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				"And that's how you get x=27.5," Mrs. Page finished. I slunk deeper in my seat to every word she said and glanced at the clock. 'One more minute,' I repeat to myself. I was at school finishing up my last class of the day, math. My teacher, Mrs. Page, handed out homework. "Take your homework and line up at the door to be dismissed," she announced to the class. I quickly followed her instructions, eager to be let out. "Rhea, you may be dismissed," Mrs. Page told me. 

	I left before she could say anything else and dashed to the front of the school to find my friend, Rachel, waiting for me. The front of the school was decorated with Halloween banners and orange posters covered the school. "Hi Rhea!" Rachel beamed. Rachel was tall, had tan skin, dark brown hair, and brown eyes. 

	"Hi!" I replied. As we started to walk downhill, we saw the lawns in front of the houses and skeletons on the porches. Finally, we arrived at the intersection where we parted. I walked down Clearlake Drive and onto the street I lived on, 27th Avenue. I looked at the the small neighborhood with colorful houses and warm lights glowing from inside and swung open the door to find my mom in the kitchen. 

	

	"You're finally home!" my mom singed happily. She was in an awfully good mood and seemed to be jumping up and down in her seat.

	"Ok, do you want to tell me something?" I asked, curious. 

	"I have some news for you!" she answered. "You're going to ScreamFest this weekend with Rachel!" I was so surprised that I couldn't say anything. ScreamFest is the city festival for Halloween. There were haunted houses, carnival games, and lots of food. But there had been a town myth going on for years about a shack that you could get trapped in that expands but stays the same size. Many people had gone missing in there, but I was sure Rachel and I were smart enough to stay out of there.

	The next morning I woke up at 7:45 AM because I was super excited to go to ScreamFest. I got out out of bed and changed into an orange t-shirt, jeans, and a grey hoodie. I tied my long auburn hair into a ponytail and raced out to breakfast. "When are we leaving? When are we leaving?" I asked my mom, who was prepping breakfast.
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				"In 10 minutes, be patient" she responded. After 10 long minutes, we finally went to the car and drove over to the village where the festival was held. My mom dropped me off and I ran over to Rachel. 

	"Hi Rachel!" I spoke. We waited. And waited. Finally, we were let in. The first thing that caught our eye was an old shack perched at the top of a hill. 

	"Do you want to go in?" Rachel asked. "I think it's the ScreamFest haunted house!" Both of us sprinted to the top of the hill and entered the shack, not noticing the 'DO NOT ENTER' sign near the door. Inside was a small room with an eerie light coming from the ceiling. It was filled with old papers and dirty shovels, all covered in dust. 

	"Rachel," I said, "I don't think this is the ScreamFest haunted house."
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				Rachel grabbed the knob of the door and tried pushing it open, but the door wouldn't budge. "Can you help open the door? I think it's stuck," Rachel told me. I went over and we pushed it together with all our force with no luck. We tried everything. It felt like hours and hours had gone by and thoughts raced in my head. What if we were trapped? That's when it hit me. We were in the haunted shack. 

	"Rachel, we're in the shack. THE shack," I told her. Her face turned pale and shocked.

	"I can't believe it. What if we can't get out? We're literally lost in a legend," Rachel stammered. 

	We yelled for help and pounded on the door, hoping help would come. I looked around for anything, ANYTHING that would help us out of this mess. I kicked the door in frustration and it moved, just the slightest. "Rachel! The door's moving!" I called.

	She came over and showed me a paper with numbers on it. "5-6-1-9-3-8," she read. 

	"How's that supposed to help us?" I asked. 
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				"We press those numbers and the back door will open!" She replied. "I found a piece of paper from somebody else that got trapped in  here too," she continued, and showed me the crumpled paper with messy handwriting. She led me to the tiny door behind the shovels.

	"I didn't even know they had a back door!" I exclaimed. "Let's try it!"

	We slowly pressed each number one by one to make sure we didn't mess up. The small backdoor creaked open, revealing the bright and sunny outdoors. "Finally!" Rachel said. "We made it out! We made it out!"

	Without warning, I ran down the hill and Rachel ran after me. "You're not doing anything without me!" she called from behind. That's when I knew if we ever had a problem, we would solve it together.
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