to slide
down the stairs again. The big stairs. The sthas¥Ms. Wilson and mom told me not to
slide down.

“I know they're not scary, Andre, but I'm not soppd to,” | say. Andre can be a
real jerk sometimes.

‘I am not a baby, Andre. Fine. We'll slide dowe tig stairs. It'll prove forever
that I'm not a baby and you can't call me one again and nobody else can either,” |
say. We walk up the big stairs. | open the bigetas the hall and get a blanket. Andre
says he wants to ride in front.

“Okay, you can ride in front,” | tell him. “But nk& sure you hold on to me, okay?
| don't want you getting hurt.”

We're sitting at the top of the stairs and it tke it's a really long way down.



“I'm not scared Andre,” | say. “Ready? We'll gotbree. One, two, three....”

The house is quiet. Andre is next to me. We'eeid, peeking out from
underneath the covers. | hear the babysitter memskairs. |1 don't like the babysitter
men. They're terrible babysitters. I'm not a bafy bdon't need to be sat.

“There's no need to be afraid, Andre,” | say. Anidrscared of the babysitter men.
| tell him not to be scared of them but he doesaytanything. Mom calls Andre the
strong, silent type.

“What's that Andre? No, they won't come up here, tRey aren't bad men. They
aren't scary men. They're just bad babysitters.ii#Whem and dad come home they'll
have to leave and we'll tell mom and dad neveireathem again because they don't
listen to us,” | say. Andre's not convinced.

“No, Andre. Until mom and dad come home, I'm noing back to school,” | say.

Andre says that because I'm not going to schoob&coming dumber by the
minute, and that if | don't start going back tomahsoon, they may not be able to fix
how dumb I've gotten. He says that if | went tocsth'd be able to see my friends and
tell them about the terrible babysitters. Maybentbee of my friends would let me and
Andre stay at his place until mom and dad get home.

That'd be nice, unless Dennis wanted me to sthisdtouse. Dennis is mean. And
ugly. Mom doesn't like it when | call him mean amgly, but | think that mom secretly
agrees with me that he is mean and ugly.

Maybe when mom and dad come back they'll sencbraeadther school. | don't



really like the one I'm in. I'm pretty sure noboaguld invite me to stay at their house
even if | told them that mom and dad were gonethatla couple of really awful
babysitters were looking after me. They'd probaily laugh and call me a baby. | really
hate it when people call me a baby. I'm not a bAhgre wants to know where Ms.
Wilson went.

“Ms. Wilson went out for a little while and lethié¢ babysitter men in charge,” |
tell Andre. “She'll probably be back soon. Andhg&s not, mom and dad will be back
soon.” | like it when Ms. Wilson is the babysitt8he lets me stay up late and watch TV
and always gets me snacks and doesn't gets madiwlbatt listen to her.

The door slams. The babysitter men are gone.Aadd | run downstairs
and start watching TV. Andre's says he's thirsty lan thirsty as well. | go into the
kitchen to get some juice from the fridge. | likéce, especially orange juice.

The babysitters moved all the glasses to the Bigteelves in the cupboard by the
fridge, so | have to get a chair and move it nexthe counter so | can climb from the
chair to the top of the counter. | open the dodh®cupboard and I'm on my tippy toes
and reaching inside. There are a lot of glassésartupboard. | think the babysitter men
are lazy because the glasses are always dirtyietrey've been washed. | start to pull
one down but it slips, hits the counter, bouncpsssand explodes into a million pieces
when it hits the kitchen floor. The babysitter na@a going to be really upset when they
see the mess I've made. | start to reach for angthss.

There's the sound of footsteps and voices conmnorg the front porch. People are

at the door. | can hear keys jingling as a keyrciepulled from a pocket. | jump off the



chair and run and grab Andre and I'm up at theofdpe stairs when they come in. | can
see them but they can't see me. | can hear a wgetiarg.

“What the...?” the woman shouts. “You guys jusivie broken glass all over the
floor before you go to class? What's the mattehn waitu?” | want to run downstairs and
see if it's mom but | know it can't be mom becabselady's voice is different than
mom's voice. This lady's voice is husky like slse'®ked too many cigarettes. Mom's
voice is soft and sweet. Mom smells good too, iket$he smokes too many cigarettes.

“Just chill out. It wasn't us. It was the kid,"ysaone of the babysitters.

“What kid?” the woman asks.

“The kid who lives here,” the babysitter says. Nibmwy're both quiet and
speaking in whispers and | know that they're tajlabout me but | can't hear them.
Andre is afraid and wants to go back to our bedrodawalk on our tippy toes down
the hall and up the stairs and jump into bed.

Lying under the covers, my face is wet and hotlacah't help it. | hate crying
because I'm a big boy and big boys don't cry. Imoat old enough to take care of
myself and not have babysitters.

“Oh my God. Seriously? You're joking right?” the woman asks.

“It's only for a little while longer. They're gairnto come and get him in a couple
of days,” the babysitter says. | squeeze Andieéiy

“See Andre?” | whisper, “I told you mom and dadulbbe back soon. And now
they're coming home and the stupid babysittershaille to leave and it'll just be me and

you and mom and dad and things will be great agaid.mom and dad will bring me



back a big present and maybe one for you as weltlay'll tell me how sorry they are
and how they love me and how they'll never leaveagen.”

I'm worried about Ms. Wilson. The babysitter nesaid anything about her. I'm
worried about her, but I'm still mad at her for telting me that these men were going to
babysit me. | don't want to think about it anymadreate that wordbabysitter. I'm not a

baby.

Our house is big and has lots of stairs and aydzsement. | don't want to go
down in the basement. My friend Dennis says thexetlare ghosts in his basement. |
don't believe him because ghosts don't exist. Th@yst a stupid idea that people made
up to scare you. Dennis isn't really my friend betives down the street and goes to my
school so mom says | should try to be friends \with.

One day Andre and | invented a new game. We wustesjtting at the top of the
stairs in front of my room on a big blanket frone ttloset. | wanted to make a fort, but
the blanket was too small and Andre didn't warktdlp me make a fort anyway. So there
we were, just sitting at the top of the stairs whAedre suggested we slide down the
stairs on the blanket

“Great idea, Andre!” | said. Andre's pretty smiarta bear.

We looked down the stairs. Andre felt a little sthand said maybe it wasn't such a good
idea after all.

“It's okay,” | told Andre. “There's lots of carpen the stairs. We can't get hurt if

there's lots of carpet.” So we slid down the stairghe blanket from the closet.



Whump, whump, whump, whump, whump, whump....

“Jeremy? Jeremy what was that noise?” Mom yehedlre and | were at the
bottom of the stairs, laughing.

“That was great, Andre!” | said “What's the makeAndre wasn't moving. |
picked him up and noticed he had a scratch onrmsaad | did too so we went
downstairs and showed mom.

“That's a carpet burn, honey,” she said. She picke up and ran my arm under
the tap. It hurt so | pulled my arm back.

“We have to wash it out because if we don't waslit'll get infected,” she said. |
gave her my arm and she washed it and it hurt & dbddsed my eyes until mom cleaned
the burn and put a plaster on it.

“Andre has one too,” | said

“How'd he get that?” mom asked. Mom took Andrefa and started examining
it. She looked kinda worried. | felt kinda worrieab.

“We were sliding down the stairs. Its really funom!” | said.

“Jeremy, that's a very dangerous thing to do. Dsiiale down the stairs
anymore,” she said.

“Why not?” | asked. “It's not dangerous! The stare covered in carpet and you
can't hurt yourself on carpet. Even Dennis saitl so.

“Not dangerous? What do you call this?” she askettling up Andre's arm.

“That's nothing,” | said.

“Jeremy, | said no,” she said.



“I'm not dumb, mom. There's no carpet on the nstairs. It'd be dangerous to
slide down those,” | said. “But the ones to my roarma fine.”

“Jeremy, sliding down the stairs like that is darays. You could really hurt
yourself. | don't want you to do it anymore,” slagds

“Okay,” | said.

“Promise me you won't do it anymore, okay?” sheeds

“Okay, okay, | promise,” | said. | had my fingem®ssed behind my back so it
doesn't count. Sometimes mom worries too much.

“And you,” she said to Andre. “I know this was pedbly your idea. No more
sliding down the stairs, you hear me?”

“He knows, mom. He'd not dumb,” | said. She tookface in her hands and
kissed me on the cheek.

“Gross, mom!” | said.

“Why is that gross?” she asked.

“Because I'm not a baby, mom. Only babies getkits/ their moms,” | said.

“Did Dennis tell you that?” she asked.

“No,” | said. Well, he did. But | knew that befoBennis told me because I'm just

as smart and probably smarter than he is.

I'm in my room, playing with Andre. The babysige&nd a whole bunch of their
friends are downstairs. They're loud. There's soieg and yelling and awful music. The

house will be messy and smell really bad tomoridiven mom and dad get home I'm



going to tell them what the babysitters did, hoeytdidn't take care of me and how they
had people in the house and made a lot of noisechgks are wet and warm and my
eyelashes are wet too.

If  was mom | would have told dad, “No, I'm ne&Vving Jeremy here. I'm going
to stay and we're going to have lots of fun togettigle you go on your stupid business
trip.” Mom and dad usually let me go with them, bty didn't this time. They said
they'd only be gone for a couple of days, but....

| can hear footsteps. Two sets coming up thesstaam the living room. | can
hear voices too, a soft voice and a deeper voiddlan a door opens and closes.

“Be very quiet, Andre,” | say. “The babysittengehds won't come up here if
we're quiet.” Andre nods and | nod. | slide my lsve®my chest, wrapping my arms
around my legs and burying my face in my knees.

Three more sets of feet are coming up the stairs.

“Dude, did you hear that?” a man's voice says.

“Hear what?” another asks. “I know where they &eeck it out. The door to
Duane's room is closed. They're totally makinginuhere. Let's bust it open. It'll be
hilarious!”

“No way, Brian. You know how angry Phil can gee'#iprobably come out
swinging. That guy totally has anger issues. ljassget out of here. This party kinda
sucks anyway,” the first voice says.

“Forget that. This is like the only decent partyrgy on tonight,” the other voice

says. Brian. His friend called him Brian.



“Whatever. This place is kinda creepy,” the fistce says. “I bet Angie's party is
decent by now.” | stick my leg out and the bed sdge bit. Andre was getting squished
and couldn't breathe. | don't like to squish Andite's my best friend in the whole entire
world.

“Scott, wait... did you hear that?” Brian asks.

“Hear what?” Scott asks.

“That sound in the attic,” Brian says.

“Andre, you'll have to be quiet or they'll hear"dswhisper.

“I definitely heard something that time,” Scotysa

“What did you hear?” the third man asks.

“That noise in that attic that Brian was talkirtgpat,” Scott says. “Someone's up
there.”

“Maybe they went to make out up there,” the tmrdn says. “That'd be so
creepy.”

“What's so creepy about that?” Brian asks.

“Because this place is haunted,” the third marssay

“Whatever, | don't believe in ghosts,” Scott says

“Don't listen to him Andre,” | say. “He's just tng to scare you.”

| can't hear their words anymore but | know theewhispering because there's a
sound like tiny scratching underneath us.

“Come on, there's three of us. Let's go up theBedtt says. “What the hell is the

ghost going to do if there's three of us?”



“I thought you said you didn't believe in ghostBrian says.

“I don't believe in ghosts,” Scott says.

Three sets of feet are banging up the stairs tooom. Andre and | crawl under
the bed. The door swings open and hits the wall wibang.

“Turn on the light, Andre,” Scott says. Is hekial to Andre, my Andre? How
does he know Andre? Maybe the third man's namadse\ If he's named Andre then
maybe it won't be so bad if | come out from undherbed, because you can't be mad and
angry and mean to someone with the same name as kmow this because Steven
Evans and Steven Wall in my class are best friandsthey always say it's because
they're both named Steven.

“I can't find the switch,” the big Andre says.

“Why do you need the lights, Scott? Are you afrafidhosts? Woooooo!” says
Brian. | don't like Brian. He sounds like a jerkarfe jerks in high school stole Andre
once and were going to do all kinds of bad stuffita. They were throwing him around
when Ms. Lee, my math teacher, came out and mauhe $top. Andre was so scared
when | got him back that he was shaking.

“Where's the light switch?” Andre says.

“Its right here, Andre. Right in front of your &€ Brian says. | hear click, click,
click.

“Doesn't work,” Scott says.

Little Andre has been holding his breath sincenttem came in the room. I'm

worried that he'll pass out. Dennis says that yaumgass out or even die from holding
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your breath. | know that isn't true and that Detieis a lot. | asked mom and she said
that you can only pass out from holding your brektaybe it'll be a good thing if he
passes out because then it'll be easier for mekeodare of him. Right now he's really
scared and looks like he wants to scream or cry.

“Man, this place is creepy. It looks like it usedbe a kids room,” Scott says.

“Whatever, its not that creepy,” Brian says.

“Brian, come on. This whole house is totally credps got that creepy feel,”
Scott says. “Hey Andre, who told you this place Wwaanted?”

“I thought everyone knew about this place beingrted,” the big Andre says. “It
was, like, this huge tragedy. A young family usedite here. The parents went away on
some trip and left their kid here with a babysit&e went out for a bit to get some milk
or something and when she came back she founddhe & pool of blood at the bottom
of the stairs. They rushed him to hospital butasvoo late, the kid was gone. The
parents caught the next flight home. Only thing vtlasir plane got caught in a storm and
crashed straight into the Gulf of St. Lawrence. dibpsurvived.”

“W-what?” The word leaves my mouth but | don't waro leave. | grab my
mouth and try to catch the word and put it backuhit won't go back in. I want the liars
to go away because they are terrible men and tteeycaring Andre.

“Did you hear that?” says the big Andre.

“Scott just said 'what,” Brian says.

“No, I didn't,” says Scott.

“Well | didn't say anything,” Brian says. The mam quiet for a moment. Now
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I'm holding my breath too because I'm worried thaty might be able to hear me
breathe.

“But | heard someone say 'what,” the big Andrgssa

“l did too,” Brian says.

Andre is scared and | am scared too. | want Hrs to leave. | can't help it, | am
trying to hold it down but out of my mouth a rediyd sound like a fire engine is
coming out.

The men run out of my bedroom and slam the dobindehem. | can hear their
feet pounding on the floor in the hall below. Ttegg running down the stairs and into the
living room. The music stops. Someone is yelliogdly, and all the other voices in the
living room go quiet.

| can hear noises coming from one of the bedrdoei®y me. It sounds like a girl
Is in pain. | think a man is hurting her becausan hear him making sounds as well.

The front door opens and people leave, theirdeahp on the front porch as they
go. The noise in the bedroom stops and | hear etsdf footsteps leave the bedroom,
walk down the hall, and go down the stairs to tle@mnfloor. Someone turns the music
back on. It is much quieter now than before. | ¢ramt from under the bed and look out
the window. The streets are empty and fat flakeshofv are falling, covering everything

in white. We crawl into bed and under the coverdAandre falls asleep right away.

Ms. Wilson came back today. She made me lunchtamals my favorite, tomato

soup and grilled cheese sandwiches.
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“I have to run out for a minute, Jeremy. You jsisty right here and watch TV,”
she says.

“Okay,” | say. She leaves but | don't hear therddam. Ms. Wilson is pretty quiet
for a big lady.

“No Andre, Ms. Wilson told us to stay here,” | sAydre wants to slide down the
big stairs.

“I know they're not scary Andre but mom told me”"dsay. Andre can be a jerk
sometimes.

“I am not a baby, Andre. Fine. We'll slide dowee thig stairs but just once to
prove to you forever and ever that I'm not a babgdy. | walk up the big stairs. | get a
big blanket from the closet in the hall and Andagsshe wants to ride in front.

“Okay, you can ride in front. But hold on to meldn't want you getting hurt,” |
tell Andre. We're sitting at the top of the stairgl it looks like its a really long way
down.

“I'm not scared Andre. Ready? We'll go on threee Qwo, three.go!” And we
are going down the stairs. It's fun and not scaallaand we gdump, bump, bump.

Andre starts to lose his balance so | reach for fiine blanket gets caught and tangles in
my legs and I'm falling and | don't know where Aads and | can't stop because

everything is happening fast, too fast...

I am lying in bed. Andre is next to me. The hoissguiet. | hear noise on the

front porch and the sound of the front door openimgget up out of bed and | run down

13



the stairs and down the hall to see if it's mom@adl | hear voices but they're not mom
and dad's voices. It's the babysitter men. | stabeatop of the stairs and look down.
They can't see me but | can see them. There gyanNdh them. She looks like Ms.
Wilson but not like Ms. Wilson. | run back upstagsd dive onto my bed.

There are footsteps coming up the main stairsy Noan hear them in the hall
below me. Someone is walking up the stairs to neyroRoll off the bed and crawl
underneath it. The door opens.

“Jeremy? You can come out from under the bednbirgoing to hurt you,” the
voice says. It sounds like Ms. Wilson. | know it Ms. Wilson but she sounds a lot like
her. She peeks under the bed.

“Hello, Jeremy,” she says.

“You can see him?” one of the babysitters yeltsrfithe bottom of the stairs.

“Yes,” the lady says. “Would you mind giving useav minutes alone?” Two sets
of footsteps walk down the hall and down the méairs. The lady steps back and sits on
the floor, cross legged, in the middle of my room.

“Who are you?” | ask.

“My name is Elizabeth, Jeremy,” she says.

“You're not Ms. Wilson?” | ask.

“No. Ms. Wilson was my mother,” she says.

“But you're old,” | say. She looks older than Mdlson.

“Well, that's not a very nice thing to say,” slag's.

“Sorry,” | say.
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“Would you like to come out now?” she asks.

“Okay,” | say. | roll out from underneath the baad sit down, cross legged, in
front of her.

“Do you know where my mom and dad are?” | ask.

“They're gone to a really nice place. Would yde lio see them?” she asks.

“Yes,” | say.

“Take my hands,” she says, reaching towards nakd her hands in mine.
They're warm and soft, like my mom's hands.

“I| feel scared,” | say.

“That's okay. You're safe now, Jeremy. | won'tlyou,” she says.

“Okay,” | say.

“You want to see your mom and dad now?” She &3ksey're waiting for you.
Just breathe deep and let go, Jeremy. Breatheasheklet go.”

“Okay,” | say.

“Jeremy,” | hear a voice, my mother's, callingnifra distance.
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