











A Nightmare On Elm Street 4

ne

rEe trees along Elm Street were bare. They swayed in the breeze
that blew their dead leaves across the sidewalk.

Kristen, a beautiful but pensive-looking blonde teenager, walked
slowly toward the Elm Street house. Although her face showed signs of
fear, she moved with resolve. Kristen stopped and looked down at an
angelic little girl who was drawing Freddy’s house on the sidewalk with
a piece of chalk.

Kneeling down, Kristen took a closer look at the chalk sketch.
Although awkwardly drawn, the sketch made the house look new, and the
yard well-tended. The illustration looked nothing like its subject, which

had peeling paint, boarded-up windows, and was horribly run-down.
The little girl looked up at Kristen. “Hello.”
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A Nightmare On Elm Street 4

Three, four, better lock your door...

The front door slammed shut with a bang. Kristen’s determined
expression dissolved, and she reached for the doorknob. It turned
without resistance and the door opened with ease.

Kristen rushed through the doorway. But instead of finding herself
outside, Kristen saw that she was in a dusty, decaying room. Before she
could take another step, the door slammed shut again. When she tried to

open it, the door remained locked. “Calm and cool,” Kristen muttered,

“I’m calm and cool...”
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The Dream Master

Kristen moved down the hall. Finding an open door, she stepped
through. The old floorboards creaked under her feet. She looked at the
walls. They were lined with eerie paintings of children playing in
graveyards. Rainwater dripped from the ceiling.

A flash of lightning illuminated the room. Kristen caught a glimpse
of an old and dusty couch in the corner—a couch with distinctive black
and red striped lining.

Anotherboltoflightninglit the room. Kristen was horrified tosee the
shadow of a hand with long fingerknives on the wall.

Barely able to breathe, Kristen turned to the large window across the
room. Another flash revealed a tree branch outside. Kristen relaxed.

Suddenly, there was a massive clap of thunder. The entire window
exploded into the room. Then a huge gust of wind roared through the
shattered glass, blowing Kristen off her feet.

Kristen tumbled down a set of metal stairs and landed on a concrete
floor of a large, dark boiler room. She scrambled to her feet and looked
aroundin terror. “He’snothere, he’s dead,” she muttered. “He’s not here,
he’s dead, he’s—”

Just then, Kristen heard the unmistakable sound of Freddy’s knives
scraping against a nearby metal surface. “No!” she cried. “Kincaid!
Joey! Help me!”

In his bedroom, Kincaid wassitting at his desk, his head drooped over
an open copy of an illustrated sports magazine. His dog was curled at his

feet, sleeping. Suddenly, Kincaid’s chair began to shake. He lifted his

head in surprise.
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Instantly, Kincaid flew from his chair and sailed through the air
toward a wall. Butinstead of piling into the solid surface, Kincaid sailed
right through the wall and fell into the boiler room, crashing through the
rusty pipes and boilers.

As soon as he caught his breath, Kincaid looked up and saw Kristen.
He quickly jumped to his feet. “Aw, shoot, Kristen,” he complained, “not
again.”

Kristen motioned for Kincaid to listen as the screeching continued.

Unimpressed, Kincaid showed Kristen that it was merely a metal
armature of a boiler attachment scraping against a railing. “You are one
spooked chick.”

Before Kincaid could say another word, Kristen held up her hand.
Footsteps echoed out of the shadows behind them.

Kristen and Kincaid spun around. The figure lurched toward them.
Kincaid gasped and Kristen screamed. But a moment later, they let out
big sighs.

It was Joey.

Kincaid covered his fear with coolnonchalance. “Joey!” he said with
relief. “I thought—"

“Thought what?” Joey said, looking at Kristen. “Of dragging us in
here?”

“Yeah, cut it out,” Kincaid said to her. “You’re puttin’a dent in my
beauty sleep.”

“Freddy’s here,” Kristen said defensively, “I swear! I heard him!”

“Chill out, Kristen,” Kincaid said. “Freddy’s dead, buried, and

consecrated. We won, remember?”










The Dream Master

“You going out dressed like that?” Mr. Johnson said to his daughter.

“What’s wrong with me this time?” Alice said defensively.

Mr. Johnson slammed the door shut, leaving the two girls alone. Just
then, they heard a rustling sound above them. They saw Alice’s brother,
Rick, shimmying out of an upper floor window.

Rickreached for anearby tree. With surprising grace, he maneuvered
to the ground and landed smiling in front of the girls. He gave Kristen
a quick kiss.

“Something wrong with the stairs?” Kristen said.

“Avoid-all-contact day,” Rick replied.

Mr. Johnson suddenly reopened the door and reached for the morning
newspaper. He stared at them. “Waiting for a limo?”

Rick grabbed his father’s face and planted a kiss on his cheek. “Okay,
honey,” he said in a mock Ricky Ricardo voice, “I’m off to the club.”

The gitls chuckled as Mr. Johnson became embarrassed and slammed

the door.

Later thatday at Springwood High, students were moving through the
hallway that cut through the center of the school. Kristen was standing
against one wall, spinning the dial on her locker. Rick was just down the
hall at his locker.

Kristen opened her locker, grabbed a couple of books, then slammed
the door shut. She was startled by Kincaid and Joey who appeared at the
next locker. “Hi, guys.”
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“Hi, guys? Hi, guys?” Kincaid said. “That’s all you got to say after
last night?”

Kristen studied the two angry faces. “I’m telling you, he’s coming
back!” she said firmly.

“Listen, little sister,” Kincaid said. “We know you got this freako
talent for bringing folks into your dreams, but we don’t need itanymore.
Time to live like regular people.”

“Letitrest,” Joey insisted. “Who knows, you might stir him back up
if you keep goingin. Kincaid and I’ll help, we’re still a team, and we all
have better things to dream about.”

“Then what about this?” Kristen said, pulling up her sleeve and
revealing the bloodstained bandage.

“That don’t mean a thing,” Kincaid said. “My dog’s like me. Drag
him into a crazy dream and he gets wild.”

Rick stepped to Kristen’s side. Kincaid and Joey smiled, then walked
away.

“Those guys are kind of spooky,” Rick said.

“Then you must think ’m a total freak.”

Rick grinned. “I go back and forth.”

Kristen was not amused.

“Lighten up,” Rick said. “No one died.”

Kristen forced a weak smile.
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That night, as Kincaid settled in his bed, his bedroom door opened
slowly. Kincaid sat up alertly and watched the doorway. Suddenly, his
mangy dog shoved the door completely open and trotted into the room.
The dog hopped onto the bed and circled a couple of times before lying
down.

“Come on, Jason,” Kincaid said, nudging the dog, “move over.”

Kincaid and his dog adjusted their positions, then Kincaid reached
over and turned off the light. Kincaid’s eyes closed slowly. The room
was still. But suddenly, a screeching sound awakened him.

Kincaid reached for the bedstand. Instead of finding a lamp, his hand
slammed against a metal surface. Kincaid tried to move around, but
bumped his head on something low. “Yo, open this up!” he shouted.

Kincaid pounded on the metal above. It moved just enough to let in
a thin crack of blue light. Confused, Kincaid pounded a few more times.
The metal above his head finally popped open.

Kincaid stuck his head out of the trunk of a wrecked car and looked
around. He was in an ominous auto graveyard. “This ain’t my
dreamland. Kristen, if you’re here, I’'m going to pound you!™

He looked around. There was no one in sight.

“Kristen! Hey, Kristen!” he called out. Kincaid climbed out of the
trunk. Hearing a low growling, he looked down. It was his dog. It had

an odd expression on its face. “Jason?” Kincaid said with a frown.

The dog was furiously digging below the back of an imposing old

Cadillac. Some strange instinct seemed to have overpowered the animal.
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Kincaid tried to stop his dog, but it no longer acted like a friendly pet.
It turned and snarled at him.

Kincaid stopped and stared in disbelief as a flame appeared where the
dog had been digging. Then a flaming stream ran along the ground.

Moments later, the earth began rumbling. A crack opened along the
line of fire. Shafts of light erupted out of the crack.

The dog howled and ran off into the night. Kincaid watched it
disappear between the stacks of cars, then stepped forward and looked
down into the smoldering pit. ‘

At the bottom of the freshly-formed crevice, a pile of bones formed
itself into a human skeleton. They clicked together like a machine gun
put together by an experienced soldier.

Then the body began regenerating.

Flesh appeared on the bones. Cartilage knitted the joints, and muscle
swelled within tissue that formed all over the body. Finally, burned skin
formed over the flesh, and the clothes reversed their rot.

Kincaid watched in horror as the sinister figure of Freddy Krueger
rose from the grave.

Freddy was back.

Freddy raised hisright hand. With a flick of his wrist, he extended the
long shiny blades at the ends of the fingers. “You shouldn’t have buried
me,” he said. “I’m not dead.”

Kincaid didn’t hesitate. Before Freddy could move toward him,

Kincaid turned and weaved through the maze of piled-up cars. He

rounded a corner and stopped to catch his breath. Then he got an idea.
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Joey was stretched out on his waterbed. He was reading the latest
issue of a Rock & Roll magazine, occasionally glancing at the posters of
rock stars that lined the walls.

It did not take long for Joey to become drowsy. His eyes slowly shut
and the magazine dropped to his chest.

All at once, Joey was rocked by something in his waterbed. His eyes
flew open and he noticed that one of the female rock stars had vanished
from a poster, leaving only the photographed background. Frowning,
Joey rolled over and pulled back the sheets.

Much to his amazement, the rock star was staring up at him from
inside the waterbed. Slowly, the rock star drifted down into the waterbed
until her features were no longer clear.

Suddenly, the figure bobbed to the surface of the bed. But it was no
longer the rock star.

It was Freddy Krueger.

Freddy smiled wickedly at Joey. Then he pushed the razor-knives
against the surface of the vinyl mattress.

Joey cried out as Freddy’s arm ripped through the plastic. As water
gushed all over, Freddy’s demonicface popped up behind him. “Noooo!”
Joey shouted. “Kristen, help!”

“Two down, one to go!” Freddy’s voice echoed with laughter.
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Just then, arms began bursting through the walls. Kristen sc
and began running down the corridor, arms grabbing for her.

When she turned a corner, she saw Freddy Krueger standing at th
end of the hall. i

Freddy laughed.

“I'’knew you’d be back,” Kristen said. 3

Freddy grinned horribly ather. “And then there were none.” Then he
charged her. ,

Kristen turned and ran—but suddenly, Freddy was right in front of
her. She stopped cold and concentrated. “Kincaid! Joey!”

There was no answer.

“Elm Street’s last brat,” Freddy said. He stepped forward and raised
his blades, ready to strike.

Trapped, Kristen raised her hands in a final and futile attempt at self-
defense.

But before Freddy can swing his deadly knives at her, Kristen’s
outstretched arm burst into flame. '

Waking from hernightmare, Kristen jumped out of the chair as flames
shot out of the wastebasket. She grabbed a glass of water and poured it
onto the fire, putting it out. ,

Then Kristen turned with alarm to the window. “Joey! Kincaid!”she

cried out.






Tle next morning, Kristen went to school early. She sat alone on
the front steps, rocking herself slightly. She was nervous and agitated.

“Here you are,” Alice said as she approached. “Where were you this
morning? Rick’s looking all over for you.”

“Have youseen Joey and Kincaid?” Kristen asked anxiously. “I can’t
find them. I can’t find them anywhere!” =

“I’m sure they’re around,” Alice said. ,

“Yeah, well I’'m notso sure.” Kristen looked atAlice. Both had
under their eyes. “We have matching luggage,” Kristen said.

Alice looked puzzled. -
Kristen smiled. “The bags under your eyes. nghtma
Alice nodded.
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“I hate dreaming,” Kristen said.

“I'love to dream,” Alice said. “I just hate ones about my dad.”

“How do you deal with your nightmares?” Kristen asked.

“My mom taught me when I was little,” Alice replied. “Did you ever
hear of the dream master?”

“Sounds like a game show host to me.”

“No, really,” Alice said, “it’s a fable. The guardian of good dreams.
It was like my teddy bear when I was growing up.”

“Great,” Kristen said. “Would you happen to know his phone
number?”

Alice laughed.

“So what do you do now?” Kristen inquired.

“Idaydream. You have to dream about some place fun. Remember,
you’re in control.”

“How’d you learn so much about dreams?”

“When they’re all you have,” Alice said, “you kinda become an
expen =

Kristen gave Alice a sympathetic look. The two girls satin silence for
a moment. “I used to bring people into my dreams,” Kristen stated.

“You what?” Alice said.

“When I used to have nightmares, I brought my friends in to help me.
Until they all started dying.”

Alice looked confused.

“Never mind,” Kristen said, “it’s too complicated. Let’s get in before

your brother starts a search party.”
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Kristen got down on her hands and knees, but then
completely. She reached for the telephone and tried to dial, but
hopelessly tangled in the cord. As she started drifting off, Krist

she mumbled.

2

remembered something. “Dream someplace fun...
sSomeplace: fun:..

Kristen rolled over on her back. Then her eyes shut.

The light in Kristen’s eyes was so bright she had to squint. She heard
the sound of water gently lapping a nearby shore. She looked up.

Kristen found herself lying on a towel on a deserted beach that ran
along the edge of a broad lake. The sun was high in the blue sky.

Kristenslowly gazed around. Near the water, a little girl was building
a sand castle. When the child turned and looked at her, Kristen realized |
it was the same little girl she saw drawing the picture on the sidewalk.
And the sand castle was a model of the Elm Street house.

Suddenly, just offshore, the glassy surface of the water was broken by
fin-like objects thatrose up and sliced through the surf. Atfirst it looked
like a shark. Butas it got closer, Kristen could see that it was four blades '
inascending height. Kristenlooked back at the sand castle. The little gi
was gone. '

The blades turned and headed for shore. When they reache |
they continued on, cutting through the beach to the El .
castle.

Just then, the castle exploded.
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Freddy stood on the beach, squinting in the harsh sunlight. He popped
on a pair of sunglasses. Then he smiled and stepped toward Kristen.
“Time to turn, or else you’ll burn!”

Kristen sunk halfway into the sand, preventing her escape. Freddy
watched herstruggle, and laughed when her screaming mouth filled with
sand. He watched her sink below the surface.

Kristen appeared in the Elm Street house, hanging upside down on her
hands and knees from the ceiling of the diningroom. Feeling disoriented,
Kristen crawled to the wall, then down to the door. She struggled to open
it, and flung herself through.

Kristen was horrified to discover that she was back in the boiler room.
She stood on the catwalk, fire and steam surrounding her. Freddy stood

in front of the furnace, watching her with a sickly grin.
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With a defiant cry, Kristen ran toward Freddy and crashed into him.
Freddy stumbled backward and fell onto the grating.

“Do it till you’re dizzy!” Freddy said with a sinister laugh.

“We beat you before!” Kristen shouted.

“But you’re all alone!” Freddy rose to his feet and advanced on the
terrified girl. “Hey, Kristen, why don’t you call in some help?”

“Never!” Kristen said. “I’m the last!”

Freddy drew closer. “Reach out and touch someone!”

Freddy raised his claw. She panicked. “Alice!” she cried.

Suddenly, Alice crashed down on top of them. Kristen was enraged,
but Freddy was happy.

“How sweet!” he said. “Fresh meat!”

Kristen slapped Alice hard across the face. “Come on! Wake up and
get out! It was a mistake!”

Nothing happened. Kristen started to back up, taking Alice with her.
“Leave her alone!” Kristen cried, stepping in front of Alice.

Freddy grabbed Kristen. He threw her into the furnace. As the flames
finished off the doomed girl, a blast of energy shot out of the steaming
furnace and slammed into Freddy. His body crackled and contorted.

“Now, noone sleeps!” he roared. He advanced on the terrifiedAlice.

“You’ll...you’ll need my...my power,” Kristen said as the flames
consumed her.

A second bolt of energy shot from the furnace and slammed into

Alice, causing her to glow and shake.

E




i Freddy ¢ osed in for
to strike. o
Alice bolted upright in her bed, screaming.

breaths and jumped out of bed.
Suddenly, Rick burstin. “You all right?”
“Kristen,” Alice whispered. She grabbed Rick’s hanc
é out of the room.
Rickand Alice drove furiously to Kristen’s house. Whe

they saw orange flames in Kristen’s upstairs bedroom w:

| Alice charged into the house, startling Elaine whowas in
“Kristen!” Rick cried as he flew up the steps.

Rick burst through the bedroom door, followed by
Kristen’s bed was ablaze.

Nothing remained.
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Five

A few days later, Rick sat on a bench at school wearing dark
sunglasses. Alice, Debbie and Dan were seated around him. Everyone
was silent, respecting Rick’s somber mood.

“Hey, man,” Dan finally said, “we’re all sorry.”

“She knew she was gonna die,” Rick said.

“You mean it was like, suicide?” Debbie asked.

“I thought it was an accident,” Dan said. “Smoking in bed.”

“It was no suicide,” Alice stated. “It was not an accident. It was
Freddy, and he’s coming back for seconds, and thirds, and fourths.”

“Come on,” Debbie said, “Freddy’s not real. She couldn’t have been
serious.”

“] was there, in the dream. He took her. It was awful.”

“In her dream?” Dan said.
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Alice got up and walked away from the bench. Rick removed his
glasses and watched her. “Something’s very wrong here.”

“What?” Debbie said.

“For a minute, she...well, reminded me of Kristen,” Rick stated.

“Weren’t they close?” Dan asked.

“Not that close,” Rick said.

Alice entered the restroom and stared at her reflection in the mirror.
She took out a cigarette, popped it into her mouth, and lit it. Then she
coughed violently. “I don’t smoke. Kristen, what did you do to me?”
Sheila, one of Debbie’s friends, entered the restroom and stood at the

faucet next to Alice. She splashed her face with cold water. “Ooohh,

baby, I am dead on my feet.”

“We have matching luggage,” Alice said, quoting Kristen.

“What?”

Alice pointed to the bags under Sheila’s eyes. “You’ve been up all
night?”

“That obvious, huh?”

“Then you saw him, too?”

“Saw who?” Sheilasaid. “Iwas up all night cramming for this physics
test, and I was putting this little baby together...look!”

Sheilareached intoher purse and withdrew a small gadget thatlooked
like a joy buzzer. She squeezed it. It emitted a high-pitched whine.

“You know how Debbie’s afraid of bugs?” Sheila said, wheezing
slightly. “I made this for her. Ultra high sound waves. Makes *em run

screaming their antenna off.” Sheila stuffed the gadget into her purse.






















“The storyis. The deaths you can’targue with.” Thenhereyes welled
up. “I don’t know what to do. I can’t stop it. Why doesn’t he just kill
me?”

Dan studied her. “How long you been awake?”

“Three days. Don’t you understand? Everytime I sleep, someone
might die!”

“All right, let’s assume this whole thing is true. Why does Freddy all
of a sudden need you?”

“Kristen was the last child left of the people who killed Freddy.
Maybe Freddy can’t get tonew kids withoutsomeone like me—someone
to bring them to him.”

Dan and Alice were silent for amoment. Dan read a mix of emotions

on Alice’s face: guilt, shame, anger, and despair. He was about to say

something when a voice called out.
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Suddenly, the door slammed in Rick’s face. The elevator rocketed
downward as the lighted buttons blinked faster and faster until they were

a blurry glow.

“Going down,” Freddy’s voice blared from the elevator speaker.
“Women'’s wear, lingerie, cutlery, butcher knives...China.”

The elevator came to a sudden halt. Rick was thrown to the ground.
Then the door flew open.

Rick got up and looked around the pristinely clean Chinese room
filled with tatamimattes and colored screens. Suddenly, out of nowhere,
Rick was hurtled backward as if kicked by an invisible opponent.

“A true warrior, Rick-san, needs no eyes,” Freddy’s voice echoed.

Rick was kicked again and knocked to the floor. Enraged, Rick
jumped to his feet and flailed at the air. “Come out and fight me, you
coward!”

Freddy laughed. “Ninja warriors have calm. Find your balance,
Rick-san.”

Rick was hitagain and thrown back againstascreen. He stood slowly,
with ultimate concentration. Suddenly, he kicked back at the air and
connected with a resounding thump. Then he progressed forward with
a series of karate moves—all of which connected soundly and quickly
with the invisible force. “Too wimpy to show yourself, Krueger? Well,

how’s this for balance?”
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The wind picked up, blowing tumble weeds and newspapers across
the front of the diner. Just then, the front doors were blown off their
hinges. The wind howled demonically as the air became thick with dust
and debris.

The wind whipped over Alice, scattering her popcorn like white rain.
Then her drink was pulled out of her hand. Alice stood to fight the wind
as it pushed her toward the edge of the balcony. Her fingers gripped the
back of the seat as the howling wind lifted her off her feet. Unable to hold
on any longer, Alice was blown over the balcony rail and into the screen.

Alice tumbled into the scene, landing in front of the diner. The
howling wind continued to blow debris. Boards ripped off the structure
as Alice struggled to her feet.

Alice made her way into the diner. She looked back and saw the
movie screen. Beyonditwas the theater. The zombie-like theater patrons
clapped, their ghostly faces displaying no emotion.

Alice looked around the diner. It was empty except for one waitress
behind the counter. Alice walked to the counter and settled on a stool.
The waitress stepped over and slid a tattered menu in front of her. Alice
studied the woman for a moment. Somethingabouther was familiar, and
it made Alice uneasy.

In her sixties, the waitress looked like she worked every day of her
life. Her hair was streaked with gray and there were deep pockets under

her eyes. She seemed the kind of person whose life had passed her by.
“What’ll it be?” the waitress said.

Alice remained silent.



“C’mon, honey,” the waitress said, “I don’t want to be h
Alice’s eyes widened as she spotted the waitress” name b

The waitress turned and headed to the end of the counter. .
swivelled on herstool, watching the waitress walk away. Suddenly, Alice
realized someone was siting next to her.

It was Freddy.

“If the food don’tkill ya,” he said, “the service will!” Then he laughed
horribly.

The waitress returned with a piping hot pizza and placed it in front of
Freddy. The pizza had large “pepperonis”—the screaming miniature
faces of Kristen, Sheila, and Rick!

“Ahhh—the usual!” Freddy exclaimed happily.
Alice watched in horror as the faces cried out to her. “Free us, Alice—

free us!” She sprung from the stool and started to run, but Freddy grabbed
her by the arm.

“I'love soul food,” Freddy said. “Bring me more!”

Alice tried to keep her mind clear. But a sudden WHOOSH! told her
she had dragged someone into the dream. Alice looked back at - |
theater. It was gone—replaced by Debbie’s workout room in her attic
Debbie was there, dozing on her weight bench.

Freddy cackled triumphantly and turned toAlice. “Your shiftis

The sudden honking of a passing car horn awakened Alic
on the bed foramomentin confusion before clearing her head.
Debbie!” *
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Eight

Later that night, two paramedics lifted Dan’s stretcher into the
ambulance. His leg was bandaged but it was bleeding badly, and he
moaned in pain.

Alice, shakened but unharmed, climbed into the ambulance and
noticed a paramedic filling a hypodermic needle. “What’s that do?”

The paramedic turned toward Dan. “Relaxes your boyfriend.”

Alice jerked the paramedic’s arm away. “Put the needle down.”

“Sorry, Doctor,” the paramedic said sarcastically, “rules is rules.”

Alice smacked the needle from the paramedic’s hand. It shattered
againstthe wall. “He stays awake. Those are my rules, understand? He’s
allergic!”

“Shoulda said so in the first place,” the paramedic grumbled.

Alice leaned closer to Dan. “Don’t let them put you to sleep,” she

whispered.
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Alice crouchedina fighting position as Freddy advanced, fingerknives
flashing. Alice leaped and delivered a perfect kick to Freddy’s chest,
knocking him back. But Freddy just laughed.

“You think you got what it takes?” he said with contempt. “I’ve been
guardin’ my gate forever!”

Alice kicked at Freddy. Freddy grabbed her ankle and pushed her
against the wall. She fell and didn’t move.

Freddy approached her. He raised his fingerknives, ready for the kill.

Justthen, Alice sprung to her feet She reached outand punched a hole
in the wall. Then she pulled out several crackling electrical cables.
Ripping the gadget from her neck, she aimed it at Freddy. Freddy just
laughed.

Alice shoved an electric cable into the center of the gadget. It
hummed and glowed until a powerful laser bolted at Freddy, hitting him
in the chest. The laserripped a hole in Freddy. Stunned, he looked down.
But then he raised his head, a sinister grin spreading across his face. The
laser didn’t harm him.

Freddy charged Alice and threw her into a wall. She crumpled in pain
beneath the broken stain glass window. Then he approached for the final
time, ready to strike a death blow with his fingerknives.

“For in the reflection of my mind’s eye,” the children sang, “let evil

see itself and it shall die!”
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