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I was staring. At that one house, the one with that statue just staring
at me. Why me? I thought! Should I do it? I slowly put my foot up on
the first step. Then the other one. As I was on the first step I shook
like there was an elephant jumping very close to me. I took the next
step so slow a snail could have beaten me. My foot was there. Now,
it’s time for next foot I thought. This time I was a little faster. Now
I was there it was a good thing because I might have got grey hair. 1
was shaking like CRAZY. Justlooking at that statue. The statue was

looking at me too. I thought we were having a staring contest.



“T-T-Trick or treat” I said, well........ I quivered. A few
seconds went by but they felt like hours. “Do you want
candy?” the statue said completely calm. As she said it, I
jumped ten feet, maybe even higher because I think I touched
the clouds. As I was landing, I made a BOOM! I was panting
the same as a dog running a mile. Then, I closed my eyes,
turned my head, and put out my pillow case to get my candy.
As I walked to the next house I thought, things are not

always what they seem.
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