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FEAR STREET

stairs, her heart pounding, listening to the excited
voices. This is going to work out fine, she thought In
fact, it’s really going to be fun.

She took a deep breath and hurried down the stairs,
taking them two at a time. “Hi!” She rushed forward 
to hug Jessie, who was in the middle of taking off her
plum-colored down coat. Emily, somewhat flustered,
hugged the coat instead.

Both girls laughed.
“Well, hi, anyway,” Emily said. “You look great!”
Jessie was a very pretty girl. Everything about her

was tiny and petite, except for her eyes, which were
startlingly large and pale blue. She had long, shiny
straw-blond hair, a beautiful, high forehead, and
creamy white skin. She reminded Emily of old paint-
ings of angels she had seen in a museum. Jessie was
wearing a pale blue sweater, obviously chosen because
it matched her eyes and her faded jeans.

“Thanks,” she said to Emily, handing her coat to
her father. “You look great too.” She had a soft,
whispery voice that perfectly matched her looks. Her
eyes went to Emily’s hair and lingered there awhile.
Then she turned to Mrs. Wallner. “It feels so great to
be here,” she gushed. “I just love this house!” She
rushed forward and gave Mrs. Wallner a long hug.
Emily saw that her mother was genuinely moved by
this.

“Hey—let’s not forget Rich,” Nancy chimed in,
interrupting Jessie’s hug.

“Well, of course we won’t forget Rich,” Mrs.
Wallner said, beaming at him. “How could I forget
such a handsome young man? Even if he is the strong
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