





Here’s my story:

Years ago, | went hiking alone. At night, | found shelter in an aban-
doned cabin inthe forest. As | started to fall asleep, | heard a knock
on the door. The knocking grew louder and louder, and then sud-
denly stopped. | ventured out of the bedroom, and at first, | saw
nothing. But then I glimpsed a shadow on the wall starting to
writhe and twist! A howling wind filled the cabin, knocking over
candlesticks and sending plates crashing to the ground. It was then
| realized that I was facing a poltergeist! | wanted to run, to flee and
never look back, but | knew | wouldn’t be safe if | ran.

My hands shaking, | took out a notebook from my knapsack
and wrote a message: “What do you want? How can | help you?”
The shadowy figure extended a finger and traced a word, spelling
“hungry.” | reached into my Ghastly Ghostly Tool Kit and poured
everything on the table ... and out tumbled a granola bar and a box
of ghost-shaped sugar cookies! The darkness flared, and the snacks
disappeared. The poltergeist was nowhere to be seen, and all was

well ... at least, for the time being.



