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M M Mammm

Kris Powell struggled to get her twin sister's atte

ntion.

Li ndy Powel | glanced up fromthe book she was read

ing to see what the problemwas. Instead of her si

ster's pretty face, Lindy saw a round, pink bubble
nearly the size of Kris's head.

"Ni ce one," Lindy said wthout nuch enthusiasm W

th a sudden nove, she poked the bubble and popped
it.

"Hey!" Kris cried as the pink bubble gum expl oded o
nto her cheeks and chin.

Li ndy | aughed. "Gotcha."

Kris angrily grabbed Lindy's paperback and sl anmed
it shut. "Whoops —I ost your place!" she exclaine

d. She knew her sister hated to | ose her place in

a book.

Li ndy grabbed the book back with a scow. Kris stru

ggled to pull the pink gumoff her face.

"That was the biggest bubble |I ever blew " she sai

d angrily. The gumwasn't com ng off her chin.
"I'"ve bl own nmuch bigger than that,"” Lindy said with
a superior sneer.

"I don't believe you two," their nother nuttered,
maki ng her way into their bedroom and dropping a n

eatly folded pile of laundry at the foot of Kris's
bed. "You even conpete over bubble gunf

"We're not conpeting," Lindy nuttered. She tossed
back her blonde ponytail and returned her eyes to
her book.

Both girls had strai ght blonde hair. But Lindy kep

t hers long, usually tying it behind her head or o
n one side in a ponytail. And Kris had hers cut ve
ry short.

It was a way for people to tell the twns apart, f
or they were nearly identical in every other way.



Bot h had broad foreheads and round, blue eyes. Bot

h had dinples in their cheeks when they smled. Bo

th blushed easily, large pink circles formng on t

hei r pal e cheeks.

Both thought their noses were a little too wde. B

oth wished they were a little taller. Lindy's best
friend, Alice, was nearly three inches taller, ev

en though she hadn't turned twel ve yet,.

"Did I get it all off?" Kris asked, rubbing her chi
n, which was red and sticky.

"Not all," Lindy told her, glancing up. "There's so
me in your hair."

"Oh, great," Kris nuttered. She grabbed at her hair
, but couldn't find any bubble gum

"Gotcha again," Lindy said, laughing. "You're too e

asy!"

Kris uttered an angry grow . "Wiy are you al ways so
nmean to ne?"

"Me? Mean?" Lindy |ooked up in w de-eyed innocence.
"I'"'man angel. Ask anyone."

Exasperated, Kris turned back to her nother, who w

as stuffing socks into a dresser drawer. "Mom whe
n aml going to get ny own roonf"

"On the Twel fth of Never," Ms. Powell replied, gri
nni ng.

Kris groaned. "That's what you al ways say."

Her not her shrugged. "You know we don't have a spa
re inch, Kris." She turned to the bedroom w ndow.
Bri ght sunlight streaned through the filnmy curtain

s. "It's a beautiful day. Wiat are you two doing i
nsi de?"

"Mom we're not little girls,” Lindy said, rolling
her eyes. "W're twelve. We're too old to go out

and play."

"Did I get it all?" Kris asked, still scraping pink
pat ches of bubble gum off her chin.

"Leave it. It inproves your conplexion," Lindy told
her .

"I wish you girls would be nicer to each other," M
s. Powell said with a sigh.

They suddenly heard shrill barking comng from dow
nstairs. "What's Barky excited about now?" Ms. Po



well fretted. The little black terrier was al ways
bar ki ng about sonething. "Why not take Barky for a
wal k?"

"Don't feel like it," Lindy nuttered, nose in her b

00KkK.

"What about those beautiful new bi kes you got for

your birthdays?" Ms. Powell said, hands on hi ps.
"Those bi kes you just couldn't live without. You k
now, the ones that have been sitting in the garage
since you got them"™

"(kay, okay. You don't have to be sarcastic, Mom"
Li ndy said, closing her book. She stood up, stret

ched, and tossed the book onto her bed.

"You want to?" Kris asked Lindy.

"Want to what ?"

"Go for a bike ride. We could ride to the playgroun

d, see if anyone's hangi ng out at school."

"You just want to see if Robby is there," Lindy sai

d, nmaking a face.

"So?" Kris said, blushing.

"Go on. Get sone fresh air," Ms. Powell urged "I’
|l see you later. I"'moff to the supermarket."

Kris peered into the dresser mrror. She had gotte
n nost of the gum off. She brushed her short hair
back with both hands. "Cone on. Let's go out," she
said. "Last one out is a rotten egg." She darted

to the doorway, beating her sister by half a step.

As they burst out the back door, with Barky yippin
g shrilly behind them the afternoon sun was high
in a cloudless sky. The air was still and dry. It

felt nore |ike sumrer than spring.

Both girls were wearing shorts and sl eevel ess T-sh
irts. Lindy bent to pull open the garage door, the
n stopped. The house next door caught her eye.
"Look —they've got the walls up,” she told Kris, p
oi nting across their back yard.

"That new house is going up so quickly. It's amazin
g," Kris said follow ng her sister's gaze.

The buil ders had knocked down the ol d house during
the winter. The new concrete foundati on had been
put down in March. Lindy and Kris had wal ked aroun
d on it when no workers were there, trying to figu



re out where the different roons woul d go.

And now the walls had been built. The construction
suddenly | ooked like a real house, rising up int
he mdst of tall stacks of |unber, a big nound of
red-brown dirt, a pile of concrete bl ocks, and an
assortnent of power saws, tools, and nmachinery,
"No one's working today," Lindy said.

They took a few steps toward the new house. "Wo d

o you think will nove in?" Kris wondered. "Maybe s
one great-| ooking guy our age. Maybe great-I| ooki ng
twn guys!"

"Yuck!" Lindy nade a di sgusted face. "Twin guys? H
ow drippy can you get! | can't believe you and | a

re in the sanme famly."

Kris was used to Lindy's sarcasm Both girls |iked
being twns and hated being twins at the sane tim

e. Because they shared nearly everything —their |

ooks, their clothing, their room —they were cl ose
r than nost sisters ever get.

But because they were so nuch alike, they also man

aged to drive each other crazy a lot of the tine.

"No one's around. Let's check out the new house,"” L
I ndy sai d.

Kris foll owed her across the yard. A squirrel, hal

fway up the wide trunk of a maple tree, watched th

emwarily.

They made their way through an opening in the | ow

shrubs that divided the two yards. Then, wal king p

ast the stacks of |unber and the tall nound of dir

t, they clinbed the concrete stoop.

A sheet of heavy plastic had been nail ed over the
openi ng where the front door would go. Kris pulled
one end of the plastic up, and they slipped into

t he house.

It was dark and cool inside and had a fresh wood s

mell. The plaster walls were up but hadn't been pa
I nt ed.

"Careful,"” Lindy warned. "Nails." She pointed to t

he large nails scattered over the floor. "If you s

tep on one, you'll get |ockjaw and die."

"You W sh," Kris said.

"I don't want you to die," Lindy replied. "Just get



| ockj aw. " She sni cker ed.
"Ha-ha," Kris said sarcastically. "This nust be th
e living room" she said, naking her way carefully

across the front roomto the fireplace against th
e back wall.
"A cathedral ceiling," Lindy said, staring up at t
he dark, exposed wooden beans above their heads. "
Neat . "
"This is bigger than our living room" Kris renmark
ed, peering out the large picture windowto the st
reet.
"I't snells great," Lindy said, taking a deep breath
. "Al'l the sawdust. It snells so piney."
They nmade their way through the hall and expl ored
the kitchen. "Are those wires on?" Kris asked, poi
nting to a cluster of black electrical wires suspe
nded fromthe ceiling beans.
"Why don't you touch one and find out?" Lindy sugge
st ed.
"You first," Kris shot back.
"The kitchen isn't very big," Lindy said, bending
down to stare into the holes where the kitchen cab
I nets woul d go.

She stood up and was about to suggest they check o
ut the upstairs when she heard a sound. "Huh?" Her
eyes widened in surprise. "Is soneone in here?"

Kris froze in the mddle of the kitchen.

They both |istened.

Si | ence.

Then they heard soft, rapid footsteps. dose by. In
si de the house.

"Let's go!" Lindy whispered.

Kris was al ready ducking under the plastic, headin
g out the doorway opening. She |eapt off the back
stoop and started running toward their back yard.
Li ndy stopped at the bottom of the stoop and turne
d back to the new house. "Hey —Il ook!" she call ed.
A squirrel canme flying out a side window It |ande
d on the dirt with all four feet noving and scranb
|l ed toward the naple tree in the Powel|ls' yard.

Li ndy | aughed. "Just a dunb squirrel."

Kris stopped near the | ow shrubs. "You sure?" She



hesitated, watching the wi ndows of the new house.

"That was a pretty loud squirrel.”

When she turned back fromthe house, she was surpr

ised to find that Lindy had di sappear ed.

"Hey —where'd you go?"

"Over here," Lindy called. "I see sonething!"

It took Kris a while to |ocate her sister. Lindy w

as hal f-hidden behind a | arge bl ack trash Dunpster

at the far end of the yard.

Kris shielded her eyes with one hand to see better
Li ndy was bent over the side of the Dunpster. Sh

e appeared to be runmmagi ng t hrough sone trash.

"What's in there?" Kris called.

Li ndy was tossing things around and didn't seemto

hear her.

"What is it?" Kris called, taking a few reluctant s

teps toward the Dunpster.

Li ndy didn't reply.

Then, slowy, she pulled sonething out. She starte

dto hold it up. Its arns and | egs dangl ed down I

nmply. Kris could see a head with brown hair.

A head? Arns and | egs?

"Oh, no!" Kris cried aloud, raising her hands to he

r face in horror.
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A chil d?

Kris uttered a silent gasp, staring in horror as L
indy lifted hi mout of the trash Dunpster.

She could see his face, frozen in a w de-eyed star
e. H's brown hair stood stiffly on top of his head
. He seened to be wearing sone sort of gray suit.
Hi s arns and | egs dangled |ifelessly.

"Lindy!" Kris called, her throat tight with fear.
ls it —is he . . . alive?"

Her heart pounding, Kris started to run to her sis
ter. Lindy was cradling the poor thing in her arns

"I's he alive?" Kris repeat ed breathl essly.
She stopped short when her sister started to |augh.



"No. Not alive!" Lindy called gleefully.

And then Kris realized that it wasn't a child after
all. "A dumy!" she shri eked.

Lindy held it up. "A ventriloquist's dumrmy,"” she s

aid. "Soneone threw himout. Do you believe it? He

's in perfect shape.™

It took Lindy a while to notice that Kris was brea

thing hard, her face bright red. "Kris, what's you

r problen? Ch, wow. Did you think he was a real Ki

d?" Lindy | aughed scornfully.

"No. O course not," Kris insisted.

Li ndy held the dummy up and exam ned his back, | oo

king for the string to pull to make his nouth nove

. "l ama real kid!'" Lindy made hi m say. She was s

peaking in a high-pitched voice through gritted te

eth, trying not to nove her I|ips.

"Dunmb," Kris said, rolling her eyes.

"I am not dunmb. You're dunb!" Lindy nmade the dummy
say in a high, squeaky voice. Wen she pulled the
string in his back, the wooden |ips noved up and

down, clicking as they noved. She noved her hand u

p his back and found the control to nmake his paint

ed eyes shift fromside to side.

"He's probably filled with bugs,"” Kris said, nakin

g a disgusted face. "Throw hi m back, Lindy."

"No way," Lindy insisted, rubbing her hand tenderl

y over the dumy's wooden hair. "I'm keeping him"

"She's keeping ne," she nade the dummy say.

Kris stared suspiciously at the dumy. His brown h

air was painted on his head. H's blue eyes noved o

nly fromside to side and couldn't blink. He had b

right red painted lips, curved up into an eerie sm

ile. The lower lip had a chip on one side so that
it didn't quite match the upper Ilip.

The dummy wore a gray, doubl e-breasted suit over a
white shirt collar. The collar wasn't attached to
a shirt. Instead, the dummy's wooden chest was pa

inted white. Big brown | eather shoes were attached
to the ends of his thin, dangling |egs.

"My nane is Slappy,"” Lindy nmade the dummy say, novi

ng his grinning nouth up and down.



"Dunmb," Kris repeated, shaking her head. "Wy Sl app
y?"

"Cone over here and I'll slap you!" Lindy nade him
say, trying not to nove her I|ips.

Kris groaned. "Are we going to ride our bikes to th
e playground or not, Lindy?"

"Afrai d poor Robby m sses you?" Lindy nade Sl appy a
sk.

"Put that ugly thing down," Kris replied inpatientl

y

"mnot ugly,"” Slappy said in Lindy's squeaky voi
ce, sliding his eyes fromside to side. "You' re ug
| y!™
"Your lips are noving," Kris told Lindy. "You're a
| ousy ventril oquist."

"I''ll get better," Lindy insisted.

"You nean you're really keeping it?" Kris cried.

"I like Sl appy. He's cute,” Lindy said, cuddling t
he dunmmy against the front of her T-shirt.

"I" mcute," she nade himsay. "And you're ugly."
Shut up, Kris snapped to the dumy.

"You shut up!" Slappy replied in Lindy's tight, hig
h- pi t ched voi ce.

"What do you want to keep himfor?" Kris asked, fol
| om ng her sister toward the street.

"I always |iked puppets,” Lindy recalled. "Renenbe
r those nmarionettes | used to have? | played wth
themfor hours at a tine. | made up long plays wt
h them™

"I always played with the marionettes, too," Kris r
emenber ed.

"You got the strings all tangled up,
rowni ng. "You weren't any good at it."

"But what are you going to do with this dummy?" Kri
s denmanded.

"I don't know. Maybe I'Ill work up an act," Lindy s
aid thoughtfully, shifting Slappy to her other arm

. "1"ll bet I could earn sone noney with him You
know. Appear at kids' birthday parties. Put on sho
ws. "

"Happy birthday!" she nade Sl appy declare. "Hand ov
er sone noney!"

Li ndy said, f



Kris didn't |augh.

The two girls wal ked along the street in front of

their house. Lindy cradled Sl appy in her arns, one
hand up hi s back.

"I think he's creepy," Kris said, kicking a |large
pebbl e across the street. "You should put hi m back
in the Dunpster.”

"No way, " Lindy insisted.

"No way," she nmade Sl appy say, shaking his head, h
I s glassy blue eyes noving fromside to side. "I'l

| put you in the Dunpster!™

"Sl appy sure is nean," Kris remarked, frowning at L
I ndy.

Li ndy | aughed. "Don't |ook at nme," she teased. "Com
plain to Sl appy."

Kris scow ed.

"You're jealous," Lindy said. "Because | found him

and you didn't."

Kris started to protest, but they both heard voice
S. Kris | ooked up to see the two Marshall kids fro
m down the bl ock running toward them They were cu

te, red-headed kids that Lindy and Kris sonetines
baby-sat for.

"What's that?" Any Marshall asked, pointing at Sl ap

Py

"Does he tal k?" her younger brother, Ben, asked, s

tayi ng several feet away, an uncertain expression

on his freckled face.

"H, I'm Sl appy!" Lindy nmade the dummy call out. S

he cradled Slappy in one arm nmaking himsit up st

raight, his arns dangling at his sides.

"Where'd you get hinP" Any asked.

"Do his eyes nove?" Ben asked, still hangi ng back.

"Do your eyes nove?" Sl appy asked Ben.

Both Marshall kids |aughed. Ben forgot his relucta

nce. He stepped up and grabbed Sl appy's hand.

"Quch! Not so hard!" Sl appy cri ed.

Ben dropped the hand with a gasp. Then he and Any c

ol | apsed in gleeful |aughter.

"Ha- ha- ha-ha!" Lindy nade Sl appy |augh, tilting his
head back and opening his nmouth w de.

The two kids thought that was a riot. They | aughed



even harder.

Pl eased by the response she was getting, Lindy gla
nced at her sister. Kris was sitting on the curb,

cradling her head in her hands, a dejected | ook on
her face.

She's jealous, Lindy realized. Kris sees that the
kids really |ike Slappy and that |I'mgetting all t
he attention. And she's totally jeal ous.
|'"'mdefinitely keeping Sl appy! Lindy told herself,
secretly pleased at her little triunph.

She stared into the dummy's bright blue painted ey
es. To her surprise, the dummy seened to be starin
g back at her, a twinkle of sunlight in his eyes,
his grin wi de and know ng.

3

"Who was that on the phone?" M. Powell asked, sho
veling anot her forkful of spaghetti into his nouth

Li ndy slipped back into her place at the table. "It
was Ms. Marshall. Down the bl ock."

"Does she want you to baby-sit?" Ms. Powell asked

, reaching for the salad bowl. She turned to Kris.
"Don't you want any sal ad?"

Kris wi ped spaghetti sauce off her chin with her na

pkin. "Maybe | ater."

"No," Lindy answered. "She wants nme to perform At

Any's birthday party. Wth Sl appy."”

"Your first job," M. Powell said, a smle crossing
hi s sl ender face.
Any and Ben |iked Sl appy so nuch, they insisted o

n him" Lindy said. "Ms. Marshall is going to pay
nme twenty dollars.”

"That's great!" their nother exclained. She passed
t he sal ad bowl across the table to her husband.

It had been a week since Lindy rescued Sl appy from
the trash Dunpster. Every day after school, she h

ad spent hours up in her roomrehearsing with him
wor ki ng on his voice, practicing not noving her |

I ps, thinking up jokes to performw th him



Kris kept insisting the whole thing was dunb. "I c
an't believe you're being such a nerd," she told h
er sister. She refused to be an audi ence for Lindy
's routines.
But when Lindy brought Slappy into school on Frida
y, Kris's attitude began to change. A group of kid
s had gat hered around Lindy outside her | ocker.
As Lindy nmade Slappy talk for them Kris watched f
romdown the hall. She's going to nake a total foo
| of herself, Kris thought.
But to her surprise, the kids hooted and howed. T
hey thought Sl appy was a riot. Even Robby Martin,
the guy Kris had had a crush on for two years, tho
ught Lindy was terrific.
Wat chi ng Robby | augh al ong with the other kids nmad
e Kris think hard. Becom ng a ventriloquist m ght
be fun.
And profitable. Lindy was going to earn twenty dol
| ars at the Marshalls' birthday party. And when wo
rd got around, she'd probably performat a | ot of
parties and earn even nore noney.
After dinner that evening, Lindy and Kris washed a
nd dried the dishes. Then Lindy asked her parents
i f she could practice her new conedy routine on th
em She hurried up to her roomto get Sl appy.
M. and Ms. Powell took a seat on the living room
couch. "Maybe Lindy will be a TV star," Ms. Powe
|1 said.
"Maybe," M. Powell agreed, settling back on the c
ouch, a pleased smle on his face. Barky yapped an
d clinbed between M. and Ms. Powell, his tiny st
ub of a tail waggi ng furiously.
"You know you're not allowed on the couch,” Ms. P
owel |l said, sighing. But she nade no nove to push
Bar ky of f.
Kris sat down away fromthe others, on the floor b
y the steps, cradling her chin in her hands.
"You're looking glumthis evening," her father rema
rked.
"Can | get a dummy, too?" Kris asked. She hadn't r
eally planned to say it. The question just popped
out of her nouth.



Li ndy cane back into the room carrying Sl appy aro
und the waist. "Ready?" she asked. She pulled a di
ning roomchair into the center of the living room
and sat down on it.

"Well, can |I?" Kris repeated.

"You really want one, too?" Ms. Powell asked, surp
ri sed.

"Want what ?" Lindy asked, confused.

"Kris says she wants a dummy, too," Ms. Powell rep
orted.

"No way," Lindy said heatedly. "Way do you want to
be such a copycat ?"

"I't looks like fun,"” Kris replied, her cheeks turn
ing bright pink. "If you can do it, | can do it, t
00," she added shrilly.

"You almays copy everything | do," Lindy protested
angrily. "Wiay don't you find sonEthlng of your ow
n for once? o upstalrs and work on your junk jewe
lry collection. That's your hobby. Let ne be the v
entriloquist."”

"Arls" —M. Powell started, raising a hand for ¢
uiet —"please, don't fight over a dummy."

"I really think I'd be better at it," Kris said. "I
mean, Lindy isn't very funny."

"Everyone thinks I'mfunny," Lindy insisted.
"That's not very nice, Kris," Ms. Powell scol ded.
"Well, | just think if Lindy has one, | should be
able to have one, too," Kris said to her parents.
"Copycat," Lindy repeated, shaking her head. "You

ve been putting ne down all week. You said it was
nerdy. But | know why you changed your m nd. You'r
e upset because I'mgoing to earn sone noney and y
ou're not."

"I really wish you two woul dn't argue about everyth
ing," M. Powell said disgustedly.

"Well, can | have a dummy?" Kris asked him
"They' re expensive," M. Powell replied, glancing
at his wfe. "A good one wll cost nore than a hun
dred dollars. | really don't think we can afford t
o buy one now. "

"Why don't you both share Slappy?" Ms. Powell sugg
est ed.



"Huh?" Lindy's nouth dropped open in protest.
"You two al ways share everything," Ms. Powell con
ti nued. "So why don't you share Sl appy?"

"But, Mom —" Lindy whined unhappily.

"Excellent idea," M. Powell interrupted. He notio
ned to Kris. "Try it out. After you share himfor
a while, I"'msure one of you will lose interest in

hi m Maybe even both of you."
Kris clinbed to her feet and wal ked over to Lindy.
She reached out for the dumy. "I don't mnd shar
i ng," she said quietly, searching her sister's eye
s for approval of the idea. "Can | hold himfor ju
st a second?"
Li ndy held onto Sl appy tightly.
Suddenly the dummy's head tilted back and his nout
h opened wide. "Beat it, Kris!" he snarled in a ha
rsh raspy voice. "CGet |ost, you stupid noron!"
Before Kris could back away, Sl appy's wooden hand
shot up, and he sl apped her hard across the face.
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VK
Kris screaned and rai sed her hand to her cheek, wh
i ch was bright pink. She stepped back. "Stop it, L
i ndy! That hurt!"

"Me?" Lindy cried. "I didn't do it! Slappy did!"
"Don't be dunb," Kris protested, rubbing her cheek.
"You really hurt ne."

"But | didn't do it!" Lindy cried. She turned Sl ap
py's face toward her. "Why were you so rude to Kri

s?"

M. Powell junped up fromthe couch. "Stop acting

dunb and apol ogi ze to your sister," he ordered.

Li ndy bowed Sl appy's head. "I'msorry," she nmade th
e dummy say.
"No. In your own voice," M. Powell insisted, cros

sing his arnms in front of his chest. "Sl appy didn'
t hurt Kris. You did."

"Okay, okay," Lindy nuttered, blushing. She avoide
d Kris's angry stare. "lI'msorry. Here." She dunpe



d Slappy into Kris's arns.

Kris was so surprised, she nearly dropped the dumm

y. Sl appy was heavier than she'd i mgi ned.

"Now what am | supposed to do with hinf" Kris asked
Li ndy.

Li ndy shrugged and crossed the roomto the couch, w

here she dropped down besi de her nother.

"Why' d you make such a fuss?" Ms. Powell whispere

d, leaning close to Lindy. "That was so babyish."

Li ndy bl ushed. "Slappy is mne! Why can't sonething
be m ne for once?"

"Sonetinmes you girls are so nice to each other, an

d sonetines . . ." Ms. Powell's voice trailed off

M. Powell took a seat on the padded arm of the cha
ir across the room

"How do | nmake his nmouth work?" Kris asked, tiltin
g the dunmmy upside down to exam ne its back.
"There's a string in his back, inside the slit in

his jacket," Lindy told her grudgingly. "You just
pul Il it."

| don't want Kris to work Sl appy, Lindy thought unh
appily.

| don't want to share Sl appy.

Wiy can't | have sonething that just belongs to ne
? Why do | have to share everything with her?

Wiy does Kris always want to copy ne?

She gritted her teeth and waited for her anger to f
ade.

Later that night, Kris sat straight up in bed. She'

d had a bad dream

| was being chased, she renenbered, her heart still
poundi ng. Chased by what? By whon?

She coul dn't renenber.

She gl anced around the shadow room waiting for h

er heartbeat to return to normal. The roomfelt ho

t and stuffy, even though the w ndow was open and

the curtains were fluttering.

Li ndy | ay sound asleep on her side in the twin bed
next to Kris's. She was snoring softly, her |ips

slightly parted, her long hair falling | oose about



her face.
Kris glanced at the clock-radio on the bed table b
etween the two twin beds. It was nearly three in t
he nor ni ng.
Even t hough she was now w de awake, the nightnmare
woul dn't conpletely fade away. She still felt unco
nfortable, a little frightened, as if she were sti
| | being chased by soneone or sonething. The back
of her neck felt hot and prickly.
She turned and fluffed up her pillow, propping it
hi gher on the headboard. As she lay back on it, so
nmet hi ng caught her eye.
Soneone sitting in the chair in front of the bedroo
m wi ndow. Soneone staring at her.
After a sharp intake of breath, she realized it was
Sl appy.
Yel | ow nmoonl i ght poured over him nmaking his stari
ng eyes glow. He was sitting up in the chair, tilt
ed to the right at a slight angle, one armresting
on the slender armof the chair.
Hi s nouth | ocked in a wde, nocking grin, his eyes
seened to be staring right at Kris,.
Kris stared back, studying the dummy's expression
in the eerie yellow noonlight. Then, w thout think
i ng, wthout even realizing what she was doi ng, sh
e clinbed silently out of bed.
Her foot got tangled in the bedsheet and she nearl
y tripped. Kicking the sheet away, she nade her wa
y qui ckly across the roomto the w ndow.
Sl appy stared up at her as her shadow fell over hi
m Hs grin seened to grow wider as Kris | eaned cl
oser.
A gust of wind nade the soft curtains flutter agai
nst her face. Kris pushed them away and peered dow
n at the dummy's pai nted head.
She reached a hand out and rubbed his wooden hair,
shining in the noonlight. H's head felt warm war
mer than she'd inmagi ned.
Kris quickly jerked her hand away.
What was that sound?
Had Sl appy sni ckered? Had he | aughed at her?
No. O course not.



Kris realized she was breathi ng hard.

Wiy am | so freaked out by this stupid dummy? she t
hought .

In the bed behind her, Lindy made a gurgling sound
and rolled onto her back.

Kris stared hard into Slappy's big eyes, gleam ng
in the light fromthe wi ndow She waited for himt
o blink or to roll his eyes fromside to side.

She suddenly felt foolish.

He's just a stupid wooden dummy, she told herself.
She reached out and pushed hi m over.

The stiff body swung to the side. The hard head nm
de a soft clonk as it hit the wooden arm of the ch
air.

Kris stared down at him feeling strangely satisfi
ed, as if she'd sonehow taught hima | esson.

The curtains rustled agai nst her face again. She pu
shed t hem away.

Feel i ng sl eepy, she started back to bed.

She had only gone one step when Sl appy reached up a
nd grabbed her wi st.

5

"Oh!" As the hand tightened around her wist, Kris
cried out and spun around.

To her surprise, Lindy was crouched beside her. Lin
dy had a tight grip on Kris's wist.

Kris jerked her hand from Li ndy's grasp.

Moonl i ght through the window lit up Lindy's devilis
h grin. "Gotcha again!" she decl ared.

"You didn't scare ne!" Kris insisted. But her voice
cane out a trenbling whisper.

"You junped a mle!" Lindy exclainmed gleefully. "Yo
u really thought the dumry grabbed you."

"Did not!" Kris replied. She hurried to her bed.
"What were you doi ng up, anyway?" Lindy denmanded.

Were you nessing with Sl appy?”

"No. I . . . uh . . . had a bad dream" Kris told
her. "I just went to | ook out the w ndow. "

Li ndy sni ckered. "You shoul d've seen the | ook on yo



ur face."

"I'"'m going back to sleep. Leave ne alone,"” Kris sn
apped. She pulled the covers up to her chin.

Li ndy pushed the dummy back to a sitting position.
Then she returned to her bed, still chuckling ove
r the scare she'd given her sister.

Kris rearranged her pillows, then glanced across t
he roomto the wi ndow. The dummy's face was half c
overed in shadow now. But the eyes glowed as if he
were alive. And they stared into hers as if they

were trying to tell her sonething.

Why does he have to grin like that? Kris asked her
self, trying to rub away the prickly feeling on th
e back of her neck.

She pulled up the sheet, settled into the bed, and
turned on her side, away fromthe wde, staring e
yes.

But even with her back turned, she could feel them
gazing at her. Even with her eyes closed and the
covers pulled up to her head, she could picture th
e shadowy, distorted grin, the unblinking eyes. St

aring at her. Staring. Staring.

She drifted into an unconfortable sleep, drifted i
nto anot her dark ni ghtmare. Soneone was chasi ng he
r. Sonmeone very evil was chasi ng her.

But who?

On Monday afternoon, Lindy and Kris both stayed af
ter school to rehearse for the spring concert. It
was nearly five when they arrived hone, and they w
ere surprised to see their dad's car in the drivew
ay.

"You're hone so early!" Kris exclainmed, finding hi
min the kitchen hel ping their nother prepare dinn
er.

"' mleaving tonorrow for a sales conference in Po
rtland,"” M. Powell explained, peeling an onion ov
er the sink with a small paring knife. "So I only
wor ked hal f a day today."

"What's for dinner?" Lindy asked.

"Meat loaf," Ms. Powell replied, "if your father e
ver gets the onion peeled.”



"There's a trick to not crying when you peel an on
ilon," M. Powell said, tears rolling down his chee
ks. "Wsh | knewit."

"How was chorus rehearsal ?" Ms. Powell asked, kne
ading a big ball of red ground beef in her hands.
"Boring," Lindy conplained, opening the refrigerato
r and taking out a can of Coke.

"Yeah. We're doing all these Russian and Yugosl avi
an songs," Kris said. "They're so sad. They're all
about sheep or sonething. We don't really know wh
at they're about. There's no translation.”

M. Powell rushed to the sink and began spl ashing
cold water on his red, runny eyes. "I can't take t
his!" he wailed. He tossed the hal f-peeled onion b
ack to his wife.

"Crybaby," she nmuttered, shaking her head.

Kris headed up the stairs to drop her backpack in
her room She tossed it onto the desk she shared w
ith Lindy, then turned to go back downstairs.

But sonet hing by the wi ndow caught her eye.

Spi nni ng around, she gasped.

"Oh, no!" The startled cry escaped her 1|ips.

Kris raised her hands to her cheeks and stared in d
| sbel i ef.

Sl appy was propped up in the chair in front of the
wi ndow, grinning at her with his usual w de-eyed
stare. And seated beside hi mwas another dummy, al
SO grinning at her.

And they were hol di ng hands.

"What ' s going on here?" Kris cried al oud.

6

"Do you |i ke hinf"

At first, Kris thought that Slappy had asked the qu
esti on.

She gaped in stunned disbelief.

"Wel | ? What do you think of hinf"

It took Kris a long noment to realize that the voi
ce was com ng from behind her. She turned to find
her father standing in the doorway, still dabbing



at his eyes with a wet dishtowel.

"The —the new dummy?" Kris stanmered.

"He's for you," M. Powell said, stepping into the
room the wet towel pressed against both eyes.

"Real | y?" Kris hurried over to the chair and picked
the new dummy up to exam ne him

"There's a tiny pawnshop on the corner across from
my office," M. Powell said, |owering the towel.

"I was wal ki ng past and, believe it or not, this g

uy was in the window He was cheap, too. | think t
he pawnbroker was glad to get rid of him"
"He's . . . cute," Kris said, searching for the ri

ght word. "He | ooks just Iike Lindy's dumy, excep

t his hair is bright red, not brown."

"Probably nmade by the sanme conpany,” M. Powell sai

d.

"H's clothes are better than Sl appy's," Kris said,
hol di ng the dummy out at armis length to get a go

od view. "I hate that stupid gray suit on Lindy's

dummy. "

The new dummy wore bl ue deni mjeans and a red-and-

green flannel shirt. And instead of the fornal -1 o0
ki ng, shiny brown shoes, he had white high-top sne

akers on his feet.

"So you like hinP" M. Powell asked, smling.

"I Tove him" Kris cried happily. She crossed the r

oom and gave her dad a hug.

Then she picked up the dummy and ran out of the ro

om down the stairs, and into the kitchen. "Hey, e

verybody! Meet M. Wod!" she decl ared happily, ho
| ding the grinning dummy up in front of her.

Bar ky yapped excitedly, leaping up to nip at the d
umy's sneakers. Kris pulled her dumy away.

"Hey!" Lindy cried in surprise. "Wwere' d you get th

at ?"

"From Daddy," Kris said, her grin wder than the d
umy's. "l'mgoing to start practicing with him af

ter dinner, and I'mgoing to be a better ventril oq
ui st than you."

"Kris!" Ms. Powell scolded. "Everything isn't a co
npetition, you know "

"I already have a job with Slappy," Lindy said wt



h a superior sneer. "And you're just getting start
ed. You're just a beginner."

"M. Wod is nmuch better-I|ooking than Sl appy," Kri
s said, mrroring her twn's sneer. "M. Wod is c
ool -1 ooking. That gray suit on your dummy is the p
its."

"You think that ratty old shirt is cool-Iooking?"
Li ndy scoffed, naking a disgusted face. "Yuck. Tha
t old dumry probably has worns!"

"You have worns!" Kris excl ai ned.

"Your dummy won't be funny," Lindy said nastily, "b
ecause you don't have a sense of hunor."

"Oh, yeah?" Kris replied, tossing M. Wod over he
r shoulder. "I nust have a sense of hunor. | put u
p wth you, don't |[|?"

"Copycat! Copycat!" Lindy cried angrily.

"Qut of the kitchen!" Ms. Powell ordered with an
| npatient shriek. "Qut! Get out! You two are inpos
si bl e! The dumm es have better personalities than
ei ther of you!"

"Thanks, Mom" Kris said sarcastically.

"Call nme for dinner," Lindy called back. "I'mgoin
g upstairs to practice ny act wwth Slappy for the
bi rt hday party on Saturday."

It was the next afternoon, and Kris was sitting at
the dressing table she shared with Lindy. Kris ru
nmmaged in the jewelry box and pulled out another s
tring of brightly colored beads. She slipped them
over her head and untangled themfromthe other th
ree strands of beads she was wearing. Then she gaz
ed at herself in the mrror, shaking her head to b
etter see the long, dangly earrings.
| Tove ny junk jewelry collection, she thought, di
gging into the depths of the wooden jewelry box to
see what other treasures she could pull out.
Li ndy had no interest in the stuff. But Kris could
spend hours trying on the beads, fingering the do
zens of little charns, running her fingers over th
e plastic bracelets, jangling the earrings. Her je
welry collection al ways cheered her up.
She shook her head again, naking the | ong earrings



jangl e. A knock on the bedroom door nade her spin
ar ound.

"Hey, Kris, hows it going?" Her friend Cody Matth
ews stepped into the room He had straight, white-
bl ond hair, and pale gray eyes in a slender, serio
us face. Cody always | ooked as if he were deep in
t hought .

"You ride your bike over?" Kris asked, renoving se
veral strands of beads at once and tossing themin
to the jewel ry box.

"No. Wal ked," Cody replied. "Wiy'd you call? You ju
st want to hang out ?"

"No." Kris junped to her feet. She wal ked over to
the chair by the w ndow and grabbed up M. Wod. "
| want to practice ny act."

Cody groaned. "I'mthe guinea pig?"

"No. The audi ence. Cone on."
She led himout to the bent old maple tree in the
m ddl e of her back yard. The afternoon sun was jus
t beginning to lower itself in the clear, spring-b
| ue sky.
She raised one foot against the tree trunk and pro
pped M. Wod on her knee. Cody sprawl ed on his ba
ck in the shade. "Tell nme if this is funny," she i
nstruct ed.
"Okay. Shoot," Cody replied, narrowng his eyes in
concentrati on.

Kris turned M. Wod to face her. "How are you toda
y?" she asked him
"Pretty good. Knock wood," she made the dummy say.
She waited for Cody to | augh, but he didn't. "Was t
hat funny?" she asked.
"Kinda," he replied wthout enthusiasm "Keep going

"Okay." Kris |lowered her head so that she was face
-to-face with her dummy. "M. Wod," she said, "wh
y were you standing in front of the mrror with yo
ur eyes cl osed?"

"Well," answered the dummy in a high-pitched, sque
aky voice, "I wanted to see what | | ook |ike when
| " m asl eep! "

Kris tilted the dummy's head back and nade him | oo



k as if he were | aughi ng. "How about that joke?" s
he asked Cody.

Cody shrugged. "Better, | guess."

"Aw, you're no help!" Kris screaned angrily. She |

owered her arnms, and M. Wod crunpled onto her la
p. "You're supposed to tell nme if it's funny or no

t."

"I guess not," Cody said thoughtfully.

Kris groaned. "I need sone good j oke books," she s

aid. "That's all. Some good joke books with sone r

eally funny jokes. Then |I'd be ready to perform B

ecause |'ma pretty good ventril oquist, right?"

"I guess," Cody replied, pulling up a handful of g
rass and letting the noist, green blades sift thro
ugh his fingers.

"Well, | don't nove ny lips very nmuch, do I?" Kris

denmanded.

"Not too nuch," Cody allowed. "But you don't really
t hrow your voice."

"No one can throw her voice," Kris told him "It's
just an illusion. You nmake people think you're th
rowm ng your voice. You don't really throwit."

"Oh," Cody said, pulling up another handful of gras

S.

Kris tried out several nore jokes. "Wat do you thi
nk?" she asked Cody.

"I think I have to go hone," Cody said. He tossed a
handf ul of grass at her.

Kris brushed the green blades off M. Wod' s woode
n head. She rubbed her hand gently over the dummy'

s painted red hair. "You're hurting M. Wod's fee
lings," she told Cody.

Cody clinbed to his feet. "Wy do you want to ness
with that thing, anyway?" he asked, pushing his w
hite-blond hair back off his forehead.

"Because it's fun," Kris replied.

"I's that the real reason?" Cody demanded.

"Well . . . | guess | want to show Lindy that I'mb

etter at it than she is.”

"You two are weird!" Cody declared. "See you in sc
hool." He gave her a little wave, then turned and
headed for his hone down the bl ock.



Kris pulled down the blankets and clinbed into bed
. Pale noonlight filtered in through the bedroomw
I ndow.

Yawni ng, she glanced at the clock-radio. Nearly te
n. She could hear Lindy brushing her teeth in the
bat hr oom across the hall.

Why does Lindy al ways hum when she brushes her tee
th? Kris wondered. How can one twin sister do so m
any annoyi ng things?

She gave M. Wod one | ast gl ance. He was propped
in the chair in front of the wndow, his hands car
efully placed in his lap, his white sneakers hangi
ng over the chair edge.

He | ooks |like a real person, Kris thought sleepily.

Tonorrow |I'' m going to check out sone good j oke boo

ks fromthe |ibrary at school. | can be funnier th
an Lindy. | know I can.
She settled back sleepily on her pillow 1'Il be a

sl eep as soon as we turn off the lights, she thoug

ht .

A few seconds later, Lindy entered the room weari

ng her nightshirt and carrying Sl appy under one ar

m "You asl eep?" she asked Kris.

"Alnost," Kris replied, yawning loudly. "I've been
studying for the math final all night. Were' ve y

ou been?"

"Over at Alice's," Lindy told her, setting Sl appy

down in the chair beside M. Wod. "Sone kids were
over, and | practiced ny act for them They | augh

ed so hard, | thought they'd split a gut. Wen Sla
y and | did our rap routine, Alice spit her choc

olate mlk out her nose. What a riot!"

"That's nice," Kris said wthout enthusiasm "Ques

S you and Sl appy are ready for Any's birthday part

y on Saturday."”

"Yeah," Lindy replied. She placed Sl appy's armaro

und M. Wod's shoulder. "They | ook so cute togeth

er," she said. Then she noticed the clothing neatl

y draped over the desk chair. "What's that?" she a

sked Kris.



Kris raised her head fromthe pillow to see what h

er sister was pointing at. "My outfit for tonorrow
," she told her. "We're having a dress-up party in
Mss Finch's class. It's a farewell party. For Ma

rgot. You know. The student teacher."”

Li ndy stared at the clothes. "Your Betsey Johnson s
kirt? Your silk bl ouse?"

"We're supposed to get really dressed up,

d, yawning. "Can we go to sl eep now?"

"Yeah. Sure." Lindy nade her way to her bed, sat d

own, and clicked off the bed-table lanp. "Are you

getting any better with M. Wod?" she asked, clim
bi ng between the sheets.

Kris was stung by the question. It was such an obv
| ous put-down. "Yeah. |'magetting really good. | d
id sone stuff for Cody. Qut in the back yard. Cody
| aughed so hard, he couldn't breathe. Really. He

was holding his sides. He said M. Wod and | shou
|d be on TV."

"Real | y?" Lindy replied after a long nonent's hesi

tation. "That's weird. | never thought Cody had nu

ch of a sense of hunor. He's always so grim | don
't think I've ever seen himlaugh."”

"Well, he was | aughing at M. Wod and ne," Kris i
nsi sted, w shing she were a better |iar.

"Awesone," Lindy nuttered. "I can't wait to see you
r act.”

Neither can I, Kris thought gluny.

A few seconds later, they were both asl eep.

Kris sai

Their nother's voice, calling fromdownstairs, awo
ke them at seven the next norning. Bright, norning
-orange sunlight poured in through the wi ndow. Kri
s could hear birds chirping happily in the old map
le tree.
"Ri se and shine! Rise and shine!" Every norning, M
s. Powel|l shouted up the sanme words.
Kris rubbed the sleep fromher eyes, then stretche
d her arns high over her head. She gl anced across
the room then uttered a quiet gasp. "Hey —what's
goi ng on?" She reached across to Lindy's bed and
shook Lindy by the shoulder. "Wat's goi ng on?"



"Huh?" Lindy, startled, sat straight up.

"What's the joke? Wiere is he?" Kris demanded.

" Huh?"

Kris pointed to the chair across the room

Sitting straight up in the chair, Sl appy grinned b
ack at them bathed in norning sunlight.

But M. Wod was gone.

v

Kris blinked several tinmes and pushed herself up i
n bed with both hands. Her left hand tingled. She
must have been sleeping on it, she realized.
"What ? What's wrong?" Lindy asked, her voice fogged
with sleep.
"Where's M. Wod?" Kris demanded inpatiently. "We
re'd you put hinf"
"Huh? Put hin?" Lindy strugg
She saw Sl appy sitting stif
s the room By hinself.
"I't's not funny," Kris snapped. She clinbed out of
bed, pulled down the hem of her nightshirt, and m
ade her way quickly to the chair in front of the w
i ndow. "Don't you ever get tired of playing stupid
j okes?"
"Jokes? Huh?" Lindy | owered her feet to the floor.
Kris bent down to search the floor under the chair
. Then she noved to the foot of the bed and got do
wn on her knees to search under both tw n beds.
"Where is he, Lindy?" she asked angrily, on her kn

| ed to focus her eyes.
fly on the chair acros

ees at the foot of the bed. "I don't think this is
funny. | really don't."
"Well, neither do |I," Lindy insisted, standing up a

nd stretching.

Kris clinbed to her feet. Her eyes went w de as she
spotted the m ssing dunmy.

1" G.‘! 1"

Li ndy followed her sister's startled gaze.

M. Wod grinned at themfromthe doorway. He appe
ared to be standing, his skinny |egs bent at an aw
kwar d angl e.



He was wearing Kris's dress-up clothes, the Betsey
Johnson skirt and the silk bl ouse.

Her nouth wi de open in surprise, Kris nade her way
qui ckly to the doorway. She i medi ately saw t hat
the dummy wasn't really standing on his own. He ha
d been propped up, the doorknob shoved into the op

ening in his back.

She grabbed the dummy by the waist and pulled him
away fromthe door. "My blouse. It's all winkled,
" she cried, holding it so Lindy could see. She na
rrowed her eyes angrily at her sister. "This was s
o obnoxi ous of you, Lindy."

"Me?" Lindy shrieked. "I swear, Kris, | didn't do
it. | slept like a rock last night. I didn't nove.
| didn't bet up till you woke ne. | didn't do it.
Real | y!"

Kris stared hard at her sister, then |l owered her ey

es to the dummy.

I n her blouse and skirt, M. Wod grinned up at her

, as if enjoying her bew | dernent.

"Well, M. Wod," Kris said aloud, "I guess you pu

t on ny clothes and wal ked to the door all by your

sel f!"

Lindy started to say sonething. But their nother's
voi ce fromdownstairs interrupted. "Are you girls
going to school today? Were are you? You're | ate

|

"Comng!" Kris called down, casting an angry gl anc
e at Lindy. She carefully set M. Wod down on his
back on her bed and pulled her skirt and bl ouse o
ff him She | ooked up to see Lindy making a nmad da
sh across the hall to be first in the bathroom
Sighing, Kris stared down at M. Wod. The dummy gr
i nned up at her, a m schievous grin.
"Wel |l ? What' s goi ng on?" she asked the dummy. "I d
idn't dress you up and nove you. And Lindy swears
she didn't do it."
But if we didn't do it, she thought, who did?



"Tilt his head forward," Lindy instructed. "That's
it. If you bounce himup and down a little, it'll
make it | ook |ike he's |aughing."

Kris obediently bounced M. Wod on her |ap, making
hi m | augh.

"Don't nove his nouth so nmuch," Lindy told her,

"I think you're both crazy," Lindy's friend Alice s

ai d.

"So what else is new?" Cody joked.

Al four of themwere sitting in a small patch of
shade under the bent old nmaple tree in the Powells
back yard. It was a hot Saturday afternoon, the
sun high in a pale blue sky, streaks of yellowlig
ht filtering down through the shifting | eaves abov

e their heads.

Barky sniffed busily around the yard, his little ta

i 1| waggi hg nonst op.

Kris sat on a folding chair, which | eaned back aga

i nst the gnarled tree trunk. She had M. Wod on h

er |ap.

Li ndy and Alice stood at the edge of the shade, th

eir hands crossed over their chests, watching Kris

's performance with frowns of concentration on the

i r faces.

Alice was a tall, skinny girl, with straight black
hair down to her shoul ders, a snub nose, and a pr

etty, heart-shaped nouth. She was wearing white sh

orts and a bright blue mdriff top.

Cody was sprawl ed on his back in the grass, his ha

nds behind his head, a |ong bl ade of grass between
his teeth.

Kris was trying to show off her ventriloquist skil

| s. But Lindy kept interrupting with "hel pful” sug

gestions. Wien she wasn't naki ng suggestions, Lind

y was nervously glancing at her watch. She didn't

want to be late for her job at Any's birthday part

y at two o' cl ock.

"I think you're way weird," Alice told Lindy.

"Hey, no way," Lindy replied. "Slappy is a |ot of

fun. And I'mgoing to make a ot of noney with him

. And maybe I'll be a conedy star or sonething whe

nl'"molder." She glanced at her watch again.



"Well, everyone at school thinks that both of you
are weird," Alice said, swatting a fly off her bar
e arm

"Who cares?" Lindy replied sharply. "They're all we

ird, too."

"And so are you," Kris made M. Wod say.

"I could see your lips nove," Lindy told Kris.

Kris rolled her eyes. "G ve ne a break. You've been
giving ne a hard tine all norning."

"Just trying to help," Lindy said. "You don't have

to be so defensive, do you?"

Kris uttered an angry grow .

"Was that your stomach?" she nade M. Wod say.

Cody | aughed.

"At | east one person thinks you're funny," Lindy s

aid dryly. "But if you want to do parties, you rea

|1y should get sone better jokes."

Kris let the dummy slunp to her lap. "I can't find
any good j oke books," she said dejectedly. "Were
do you find your jokes?"

A superior sneer fornmed on Lindy's face. She tosse

d her long hair behind her shoulder. "I make up ny
own j okes," she replied snootily.

"You are a joke!" Cody said.

"Ha-ha. Remind ne to laugh later,"” Lindy said sarca

stically.

"I can't believe you don't have your dunmy out her

e," Alice told Lindy. "I nean, don't you want to r
ehearse for the party?"
"No need," Lindy replied. "I've got ny act down. |

don't want to over-rehearse.”

Kris groaned | oudly.

"Sone of the other parents are staying at the birt
hday party to watch Sl appy and ne," Lindy continue
d, ignoring Kris's sarcasm "If the kids like ne,
their parents mght hire nme for their parties.”
"Maybe you and Kris should do an act together," Al
| ce suggested. "That could be really awesone."
"Yeah. What an act! Then there'd be four dunmmes!"
Cody | oked.

Alice was the only one to | augh.

Li ndy nade a face at Cody. "That m ght actually be



fun," she said thoughtfully. And then she added,
"When Kris is ready."

Kris drew in her breath and prepared to nmake an ang
ry reply.

But before she could say anything, Lindy grabbed M
r. Wod from her hands. "Let ne give you a few poi
nters," Lindy said, putting one foot on Kris's fol
ding chair and arranging M. Wod on her lap. "You

have to hold himup straighter, like this."
"Hey —give himback," Kris denmanded, reaching for
her dummy.

As she reached up, M. Wod suddenly |lowered his h
ead until he was staring down at her. "You're a je
rk!'" he rasped in Kris's face, speaking in a | ow,
throaty grow .

"Huh?" Kris pulled back in surprise.

"You're a stupid jerk!"™ M. Wod repeated nastily i
n the sane harsh grow .

"Lindy —stop it!" Kris cried.

Cody and Alice both stared in opennouthed surprise.

"Stupid noron! Get lost! Get lost, stupid jerk!" th

e dummy rasped in Kris's face.

"Whoa! " Cody excl ai ned.

"Make himstop!" Kris screaned at her sister.

"I can't!" Lindy cried in a trenbling voice. Her f

ace becane pale, her eyes wwde with fear. "I can't
make him stop, Kris! He —he's speaking for hinse
| 1"

9

The dummy glared at Kris, its grin ugly and evil.

"I —I can't make himstop. I"'mnot doing it," Lin

dy cried. Tugging with all her m ght, she pulled M
r. Whod out of Kris's face.

Cody and Alice flashed each other bew | dered gl ance
S.

Frightened, Kris raised herself fromthe folding c

hai r and backed up against the tree trunk. "He —h

e's talking on his owmn?" She stared hard at the gr



i nni ng duny.

"I —1 think so. I'm. . . all mxed up!" Lindy dec
| ared, her cheeks bright pink.

Bar ky yi pped and junped on Lindy's legs, trying to
get her attention. But she kept her gaze on Kris'

s frightened face.

"This is a joke —right?" Cody asked hopefully.
"What's going on?" Alice demanded, her arnms crossed
in front of her chest.

| gnoring them Lindy handed M. Wod back to Kris.
"Here. Take him He's yours. Maybe you can contro
| him"

"But, Lindy —" Kris started to protest.

Li ndy gl ared at her watch. "Oh, no! The party! |I'm
| ate! " Shaki ng her head, she took off toward the
house. "Later!" she called w thout |ooking back.
"But Lindy —" Kris called.

The kitchen door slamed behind Lindy.

Hol di ng M. Wbod by the shoul ders, Kris | owered he
r eyes to his face. He grinned up at her, a devili

sh grin, his eyes staring intently into hers.

Kris swng easily, |eaning back and raising her fe

et into the air. The chains squeaked with every sw

i ng. The old back yard swi ngset, half covered with
rust, hadn't been used nuch in recent years.

The early evening sun was lowering itself behind t

he house. The aroma of a roasting chicken fl oated

out fromthe kitchen wi ndow. Kris could hear her m

ot her busy in the kitchen preparing dinner.

Bar ky yapped beneath her. Kris dropped her feet to
t he ground and stopped the swng to avoid ki cking
him "Dunb dog. Don't you know you could get hurt

A

She | ooked up to see Lindy cone running up the dri

veway, hol ding Sl appy under her arm Fromthe sm|l

e on Lindy's face, Kris knew at once that the birt

hday party had been a triunph. But she had to ask

anyway. "How d it go?"

"I't was awesone!" Lindy exclainmed. "Slappy and | we

re great!”

Kris pulled herself off the swng and forced a sm |



e to her face. "That's nice," she offered.

"The kids thought we were a riot!" Lindy continued
. She pulled Slappy up. "Didn't they, Slappy?"
"They i ked nme. Hated you!" Sl appy declared in Lind

y's high-pitched voi ce.

Kris forced a laugh. "I"mglad it went okay;" she s
aid, trying hard to be a good sport.

"I did a sing-along with Slappy, and it went over
really well. Then Slappy and | did our rap routine
. What a hit!" Lindy gushed.

She's spreading it on a little thick, Kris thought
bitterly. Kris couldn't help feeling jeal ous.

"The kids all lined up to talk to Slappy,"” Lindy co
ntinued. "Didn't they, Slappy?"

"Everyone | oved ne," she nade the dummy say. "Were
‘s ny share of the |oot?"

"So you got paid twenty dollars?" Kris asked, ki cki
ng at a clunp of weeds.

"Twenty-five," Lindy replied. "Any's nomsaid | wa
S so good, she'd pay ne extra. On. And guess what

el se? You know Ms. Evans? The wonman who al ways we
ars the | eopardskin pants? You know —Anna's non?
She asked ne to do Anna's party next Sunday. She's
going to pay ne thirty dollars! I"'mgoing to be r
ich!™"

"Wow. Thirty dollars,"” Kris nuttered, shaking her h
ead.

"1 get twenty. You get ten,

Li ndy nade Sl appy say.

"I have to go tell Momthe good news!" Lindy said.
"What have you been doing all afternoon?”

"Well, after you left, | was pretty upset," Kris r
eplied, followng Lindy to the house. "You know. A
bout M. Whod. | —I put himupstairs. Alice and C

ody went hone. Then Momand | went to the nmall."
His tail wagging furiously, Barley ran right over
their feet, nearly tripping both of them "Barl ey,

| ook out!" Lindy yelled.
"Oh. | nearly forgot," Kris said, stopping on the b
ack stoop. "Sonething good happened. "

Li ndy stopped, too. "Sonething good?"
"Yeah. | ran into Ms. Berman at the mall." Ms. B



erman was their nusic teacher and organi zer of the
Spring concert.

"Thrills," Lindy replied sarcastically.

"And Ms. Berman asked if M. Wod and | wanted to
be master of cerenonies for the spring concert.”
Kris smled at her sister.

Li ndy swal | owed hard. "She asked you to host the co
ncert ?"

"Yeah. | get to performwith M. Wod in front of

everyone!" Kris gushed happily. She saw a flash of
j eal ousy on Lindy's face, which made her even hap
pi er.

Li ndy pulled open the screen door. "Well, good |uc
k," she said dryly. "Wth that weird dumry of your

s, you'll need it."

Di nner was spent tal king about Lindy's performance
at Any Marshall's birthday party. Lindy and Ms.
Powel | chatted excitedly. Kris ate in silence.

"At first | thought the whole thing was strange, |
have to admt," Ms. Powell said, scooping ice cr

eaminto bows for dessert. "I just couldn't belie
ve you'd be interested in ventriloquism Lindy. Bu
t | guess you have a flair for it. | guess you hav

e sone talent."

Li ndy beanmed. Ms. Powell normally wasn't big on co
npl i nent s.

"I found a book in the school |ibrary about ventri

| oquism" Lindy said. "It had sonme pretty good tip
sinit. It even had a conedy routine to perform"
She gl anced at Kris. "But | Iike making up ny own
j okes better.™

"You should watch your sister's act," Ms. Powell

told Kris, handing her a bowl of ice cream "I nea
n, you could probably pick up sonme pointers for th
e concert at school ."

"Maybe," Kris replied, trying to hide how annoyed s
he was.

After dinner, M. Powell called from Portl and, and
they all talked with him Lindy told himabout he
r success with Slappy at the birthday party. Kris

told hi mabout being asked to host the concert wt



h M. Wod. Her father prom sed he wouldn't schedu
| e any road trips so that he could attend the conc
ert.

After watching a video their nother had rented at

the mall, the two sisters went up to their room |

t was a little after el even.

Kris clicked on the light. Lindy followed her in.

They both gl anced across the roomto the chair whe

re they kept the two dumm es —and gasped.

"Oh, no!" Lindy cried, raising one hand to her w de
open nout h.

Earlier that night, the dumm es had been pl aced sid

e by side in a sitting position.

But now Sl appy was upside down, falling out of the
chair, his head on the floor. H's brown shoes had
been pulled off his feet and tossed against the w

all. H's suit jacket had been pulled hal fway down

his arnms, trapping his hands behind his back.

"L-1ook!" Kris stamrered, although her sister was

already staring in horror at the scene. "M . Wod

—he's . . ." Kris's voice caught in her throat.

M. Wod was sprawl ed on top of Slappy. H s hands

were w apped around Sl appy's throat, as if he were
strangling him
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"I —1 don't believe this!" Kris managed to whi spe
r. She turned and caught the frightened expression
on Lindy's face.

"What' s going on?" Lindy cried.

Both sisters hurried across the room Kris grabbed
M. Wod by the back of the neck and pulled himo

ff the other dummy. She felt as if she were separa

ting two fighting boys.

She held M. Wod up in front of her, exam ning hi
m carefully, staring at his face as if half-expect
ing himto talk to her.

Then she | owered the dummy and tossed it facedown
onto her bed. Her face was pale and taut with fear



Li ndy stooped and picked up Sl appy's brown shoes f
romthe floor. She held them up and studi ed them
as if they would offer a clue as to what had happe
ned.

"Kris —did you do this?" Lindy asked softly.
"Huh? Me?" Kris reacted with surprise.

"I mean, | know you're jeal ous of Sl appy and ne —
Li ndy started.

"Whoa. WAit a minute," Kris replied angrily in a s
hrill, trenbling voice. "I didn't do this, Lindy.
Don't accuse ne."

Li ndy glared at her sister, studying her face. The
n her expression softened and she sighed. "I don't
get. | just don't get it. Look at Sl appy. He's ne

arly been torn apart.™

She set the shoes down on the chair and picked the
dummy up gently as if picking up a baby. Hol di ng
himin one hand, she struggled to pull his suit ja

cket up wth the other.

Kris heard her sister nutter sonething. It sounded
i ke "Your dunmy is evil."

"What did you say?" Kris demanded.

"Not hing," Lindy replied, still struggling with th

e jacket. "I'm. . . uh . . . I"'mkind of scared a
bout this," Lindy confessed, blushing, avoiding Kr
I S's eyes.

"Me, too," Kris admtted. "Sonething weird is going
on. | think we should tell Mom"

Li ndy buttoned the jacket. Then she sat down on th

e bed with Slappy on her lap and started to repl ac

e the dumy's shoes. "Yeah. | guess we should," sh

e replied. "It —it's just so creepy."

Their nother was in bed, reading a Stephen King no

vel. Her bedroom was dark except for a tiny readin

g lanp on her headboard that threw down a narrow t

riangle of yellow |ight.

Ms. Powell uttered a short cry as her two daughte

rs appeared out of the shadows. "Ch. You startled

me. This is such a scary book, and | think | was |

ust about to fall asleep.”

"Can we talk to you?" Kris asked eagerly in a |ow w

hi sper.




"Sonething weird is going on," Lindy added.
Ms. Powell yawned and cl osed her book. "Wat's wo
ng?"
"I't's about M. Whod," Kris said. "He's been doi ng
a lot of strange things."
"Huh?" Ms. Powell's eyes opened w de. She | ooked
pale and tired under the harsh light fromthe read
i ng | anp.
"He was strangling Slappy," Lindy reported. "And t
his afternoon, he said sone really gross things. A
nd —"
"Stop!" Ms. Powell ordered, raising one hand. "Jus
t stop."”
"But, Mom —" Kris started.
"Gve ne a break, girls,"” their nother said wearil

. "I"mtired of your silly conpetitions."”
"You don't understand," Lindy interrupted.
"Yes, | do understand," Ms. Powell said sharply.
"You two are even conpeting wth those ventril oqui
st dunmi es.”

"Mom pl ease!"
"I want it to stop right now," Ms. Powell insiste
d, tossing the book onto her bed table. "I nean it

| don't want to hear another word fromeither of
you about those dumm es. If you two have probl ens
, settle it between yourselves."
"Mom |listen —"
"And if you can't settle it, 1'll take the dunm es
away. Both of them |'mserious.” Ms. Powell rea
ched above her head and clicked off the reading |i
ght, throwi ng the roominto darkness. "Good night,
" she said.
The girls had no choice but to | eave the room They
sl unk down the hall in silence.
Kris hesitated at the doorway to their bedroom Sh
e expected to find M. Wod strangling Sl appy agai
n. She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw the
two dumm es on the bed where they had been left.
"Mom wasn't too hel pful,” Lindy said dryly, rollin
g her eyes. She picked up Slappy and started to ar
range himin the chair in front of the w ndow.
"I think she was asl eep and we woke her up," Kris r



epli ed.

She picked up M. Wod and started toward the chai
r wth him—then stopped. "You know what? | think
|"mgoing to put himin the closet tonight," she

said thoughtfully.

"Good idea," Lindy said, clinbing into bed.

Kris gl anced down at the dummy, hal f-expecting him
to react. To conplain. To start calling her nanes

But M. Wod grinned up at her, his painted eyes du
|1 and |ifeless.

Kris felt a chill of fear.

| ' m becom ng afraid of a stupid ventriloquist's dum
nmy, she thought.

| "' m shutting himup in the closet toni ght because |
"m afrai d.

She carried M. Wod to the closet. Then, with a ¢
roan, she raised him high above her head and slid
hi monto the top shelf. Carefully closing the clos
et door, listening for the click, she nade her way
to her bed.

She slept fitfully, tossing on top of the covers,
her sleep filled with disturbing dreans. She awoke
to find her nightshirt conpletely tw sted, cuttin
g off the circulation to her right arm She strugg
led to straighten it, then fell back to sleep.

She awoke early, drenched in sweat. The sky was sti
| | dawn-gray outside the w ndow.

The roomfelt hot and stuffy. She sat up slowy, f

eeling weary, as if she hadn't slept at all.

Bl i nki ng away the sl eep, her eyes focused on the ch
air in front of the w ndow.

There sat Sl appy, exactly where Lindy had placed hi
m

And beside himsat M. Wod, his arm around Sl appy

's shoulder, grinning triunphantly at Kris as if h

e had just pulled off a wonderful joke.
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"Now, M. Wod, do you go to school ?"

"OF course | do. Do you think I'ma dunmy?"

"And what's your favorite class?"

"Wood shop, of course!”

"What project are you building in shop class, M. W
ood?"

"I'"'mbuilding a girl dummy! \What el se? Ha-ha! Thin
k I want to spend the rest of ny |ife on your | ap?
|

Kris sat in front of the dressing table mrror wt
h M. Wod on her |ap, studying herself as she pra
cticed her routine for the school concert.

M. Wod had been well-behaved for two days. No fr
i ghteni ng, nysterious incidents. Kris was beginnin
g to feel better. Maybe everything would go okay f
rom now on.

She | eaned close to the mirror, watching her lips a
s she nmade the dummy tal k.

The b's and the mis were inpossible to pronounce w
| t hout noving her lips. She'd just have to avoid t
hose sounds as best she coul d.

|"mgetting better at swtching fromM. Wod' s vo
| ce back to m ne, she thought happily. But |I've go

t to swtch faster. The faster he and | talk, the

funnier it is.

"Let's try it again, M. Wod," she said, pulling h
er chair closer to the mrror.

"Work, work, work," she nade the dummy grunbl e.
Before she could begin the routine, Lindy canme rus
hing breathlessly into the room Kris watched her
sister in the mrror as she cane up behind her, he
r long hair flying | oosely over her shoul ders, an
excited smle on her face.

"@Quess what ?" Lindy asked.

Kris started to reply, but Lindy didn't give her a
chance.

"Ms. Petrie was at Any Marshall's birthday party,
" Lindy gushed excitedly. "She works for Channel T
hree. You know. The TV station. And she thinks |'m
good enough to go on Tal ent Search, the show t hey
have every week."

"Huh? Real | y?" was all Kris could nmanage in reply.



Li ndy | eapt excitedly in the air and cheered. "Sla
y and | are going to be on TV!" she cried. "lsn'

t that fabul ous?"

Staring at her sister's jubilant reflection in the

mrror, Kris felt a stab of jeal ousy.

"I"ve got to tell Mom" Lindy declared. "Hey, Mm
Mom " She ran fromthe room Kris heard her shout

ing all the way down the stairs.

"Aaaaaargh!" Kris couldn't hold it in. She uttered

an angry cry.

"Why does everything good happen to Lindy?" Kris s

creaned aloud. "I'mhosting a stupid concert for m

aybe a hundred parents —and she's going to be on

TV! I'mjust as good as she is. Maybe better!™

In a rage, she raised M. Wod high over her head a

nd slamed himto the floor.

The dummy's head nmade a loud clonk as it hit the h

ardwood floor. The wide nouth flew open as if abou

t to scream

"Oh." Kris struggled to regain her conposure.

M. Wod, crunpled at her feet, stared up at her ac

cusi ngly.

Kris lifted hi mup and cradl ed the dummy agai nst h

er. "There, there, M. Wod," she whi spered soot hi

ngly. "Did | hurt you? Did I? |'"mso sorry. | didn

't nmean to."

The dummy continued to stare up at her. H's painte

d grin hadn't changed, but his eyes seened cold an

d unforgiving.

It was a still night. No breeze. The curtains in f
ront of the open bedroom w ndow didn't flutter or
nove. Pale silver nmoonlight filtered in, creating
| ong, purple shadows that appeared to creep across
the girls' bedroom

Li ndy had been sleeping fitfully, a light sleep fi
|led with busy, colorful dreans. She was startl ed
awake by a sound. A gentle thud.

"Huh?" she rai sed her head fromthe danp pillow and
t ur ned.

Soneone was noving in the darkness.

The sounds she'd heard were footsteps.



"Hey!" she whi spered, w de awake now. "Wo is it?"
The figure turned in the doorway, a shadow agai nst

even bl acker shadows. "It's only ne," canme a whis
pered reply.

"Kris?"

"Yeah. Sonething woke ne up. My throat is sore," K
ris whispered fromthe doorway. "I'm going down to
the kitchen for a glass of water."

She di sappeared into the shadows. Her head still r

aised off the pillow, Lindy listened to her footst
eps paddi ng down the stairs.

When the sounds faded, Lindy shut her eyes and | owe
red her head to the pillow

A few seconds later, she heard Kris's scream of hor
ror.
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Her heart poundi ng, Lindy struggled out of bed. Th
e sheet tangled around her |egs, and she nearly fe
| 1.

Kris's bloodcurdling scream echoed in her ears.
She practically | eapt down the dark stairway, her
bare feet thudding hard on the thin carpet of the
st eps.

It was dark downstairs, except for a thin sliver of
yellow light fromthe kitchen.

"Kris —Kris —are you okay?" Lindy called, her vo
i ce sounding small and frightened in the dark hall
way.

"Kris?"

Li ndy stopped at the kitchen doorway.

What was that eerie |ight?

It took her a while to focus. Then she realized sh
e was staring at the dimyellow light frominside
the refrigerator.

The refrigerator door was w de open.

And . . . the refrigerator was enpty.

"What —what's goi ng on here?"

She took a step into the kitchen. Then anot her.
Sonet hing cold and wet surrounded her foot.



Li ndy gasped and, |ooking down, saw that she had st

epped into a w de puddl e.

An overturned ml k carton beside her foot reveal ed

that the puddle was spilled mlk.

She raised her eyes to Kris, who was standing in d

arkness across the room her back against the wall

, her hands raised to her face in horror.

"Kris, what on earth —"

The scene was comng into focus now It was all so
weird, so . . . wong. It was taking Lindy a | ong
tinme to see the whol e picture.

But, now, followng Kris's horrified stare, Lindy

saw the ness on the floor. And realized why the re

frigerator was enpty.

Everything inside it had been pulled out and dunpe

d on the kitchen floor. An orange juice bottle |ay
on its side in a puddl e of orange juice. Eggs wer

e scattered everywhere. Fruits and vegetables were
strewn over the floor.

"Ohh!" Lindy nopaned in utter disbelief.

Everythi ng seened to sparkle and gl eam

VWhat was all that shiny stuff anong the food?

Kris's jewelry!

There were earrings and bracelets and strands of b

eads tossed everywhere, mxed with the spilled, st

rewn food |ike sone kind of bizarre sal ad.

"Oh, no!" Lindy shrieked as her eyes cane to rest o

n the figure on the fl oor.

Sitting upright in the mddle of the ness was M.

Whod, grinning gleefully at her. He had several st

rands of beads around his neck, |ong, dangling ear

rings hanging fromhis ears, and a platter of |eft
over chicken on his |ap.
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"Kris, are you okay?" Lindy cried, turning her eye
s away fromthe grinning, jewelry-covered dumy.
Kris didn't seemto hear her.

"Are you okay?" Lindy repeated the question.
"Wh-what's goi ng on?" Kris stammered, her back pre



ssed against the wall, her expression taut with te

rror. "Who —who did this? Did M. Wod —?"

Lindy started to reply. But their nother's how of
surprise fromthe doorway cut off her words. "Mm
—" Lindy cried, spinning around.

Ms. Powell clicked on the ceiling light. The kitc

hen seened to flare up. Al three of them blinked,
struggling to adjust to the sudden bri ghtness.

"What on earth!" Ms. Powell cried. She started to
call to her husband, then renenbered he wasn't ho

me. "I —I don't believe this!"

Bar ky cane bounding into the room his tail waggin
. He lowered his head and started to lick up sone
spilled mlKk.

"Qut you go," Ms. Powell said sternly. She picked
up the dog, carried himout, and closed the kitch

en door. Then she strode into the center of the ro

om shaking her head, her bare feet narrowy m ssi
ng the puddle of mlKk.

"I came down for a drink, and I —I found this nes

s," Kris said in a trenbling voice. "The food. My

jewelry. Everything . . ."

"M. Wod did it," Lindy accused. "Look at him"

"Stop it! Stop it!" Ms. Powell screaned. "I've had
enough. "

Ms. Powell surveyed the ness, frowning and tuggin

g at a strand of blonde hair. Her eyes stopped on

M. Wod, and she uttered a groan of disgust.

"I knewit," she said in a |low voice, raising her

eyes accusingly to the two girls. "I knew this had
sonething to do with those ventriloqui st dunm es.”

"M. Wod didit, Mm" Kris said heatedly, steppi

ng away fromthe wall, her hands tensed into fists

. "I know it sounds dunb, but —"

"Stop it," Ms. Powell ordered, narrow ng her eyes

. "This is just sick. Sick!" She stared hard at th

e j ewel - bedecked dunmmy, who grinned up at her over
the big platter of chicken.

"I"'mgoing to take the dunm es away from you both,

" Ms. Powell said, turning back to Lindy and Kris

. "This whole thing has just gotten out of control



"No!" Kris cried.

"That's not fair!" Lindy decl ared.

"I"'msorry. They have to be put away," Ms. Powell
said firmy. She et her eyes nove over the clutt
ered floor, and |l et out another weary sigh. "Look
at ny kitchen."

"But | didn't do anything!" Lindy screaned.

"I need Nr Wod for the spring concert!”™ Kris pro

tested. "Everyone is counting on ne, Mom"

Ms. Powell glanced fromone to the other. Her eye
s stayed on Kris. "That's your dummy on the fl oor,
right ?"

"Yeah," Kris told her. "But | didn't do this. | swe
ar!"

"You both swear you didn't do it, right?" Ms. Pow
ell said, suddenly |ooking very tired under the ha
rsh ceiling light.
"Yes," Lindy answered quickly.

" Then you both | ose your dummes. |I'msorry," Ms.
Powel | said. "One of you is lying. I —I really c
an't believe this."

A heavy silence blanketed the roomas all three Po

wells stared down in dismay at the ness on the flo

or.

Kris was the first to speak. "Mom what if Lindy an

d | clean everything up?"

Li ndy caught on quickly. Her face brightened. "Yea
h. What if we put everything back. R ght now Mke
the kitchen just like normal. Make it spotless. C

an we keep our dunm es?"

Ms. Powell shook her head. "No. | don't think so.
Look at this ness. Al the vegetables are spoil ed
. And the mlk."

"We' Il replace it all,"” Kris said quickly. "Wth o
ur allowance. And we'll clean it up perfectly. Ple

ase. If we do that, give us one nore chance?"

Ms. Powell twi sted her face in concentration, deb

ating with herself. She stared at her daughters' e

ager faces. "Ckay," she replied finally. "I want t
he kitchen spotless when | cone down in the nornin

g. All the food, all the jewelry. Everything back

where it goes.™



"Okay," both girls said in unison.

"And | don't want to see either of those dunm es d
own here in ny kitchen again," Ms. Powell demande
d. "If you can do that, I'll give you one nore cha
nce. "

"Geat!" both girls cried at once.

"And | don't want to hear any nore argunents about

those dummes,"” Ms. Powell continued. "No nore f

i ghts. No nore conpeting. No nore blam ng everythi

ng on the dummes. | don't want to hear anything a
bout them Ever."

"You won't," Kris prom sed, glancing at her sister.

"Thanks, Mom " Lindy said. "You go to bed. W'll c
| ean up." She gave her nother a gentle shove towar

d the doorway.

"Not another word," Ms. Powell rem nded them
"Right, Mom" the tw ns agreed.

Their not her di sappeared toward her room They beg

an to clean up. Kris pulled a | arge garbage bag fr

omthe drawer and held it while Lindy tossed in em
pty cartons and spoil ed food.

Kris carefully collected her jewelry and carried it
upstairs.

Neither girl spoke. They worked in silence, pickin

g up, cleaning, and nopping until the kitchen was

clean. Lindy closed the refrigerator door. She yaw
ned | oudly.

Kris inspected the floor on her hands and knees, m

aking sure it was spotless. Then she picked up M.
Wod. He grinned back at her as if it was all a b
i g | oke.

Thi s dunmmy has been nothing but trouble, Kris thoug
ht .

Not hi ng but trouble.

She followed Lindy out of the kitchen, clicking of

f the light as she left. The two girls clinbed the
stairs silently. Neither of them had spoken a wor

d.

Pal e noonlight filtered into their roomthrough the
open wi ndow. The air felt hot and steany.

Kris glanced at the clock. It was a little past thr



ee in the norning.

Sl appy sat slunped in the chair in front of the w
ndow, noonlight shining on his grinning face. Lind

y, yawni ng, clinbed into bed, pushed down the bl an
ket, and pulled up the sheet. She turned her face

away from her sister.

Kris lowered M. Wod from her shoulder. You're no

t hi ng but trouble, she thought angrily, holding hi
min front of her and staring at his grinning face.
Not hi ng but trouble.

M. Wod' s wde, leering grin seened to nock her.

A chill of fear m xed wth her anger.

| "' m begi nning to hate this dummy, she thought.

Fear him and hate him

Angrily, she pulled open the closet door and tosse

d the dummy into the closet. It fell in a crunpled
heap on the closet fl oor.

Kris slammed the closet door shut.

Her heart thudding, she clinbed into bed and pulle

d up the covers. She suddenly felt very tired. Her
entire body ached from weari ness.

She buried her face in the pillow and shut her eyes

She had just about fallen asleep when she heard the
tiny voi ce.

"Let me out! Let nme out of here!” it cried. A nuffl
ed voice, comng frominside the closet.
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"Let me out! Let ne out!" the high-pitched voice ca
| 1 ed angrily.

Kris sat up with a jolt. Her entire body convul sed
i n a shudder of fear.

Her eyes darted to the other bed. Lindy hadn't nove
d.

"Did —did you hear it?" Kris stammered.

"Hear what ?" Lindy asked sl eepily.

"The voice," Kris whispered. "In the closet."
"Huh?" Lindy asked sleepily. "Wat are you talking
about? It's three in the norning. Can't we get so



me sl eep?”

"But, Lindy —" Kris |owered her feet to the floor
. Her heart was thudding in her chest. "Wake up. L
isten to ne! M. Wod was calling to ne. He was ta

| ki ng!"
Li ndy rai sed her head and |i stened.
Si | ence.

"I don't hear anything, Kris. Really. Maybe you wer

e dream ng."

"No!" Kris shrieked, feeling herself |ose control.
"I't wasn't a dreanml |I'm so scared, Lindy. I'mjus

t so scared!"”

Suddenly Kris was trenbling all over, and hot tears
wer e pouring down her cheeks.

Li ndy stood up and noved to the edge of her sister’

S bed.

"Sonet hing h-horrible is going on here, Lindy," Kri

s stammered t hrough her tears.

"And | know who's doing it," Lindy whispered, |ean
i ng over her twin, putting a conforting hand on he
r quivering shoul der.

" Huh?"
"Yes. | know who's been doing it all," Lindy whispe
red. "I know who it is."

"Who?" Kris asked breathlessly.
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"Who?" Kris repeated, letting the tears run down he
r cheeks. "Who?"

"I have," Lindy said. Her smle spread into a grin

al nost as wide as Sl appy's. She closed her eyes a

nd | aughed.

"Huh?" Kris didn't understand. "Wat did you say?"

"I said | have been doing it," Lindy repeated. "M

Lindy. It was all a joke, Kris. | gotcha again."
She nodded her head as if confirm ng her words.
Kris gaped at her twn in disbelief. "It was all a
j oke?"

Li ndy kept noddi ng.
"You noved M. Whod during the night? You dressed



himin ny clothes and nade hi m say those gross thi
ngs to nme? You put himin the kitchen? You nmade th
at horrible ness?"

Li ndy chuckled. "Yeah. | really scared you, didn't

| ?"

Kris balled her hands into angry fists. "But —but
—" she sputtered. "Wy?"

"For fun," Lindy replied, dropping back onto her be

d, still grinning.

"Fun?"

"I wanted to see if | could scare you," Lindy expla
ined. "It was just a joke. You know.

| can't believe you fell for that voice in the clo

set just now | nust be a really good ventril oquis

(S

"But, Lindy —"

"You really believed M. Wod was alive or sonethi

ng!" Lindy said, |aughing, enjoying her victory.

You're such a nit!"

"Nit ?"

"Hal f a nitwit!" Lindy burst into wld |aughter.

"I't isn't funny," Kris said softly.

"I know," Lindy replied. "It's a riot! You shoul d

ve seen the | ook on your face when you saw M. Wo

d downstairs in your precious beads and earrings!"

"How —how did you ever think of such a nean joke?"
Kri s denmanded.

"I't just cane to ne," Lindy answered with sone prid

e. "Wen you got your dummy."

"You didn't want ne to get a dummy,"” Kris said thou

ghtfully.
"You're right," Lindy quickly agreed. "I wanted so
met hi ng that would be mne, for a change. I'mso t

ired of you being a copycat. So —"
"So you thought of this nean joke,"
Li ndy nodded.

Kris strode angrily to the w ndow and pressed her

Kri s accused.

forehead against the glass. "I —I can't believe |
was so stupid,"” she nuttered.
"Neither can I," Lindy agreed, grinning again.

"You really made ne start thinking that M. Wod w
as alive or sonething," Kris said, staring out the



wi ndow to the back yard below. "You really made m
e afraid of him"

"Aren't | Dbrilliant!" Lindy proclainmed.

Kris turned to face her sister. "I'm never speaking
to you again," she said angrily.

Li ndy shrugged. "It was just a joke."

"No," Kris insisted. "It was too nean to be just a
j oke. |I'm never speaking to you again. Never."
"Fine," Lindy replied curtly. "I thought you had a

sense of hunor. Fine." She slid into bed, her bac
k to Kris, and pulled the covers up over her head.

|'ve got to find a way to pay her back for this, Kr
I s thought. But how?
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After school a few days later, Kris wal ked hone w
th Cody. It was a hot, hum d afternoon. The trees

were still, and seened to throwlittle shade on th
e sidewal k. The air above the pavenent shimered i
n the heat.

"Wsh we had a swmmng pool," Kris nmuttered, pulli
ng her backpack off her shoul der.

"I wish you had one, too," Cody said, wping his fo
rehead with the sleeve of his red T-shirt.

"I"'d like to dive into an enornous pool of iced te
a," Kris said, "like in the TV commercials. It alw
ays | ooks so cold and refreshing."

Cody nade a face. "Swmin iced tea? Wth ice cubes
and | enon?"

"Forget it," Kris nuttered.

They crossed the street. A couple of kids they kne
w rode by on bikes. Two nen in white uniforns were
up on | adders, | eaning agai nst the corner house,

pai nting the gutters.

"Bet they're hot," Cody renarked.

"Let's change the subject,” Kris suggested.

"How are you doing with M. Wod?" Cody asked.

"Not bad," Kris said. "I think |'ve got sone prett
y good jokes. | should be ready for the concert to
norr ow ni ght . "



They stopped at the corner and |l et a |l arge bl ue van
runbl e past.

"Are you talking to your sister?" Cody asked as th

ey crossed the street. The bright sunlight nmade hi

S white-blond hair glow.

"Alittle," Kris said, making a face. "I'mtalking

to her. But | haven't forgiven her."

"That was such a dunb stunt she pulled," Cody said
synpat hetically. He wi ped the sweat off his foreh

ead with the sleeve of his T-shirt,

"I't just nmade ne feel |ike such a dork," Kris adm

tted. "I nean, | was so stupid. She really had ne
believing that M. Wod was doing all that stuff."
Kris shook her head. Thinking about it nmade her f

eel enbarrassed all over again.

Her house cane into view. She unzi pped the back co
npart nent of her backpack and searched for the key

S.

"Did you tell your nmom about Lindy's practical joke
?" Cody asked.

Kris shook her head. "Momis totally disgusted. W
're not allowed to nention the dunm es to her. Dad
got honme from Portl and | ast night, and Momtold h
I mwhat was going on. So we're not allowed to nent
ilon the dummes to him either!" She found the key

s and started up the drive. "Thanks for wal ki ng ho
me wth ne."

"Yeah. Sure." Cody gave her a little wave and cont
| nued on toward his house up the street.

Kris pushed the key into the front door | ock. She

coul d hear Barky junping and yipping excitedly on

the other side of the door. "I'mcom ng, Barky," s
he called in. "Hold your horses.™

She pushed open the door. Barky began | eaping on h

er, whinpering as if she'd been away for nonths. "
Okay, okay!" she cried |aughing.

It took several minutes to calmthe dog down. Then
Kris got a snack fromthe kitchen and headed up t

o her roomto practice with M. Wod.

She hoisted the dumy up fromthe chair where it h

ad spent the day beside Lindy's dumy. A can of Co
ke in one hand, the dummy over her shoul der, she h



eaded to the dressing table and sat down in front
of the mrror.

This was the best tine of day to rehearse, Kris th
ought. No one was hone. Her parents were at work.

Li ndy was at sone after-school activity.

She arranged M. Wod on her lap. "Tine to go to w
ork," she nade himsay, reaching into his back to
nove his |ips. She nmade his eyes slide back and fo
rth.

A button on his plaid shirt had cone unbuttoned. K
ris | eaned hi mdown against the dressing table and
started to fasten it.

Sonet hi ng caught her eye. Sonething yellow inside t
he pocket.

"Weird," Kris said aloud. "I never noticed anything
in there."

Slipping two fingers into the slender pocket, she
pul l ed out a yell owed sheet of paper, folded up.
Probably just the receipt for him Kris thought.
She unfol ded the sheet of paper and held it up tor
ead it.

It wasn't a receipt. The paper contained a single
sentence handwitten very cleanly in bold black in
k. It was in a |language Kris didn't recogni ze.

"Did soneone send you a | ove note, M. Wod?" she a
sked the dummy.

It stared up at her |ifel essly.

Kris | owered her eyes to the paper and read the str
ange sentence out | oud:

"Karru marri odonna | oma nol onu karrano."

What | anguage is that? Kris wonder ed.

She gl anced down at the dummy and uttered a |ow cry
of surprise.

M. Wod appeared to blink.

But that wasn't possible —was it?

Kris took a deep breath, then let it out slowy.

The dummy stared up at her, his painted eyes as dul
| and wi de open as ever.

Let's not get paranoid, Kris scol ded herself.

"Time to work, M. Wod," she told him She fol ded
up the piece of yellow paper and slipped it back
into his shirt pocket. Then she raised himto a si



tting position, searching for the eye and nouth co
ntrols wth her hand.

"How are things around your house, M. Wod?"

"Not good, Kris. |'ve got termtes. | need termte
s like | need another hole in nmy head! Ha-ha!"

"Lindy! Kris! Could you cone downstairs, please!"
M. Powell called fromthe foot of the stairs.

It was after dinner, and the twins were up in thei

r room Lindy was spraw ed on her stonmach on the b

ed, reading a book for school. Kris was in front o

f the dressing table mrror, rehearsing quietly w

th M. Wod for tonorrow night's concert.

"What do you want, Dad?" Lindy shouted down, rollin

g her eyes.

"We're kind of busy," Kris shouted, shifting the du

on her | ap.

"The MIllers are here, and they're dying to see yo
ur ventriloquist acts," their father shouted up.

Li ndy and Kris both groaned. The MIlers were the

el derly couple who |lived next door. They were very
ni ce people, but very boring.

The twins heard M. Powell's footsteps on the stai
rs. A few seconds |later, he poked his head into th

eir room "Conme on, girls. Just put on a short sho

w for the MIllers. They cane over for coffee, and

we told them about your dunm es.”

"But | have to rehearse for tonorrow night,"
nsi st ed.

"Rehearse on them" her father suggested. "Conme on
. Just do five mnutes. They'll get a real kick ou

t of it."

Sighing loudly, the girls agreed. Carrying their d
umm es over their shoulders, they followed their f

ather down to the |living room

M. and Ms. MIler were side by side on the couch
, coffee nugs in front of themon the |ow coffee t

able. They sml|ed and called out cheerful greeting

s as the girls appeared.

Kris was al ways struck by how nmuch the MIlers | oo
ked ali ke. They both had sl ender, pink faces toppe

d with spongy white hair. They both wore silver-fr

Kris i



anmed bifocals, which slipped down on nearly identi

cal, pointy noses. They both had the sane smle. M
r. Mller had a snmall, gray nustache. Lindy al ways
joked that he grewit so the MIllers could tell e

ach ot her apart.

| s that what happens to you when you' ve been nmarri

ed a long tinme? Kris found herself thinking. You s

tart to | ook exactly alike?

The MIllers were even dressed alike, in |oose-fitt
i ng tan Bernuda shorts and white cotton sports shi
rts.

"Lindy and Kris took up ventriloquisma few weeks

ago," Ms. Powell was explaining, twsting herself
forward to see the girls fromthe arnchair She no

tioned themto the center of the room "And they b

oth seemto have sone talent for it."

"Have you girls ever heard of Bergen and M Cart hy?"
Ms. MIler asked, smling.

"Who?" Lindy and Kris asked in unison.

"Before your tinme," M. MIller said, chuckling. "Th

ey were a ventriloquist act.”

"Can you do sonething for us?" Ms. MIler asked,

pi cking up her coffee nug and setting it in her la

p.

M. Powell pulled a dining roomchair into the cen

ter of the room "Here. Lindy, why don't you go fi

rst?" He turned to the MIllers. "They're very good

. You'll see," he said.

Li ndy sat down and arranged Sl appy on her |ap. The
MIlers applauded. Ms. MIller nearly spilled her
cof fee, but she caught the nmug just in tine.

"Don't applaud —just throw noney!" Lindy nmade Sl a

ppy say. Everyone | aughed as if they'd never heard
t hat before.

Kris watched fromthe stairway as Lindy did a shor

t routine. Lindy was really good, she had to admt

. Very snmooth. The MIlers were |aughing so hard,

their faces were bright red. An identical shade of
red. Ms. MIller kept squeezing her husband' s kne

e when she | aughed.

Li ndy finished to big appl ause. The MIlers gushed
about how wonderful she was. Lindy told them abou



t the TV show she m ght be on, and they prom sed t
hey wouldn't miss it. "W'll tape it," M. MIller
sai d.

Kris took her place on the chair and sat M. Wod
up in her lap. "This is M. Wod," she told the M
|lers. "We're going to be the hosts of the spring
concert at school tomorrow night. So I'll give you
a preview of what we're going to say."

"That's a nice-looking dummy," Ms. MIller said qui
etly.

"You're a nice-Looking dumy, too!" M. Wod declar
ed in a harsh, raspy grow of a voice.

Kris's nother gasped. The MIllers' smles faded.
M. Wod | eaned forward on Kris's |ap and stared a

t M. Mller. "lIs that a nustache, or are you eati
ng a rat?" he asked nastily.
MF . |l er glanced unconfortably at his wife, then

M
forced a | augh. They both | aughed.
"Don't |augh so hard. You m ght drop your false te
eth!" M. Wod shouted. "And how do you get your t
eeth that disgusting shade of yell ow? Does your ba
d breath do that?"
"Kris!" Ms. Powell shouted. "That's enough!”
The MIllers' faces were bright red now, their expre
ssi ons bew | der ed.
"That's not funny. Apologize to the Mllers," M.

Powel | insisted, crossing the room and standlng oV
er Kris.

"I —I1 didn't say any of it!" Kris stamered. "Real
ly, I —"

"Kris —apol ogi ze!" her father demanded angrily.
M. Wod turned to the Mllers. "I'"'msorry," he ra
sped. "lI'msorry you're so ugly! I"msorry you're
so old and stupid, too!"

The MIllers stared at each other unhappily. "I don'

t get her hunor," Ms. MIller said.

"I't's just crude insults,” M. MIller replied quiet
ly.

"Kris —what is wong with you!" Ms. Powell denan
ded. She had crossed the roomto stand beside her
husband. "Apologize to the MIllers right now | do
n't believe you!"



"I ' —I —" Gipping M. Wod tightly around the wa
ist, Kris rose to her feet. "I —I —" She tried t
o utter an apol ogy, but no words woul d cone out.
"Sorry!" she finally managed to scream Then, with
an enbarrassed cry, she turned and fled up the st
airs, tears stream ng down her face.
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"You have to believe ne!" Kris cried in a trenblin

g voice. "I really didn't say any of those things.
M. Wod was tal king by hinself!"

Lindy rolled her eyes. "Tell ne another one," she m

uttered sarcastically.

Li ndy had followed Kris upstairs. Down in the livi

ng room her parents were still apologizing to the
MIlers. Now, Kris sat on the edge of her bed, w

ping tears off her cheeks. Lindy stood with her ar

ms crossed in front of the dressing table.

"I don't nmake insulting jokes like that,"” Kris sai

d, glancing at M. Wod, who lay crunpled in the c

enter of the floor where Kris had tossed him "You

know that isn't nmy sense of hunor."

"So why'd you do it?" Lindy demanded. "Wy'd you wa

nt to nmake everyone nmad?"

"But | didn't!" Kris shrieked, tugging at the side

s of her hair. "M. Wod said those things! | didn

I

"How can you be such a copycat?" Lindy asked disqgu

stedly. "I already did that joke, Kris. Can't you

t hi nk of sonet hi ng origi nal ?"

"I't'"s not a joke," Kris insisted. "Wy don't you be

lieve me?"

"No way," Lindy replied, shaking her head, her arm

s still crossed in front of her chest. "No way |I'm
going to fall for the sane gag."

"Lindy, please!" Kris pleaded. "I'mfrightened. |'m
really frightened."

"Yeah. Sure,"” Lindy said sarcastically. "I'm shaki

ng all over, too. Ww. You really fooled ne, Kris.
GQuess you showed ne you can play funny tricks, to



0.
"Shut up!" Kris snapped. More tears fornmed in the c
orners of her eyes.

"Very good crying," Lindy said. "But it doesn't fo
ol me, either. And it won't fool Mom and Dad." She
turned and picked up Slappy. "Maybe Sl appy and |
shoul d practice sone jokes. After your perfornance
toni ght, Mom and Dad m ght not |et you do the con

cert tonorrow night."

She slung Sl appy over her shoul der and, stepping o
ver the crunpled formof M. Wod, hurried fromth
e room

It was hot and noi sy backstage in the auditorium
Kris's throat was dry, and she kept wal ki ng over t
o the water fountain and sl urping nouthfuls of the
war m wat er .

The voi ces of the audience on the other side of th

e curtain seened to echo off all four walls and th

e ceiling. The | ouder the noise becane as the audi

toriumfilled, the nore nervous Kris felt.

How am | ever going to do nmy act in front of all t

hose peopl e? she asked herself, pulling the edge o

f the curtain back a few inches and peering out. H

er parents were off to the side, in the third row.

Seei ng them brought nenories of the night before f

| oodi ng back to Kris. Her parents had grounded her
for two weeks as puni shnent for insulting the MI

| ers. They alnost hadn't |et her conme to the conce
rt.

Kris stared at the kids and adults filing into the
| arge auditorium recognizing a lot of faces. She
realized her hands were ice cold. Her throat was

dry again.

Don't think of it as an audi ence, she told herself

Think of it as a bunch of kids and parents, nost
of whom you know.

Somehow t hat nade it worse.

She et go of the curtain, hurried to get one | ast
drink fromthe fountain, then retrieved M. Wod

fromthe table she had | eft himon,

|t suddenly grew quiet on the other side of the cur



tain. The concert was about to begin.

"Break a leg!" Lindy called across to her as she h
urried to join the other chorus nenbers.

"Thanks," Kris replied weakly. She pulled up M. W
ood and straightened his shirt. "Your hands are cl
ammy!" she nmade hi m say.

"No insults tonight,"” Kris told himsternly.

To her shock, the dumy bli nked.

"Hey!" she cried. She hadn't touched his eye contro
| s.

She had a stab of fear that went beyond stage frig
ht. Maybe | shouldn't go on wth this, she thought
, Staring intently at M. Wod, watching for himt
o blink again.

Maybe | should say |I'msick and not performwth hi
m

"Are you nervous?" a voi ce whi spered.

"Huh?" At first, she thought it was M. Wod. But
then she quickly realized that it was Ms. Bernan,
t he nusic teacher.

"Yeah. Alittle," Kris admtted, feeling her face g
row hot.

"You'l | be terrific,”" Ms. Berman gushed, squeezin
g Kris's shoulder with a sweaty hand. She was a | a
rge, heavyset woman with several chins, a red |lips

ticked nmouth, and flow ng black hair. She was wear
ing a long, |oose-fitting dress of red-and-blue fl
ower patterns. "Here goes," she said, giving Kris'
s shoul der one nore squeeze.

Then she stepped onstage, blinking against the har
sh white |ight of the spotlight, to introduce Kris
and M. Wod.

Am | really doing this? Kris asked herself.

Can | do this?

Her heart was poundi ng so hard, she couldn't hear
Ms. Berman's introduction. Then, suddenly, the au

di ence was appl audi ng, and Kris found herself walk
I ng across the stage to the m crophone, carrying M
r. Wood in both hands.

Ms. Berman, her flowery dress flow ng around her,
was headi ng offstage. She smled at Kris and gave
her an encouragi ng wi nk as they passed each ot her.



Squi nting agai nst the bright spotlight, Kris wal ke
d to the mddle of the stage. Her nouth felt as dr
y as cotton. She wondered if she could nmake a soun
d.

A folding chair had been set up for her. She sat d
own, arranging M. Wod on her |ap, then realized

t hat the m crophone was nmuch too high.

This drewtitters of soft |aughter fromthe audi enc
e.

Enbarrassed, Kris stood up and, holding M. Wod u
nder one arm struggled to | ower the m crophone.
"Are you having trouble?" Ms. Bernman called from
the side of the stage. She hurried over to help Kr
I S.

But before the nmusic teacher got hal fway across th
e stage, M. Wod | eaned into the m crophone. "Wa
t time does the blinp go up?" he rasped nastily, s
taring at Ms. Berman's dress.

"What ?" She stopped in surprise.

"Your face remnds ne of a wart | had renoved!" M.
Wod growl ed at the startled wonan.

Her nouth dropped open in horror. "Kris!"

"I'f we count your chins, wll it tell us your age?"

There was | aughter floating up fromthe audi ence. B
ut it was m xed wth gasps of horror.

"Kris —that's enough!" Ms. Berman cried, the mcr
ophone picking up her angry protest.

"You' re nore than enough! You're enough for two!"
M. Wod declared nastily. "If you got any bigger,
you' d need your own zip code!”

"Kris —really! I'"'mgoing to ask you to apol ogi ze,
" Ms. Berman said, her face bright red.
"Ms. Berman, | —Il'mnot doing it!" Kris stammered

. "I"mnot saying these things!"

"Pl ease apol ogize. To ne and to the audience," Ms.
Ber man demanded.

M. Wod | eaned into the m crophone. "Apol ogi ze for
THI S!'" he screaned.

The dummy's head tilted back. H's jaw dropped. H's
nmout h opened w de.

And a thick green liquid cane spew ng out.



"Yuck!" soneone screaned.

It | ooked Ii ke pea soup. It spurted up out of M.

Whod' s open nouth |ike water rushing froma fire h

ose.

Voi ces screaned and cried out their surprise as th

e thick, green liquid showered over the people in

the front rows.

"Stop it!"

"Hel p!"

"Sonebody —turn it off!"”

"I't stinks!"

Kris froze in horror, staring as nore and nore of

t he di sgusting substance poured from her dumy's g

api ng nout h.

A putrid stench —the snell of sour mlk, of rotte
n eggs, of burning rubber, of decayed neat —rose
up fromthe liquid. It puddled over the stage and

showered over the front seats.

Bl i nded by the spotlight, Kris couldn't see the au

dience in front of her. But she could hear the cho
king and the gagging, the frantic cries for help.

"Clear the auditorium Cear the auditorium" Ms.
Ber man was shouti ng.

Kris heard the runble and scrape of people shoving

their way up the aisles and out the doors.

"I't stinks!"

"I'"'m sick!"

"Sonebody —hel p!"

Kris tried to clanp her hand over the dummy's nout
h. But the force of the putrid green liquid frothi
ng and spewi ng out was too strong. It pushed her h

and away.

Suddenly she realized she was being shoved from be
hind. Of the stage. Away fromthe shouting people
fleeing the auditorium Qut of the glaring spotli

ght .

She was backstage before she realized that it was M
rs. Berman who was pushi ng her.

"I —I don't know how you did that. O why!" Ms.
Berman shouted angrily, frantically w ping splotch

es of the disgusting green liquid off the front of
her dress with both hands. "But |I'm going to see



t hat you're suspended from school, Kris! And if |

have ny way," she sputtered, "you'll be suspended
for lifel™
18

"That's right. C ose the door," M. Powell said st
ernly, glaring with narrowed eyes at Kris.

He stood a few inches behind her, arns crossed in

front of him making sure she followed his instruc

tions. She had carefully folded M. Wod in half a
nd shoved himto the back of her closet shelf. Now
she closed the closet, nmaking sure it was conpl et
ely shut, as he ordered.

Li ndy watched silently from her bed, her expression
t r oubl ed.

"Does the closet door |ock?" M. Powell asked.

"No. Not really,"” Kris told him Iowering her head.

"Well, that will have to do," he said. "On Monday,
| "' mtaking himback to the pawn shop. Do not take
hi mout until then."

"But, Dad —"

He raised a hand to silence her.

"We have to talk about this," Kris pleaded. "You h

ave to listen to ne. What happened tonight —it wa

sn't a practical joke. | —"

Her father turned away fromher, a scow on his fa

ce. "Kris, I"'msorry. W'll talk tonorrow. Your no
ther and | —we're both too angry and too upset to
tal k now "

"But, Dad —"

| gnoring her, he stornmed out of the room She I|i st
ened to his footsteps, hard and hurried, down the
stairs. Then Kris slowy turned to Lindy. "Now do
you believe ne?"

"I —1 don't know what to believe,"” Lindy replied.
"I't was just so . . . unbelievably gross.

"Lindy, | —I —"

"Daddy's right. Let's talk tonorrow," Lindy said.
"I"'msure everything will be clearer and cal ner to



norr ow, "

But Kris couldn't sleep. She shifted fromside to
si de, unconfortable, w de awake. She pulled the pi
| | ow over her face, held it there for a while, wel
com ng the soft darkness, then tossed it to the fl
oor .

| ' m never going to sleep again, she thought.

Every tine she cl osed her eyes, she saw the hideou
S scene in the auditoriumonce again. She heard th
e astoni shed cries of the audience, the kids and t
heir parents. And she heard the cries of shock tur
n to groans of disgust as the putrid gunk poured o
ut over everyone.

Si ckening. So totally sickening.

And everyone bl aned her.

My life is ruined, Kris thought. | can never go ba
ck there again. | can never go to school. | can ne
ver show ny face anywhere.

Rui ned. My whole life. Ruined by that stupid dummy.

In the next bed, Lindy snored softly, in a slow st

eady rhythm

Kris turned her eyes to the bedroom w ndow. The cu
rtai ns hung down over the w ndow, filtering the pa
| e moonlight fromoutside. Slappy sat in his usual
place in the chair in front of the w ndow, bent i
n two, his head between his knees.

Stupid dumm es, Kris thought bitterly. So stupid.

And now ny life is ruined.

She gl anced at the clock. One-twenty. Qutside the

w ndow, she heard a | ow, runbling sound. A soft wh
i stle of brakes. Probably a large truck goi ng by.
Kris yawned. She cl osed her eyes and saw t he gross
green gunk spewi ng out of M. Wod's nouth.

WIl | see that every tine | close ny eyes? she won
der ed.

What on earth was it? How could everyone blane ne f
or sonething so . . . so .

The runbling of the truck faded into the distance.
But then Kris heard another sound. A rustling sound



A soft footstep.

Someone was novi ng.

She sucked in her breath and held it, |istening har

d.

Silence now Silence so heavy, she could hear the |

oud t huddi ng of her heart.

Then anot her soft footstep.

A shadow noved.

The cl oset door swung open.

O was it just shadows shifting?

No. Soneone was noving. Mving fromthe open close

t. Soneone was creeping toward the bedroom door. C
reeping so softly, so silently.

Her heart pounding, Kris pulled herself up, trying
not to make a sound. Realizing that she'd been ho
| ding her breath, she let it out slowy, silently.
She t ook anot her breath, then sat up.

The shadow noved slowy to the door.

Kris | owered her feet to the floor, staring hard i
nto the darkness, her eyes staying with the silent
, nmoving figure.

What ' s happeni ng? she wonder ed.

The shadow noved again. She heard a scrapi ng sound
, the sound of a sleeve brushing the doorfrane.
Kris pushed herself to her feet. Her legs felt sha
ky as she crept to the door, follow ng the noving

shadow.

Qut into the hallway. Even darker out here because

there were no w ndows.

Toward the stairway.

The shadow noved nore quickly now.

Kris followed, her bare feet noving lightly over th

e thin carpet.

What ' s happeni ng? What's happeni ng?

She caught up to the shadowy figure on the | anding
. "Hey!" she called, her voice a tight whisper.

She grabbed the shoul der and turned the figure arou

nd.

And stared into the grinning face of M. Wod.
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M. Wbod blinked, then hissed at her, an ugly soun

d, a nenaci ng sound. In the darkness of the stairw

ell, his painted grin becane a threatening | eer.

In her fright, Kris squeezed the dummy's shoul der,
wr appi ng her fingers around the harsh fabric of h

is shirt.

"This —this is inpossible!" she whispered.

He blinked again. He giggled. H's nouth opened, nak
ing his grin grow w der.

He tried to tug out of Kris's grasp, but she hung

on without even realizing she was hol ding him

"But —you're a dummy!" she squeal ed.

He giggled again. "So are you," he replied. H s vo
ice was a deep growl, like the angry snarl of a la
rge dog.

"You can't wal k!'" Kris cried, her voice trenbling.

The dummy giggled its ugly giggle again.

"You can't be alive!" Kris exclained.

"Let go of me —now " the dummy grow ed.

Kris held on, tightening her grip. "I'mdreamng,"
Kris told herself aloud. "I have to be dream ng."
"I"'mnot a dream |'ma nightmare!" the dunmy excl

ai med, and tossed back his wooden head, | aughing.
Still gripping the shoulder of the shirt, Kris sta
red through the darkness at the grinning face. The
air seened to grow heavy and hot. She felt as if

she couldn't breathe, as if she were suffocating.

What was that sound?

It took her a while to recognize the strai ned gasps
of her own breat hi ng.

"Let go of ne," the dummy repeated. "O |'I|l throw
you down the stairs." He tried once again to tug
out of her grasp.

"No!" Kris insisted, holding tight. "I —I'"mputtin
g you back in the closet."

The dummy | aughed, then pushed his painted face cl
ose to Kris's face. "You can't keep ne there."

"I"'mlocking you in. I'mlocking you in a box. In
sonething!" Kris declared, panic clouding her thou
ghts.

The darkness seened to descend over her, choking he



r, wei ghing her down.

"Let go of nme." The dummy pul | ed hard.

Kris reached out her other hand and grabbed himaro
und t he wai st.

"Let go of nme," he snarled in his raspy, deep runb
|l e of a voice. "I'"'min charge now. You will listen
to ne. This is ny house now. "

He pul | ed hard.

Kris encircled his waist.

They both fell onto the stairs, rolling down a few
st eps.

"Let go!" the dummy ordered. He rolled on top of he
r, his wld eyes glaring into hers.

She pushed himoff, tried to pin his arns behind hi
s back.

He was surprisingly strong. He pull ed back one arm
, then shoved a fist hard into the pit of her stom
ach.

"Ohhh." Kris groaned, feeling the breath knocked ou
t of her.

The dummy t ook advantage of her nonentary weakness
, and pulled free. Grasping the banister with one
hand, he tried to pull hinself past her and down t
he stairs.

But Kris shot out a foot and tripped him

Still struggling to breathe, she pounced onto his
back. Then she pulled himaway fromthe banister a
nd pushed hi mdown hard onto a step.

"Oh!" Kris gasped loudly as the overhead hall 1igh
t flashed on. She cl osed her eyes against the sudd
en harsh intrusion. The dummy struggled to pull ou
t fromunder her, but she pushed down on his back
with all her weight.

"Kris —what on earth —?!" Lindy's startled voice
called down fromthe top step.

"It's M. Wod!" Kris nmanaged to cry up to her. "H
e's . . . alive!" She pushed down hard, sprawl ed o
ver the dunmmy, keeping him pinned beneath her.
"Kris —what are you doi ng?" Lindy denmanded. "Are y
ou okay?"

"No!" Kris exclainmed. "I'mnot okay! Please —Lind
y! Go get Momand Dad! M. Wod —he's alive!"



"I't's just a dummy!" Lindy called down, taking a f
ew reluctant steps toward her sister. "Get up, Kri
s! Have you | ost your m nd?"

"Listen to nme!" Kris shrieked at the top of her lu
ngs. "Get Mom and Dad! Before he escapes!™

But Lindy didn't nove. She stared down at her si st
er, her long hair falling in tangles about her fac
e, her features twisted in horror. "Get up, Kris,"
she urged. "Please —get up. Let's go back to bed

"I"'mtelling you, he's alive!" Kris cried desperat
ely. "You' ve got to believe ne, Lindy. You've got
to!"
The dummy lay |ifelessly beneath her, his face bur
ied in the carpet, his arns and | egs spraw ed out
to the sides.
"You had a nightmare," Lindy insisted, clinbing do
wn step by step, holding her long nightshirt up ab
ove her ankles until she was standing right above
Kris. "Conme back to bed, Kris. It was just a night
mare. The horrible thing that happened at the conc
ert —it gave you a nightmare, that's all."
Gasping for breath, Kris lifted herself up and tw
sted her head to face her sister. G abbing the ban
i ster with one hand, she raised herself a little.
The instant she lightened up on him the dummy gra
bbed the edge of the stair with both hands and pul
| ed hinmself out fromunder her. Half-falling, half
-craw i ng, he scranbled down the rest of the stair
S.
"No! No! | don't believe it!" Lindy shrieked, seein
g the dummy nove.
"Go get Momand Dad!" Kris said. "Hurry!"
Her nmouth wi de open in shocked disbelief, Lindy tu
rned and headed back up the stairs, scream ng for
her parents.
Kris dived off the step, thrusting her arns in fron
t of her.
She tackled M. Wod from behi nd, wapping her arns
around hi s wai st.
Hi s head hit the carpet hard as they both crunpl ed
to the floor.



He uttered a low, throaty cry of pain. H's eyes clo
sed. He didn't nove.

Dazed, her chest heaving, her entire body trenblin
g, Kris slowy clinbed to her feet. She quickly pr
essed a foot on the dummy's back to hold himin pl
ace.

"Mom and Dad —where are you?" she cried aloud. "Hu
rry. "

The dummy raised its head. He Il et out an angry gro
W and started to thrash his arns and legs wldly.
Kris pressed her foot hard against his back.

"Let go!" he grow ed viciously.

Kris heard voi ces upstairs.

"Monf? Dad? Down here!"™ she called up to them

Bot h of her parents appeared at the upstairs |andin
g, their faces filled with worry.

"Look!" Kris cried, frantically pointing down to th
e dummy beneath her foot.
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"Look at what?" M. Powell cried, adjusting his paj
ama top.

Kris pointed dowmn to the dumry under her foot. "He
—he's trying to get away," she stanmmered.

But M. Wod lay lifeless on his stonmach.

"I's this supposed to be a joke?" Ms. Powell deman
ded angrily, hands at the waist of her cotton nigh
t gown.

"I don't get it," M. Powell said, shaking his head

“Nr. Wod —he ran down the stairs,” Kris said fra
ntically. "He's been doing everything. He —"
"This isn't funny," Ms. Powell said wearily, runn

i ng a hand back through her blonde hair. "It isn't
funny at all, Kris. Waking everyone up in the md
dle of the night."

"I really think you' ve lost your mnd. |I'mvery wo
rried about you," M. Powell added. "I nean, after

what happened at school tonight —"
"Listen to ne!" Kris shrieked. She bent down and p



ulled M. Wod up fromthe floor. Holding himby t
he shoul ders, she shook hi mhard. "He noves! He ru
ns! He tal ks! He —he's alive!"

She stopped shaking the dummy and | et go. He slunp
ed lifelessly to the floor, falling in an unnovi ng

heap at her feet.

"I think nmaybe you need to see a doctor," M. Powe
|1 said, his face tightening with concern.

No. | saw him too!" Lindy said, comng to Kris's
aid. "Kris is right. The dummy did nove." But the
n she added, "I nean, | think it noved!"

You're a big help, Lindy, Kris thought, suddenly fe
el i ng weak, drai ned.

"I's this just another stupid prank?" Ms. Powell a

sked angrily. "After what happened at school tonig

ht, I'd think that woul d be enough."

"But, Mom —" Kris started, staring down at the |if
el ess heap at her feet.

"Back to bed," Ms. Powell ordered. "There's no sc

hool tonorrow. We'll have plenty of tinme to discus

S puni shnents for you two."

"Me?" Lindy cried, outraged. "Wat did | do?"

"Mom we're telling the truth!" Kris insisted.

"I still don't get the joke," M. Powell said, sha

king his head. He turned to his wfe. "Wre we sup

posed to believe her or sonething?"

"Get to bed. Both of you. Now" their nother snapp

ed. She and their father disappeared fromthe upst

airs | anding, heading angrily back down the hall t

o their room

Li ndy remai ned, one hand on the top of the banister
, Sstaring down regretfully at Kris.

"You believe ne, don't you?" Kris called up to her.

"Yeah. | guess," Lindy replied doubtfully, |owering
her eyes to the dummy at Kris's feet.

Kris | ooked down, too. She saw M. Wod blink. He s

tarted to strai ghten up.

"Whoa! " She uttered an alarned cry and grabbed him
by the neck. "Lindy —hurry!" she called. "He's m

ovi ng agai n!"

"Wh- what should we do?" Lindy stammered, naking her



way hesitantly down the stairs.
"I don't know," Kris replied as the dummy thrashed
his arnms and | egs agai nst the carpet, trying desp
erately to free hinself fromher two-handed grip o
n his neck. "W've got to —"
"There's nothing you can do," M. Wod snarled. "Y

ou will be ny slaves now. |'malive once again! Al
i vel "

"But —how?" Kris demanded, staring at himin disb
elief. "I mean, you' re a dunmmy. How —?"

The dummy sni ckered. "You brought nme back to life,
he told her in his raspy voice. "You read the an

cient words."

The anci ent words? What was he tal ki ng about ?

And then Kris renenbered. She had read the strange

-soundi ng words fromthe sheet of paper in the dum

my's shirt pocket.

"I am back, thanks to you," the dummy grow ed. "And
now you and your sister will serve ne."

As she stared in horror at the grinning dummy, an i

dea popped into Kris's m nd.

The paper. She had tucked it back into his pocket.

|f | read the words again, Kris thought, it will pu

t himback to sl eep.

She reached out and grabbed him He tried to jerk a

way, but she was too qui ck.

The fol ded sheet of yell ow paper was in her hand.

"Gve ne that!" he cried. He swped at it, but Kris

swng it out of reach.

She unfolded it quickly. And before the dummy coul

d grab the paper out of her hands, she read the st

range words al oud:

"Karru marri odonna | oma nol onu karrano."
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Both sisters stared at the dummy, waiting for himt
o col | apse.

But he gripped the banister and tossed his head ba
ck in an anmused, scornful |augh. "Those are the wo
rds of the ancient sorcerer to bring ne to life!"



he procl aimed. "Those aren't the words to kill ne!"

Kill hinf

Yes, Kris thought frantically. She tossed down the

yel | ow paper disgustedly.

We have no choi ce.

"We have to kill him Lindy."

"Huh?" Her sister's face filled with surprise.

Kris grabbed the dummy by the shoul ders and held o

ntightly. “I'll hold him You pull his head off."
Li ndy was besi de her now. She had to duck away from
M. Wod's thrashing feet.

"I'"'l'l hold himstill," Kris repeated. "Grab his hea

d. Pull it off."

"You —you're sure?" Lindy hesitated, her features

tight with fear.

"Just do it!" Kris screaned.

She | et her hands slide down around M. Wod's wais

t.

Li ndy grabbed his head in both hands.

"Let go of nme!" the dummy rasped.

"Pul [!" Kris cried to her terrified sister.

Hol di ng the dumry tightly around the waist, she le

aned back, pulling himaway from her sister.

Li ndy' s hands were w apped tightly around the dumm

y's head. Wth a | oud groan, she pulled hard.

The head didn't cone off.

M. Wod uttered a high-pitched giggle. "Stop. You'
re tickling ne!'" he rasped.

"Pull harder!" Kris ordered her sister.

Li ndy' s face was bright red. She tightened her gri
p on the head and pulled again, tugging with all h

er strength.

The dummy giggled his shrill, unpleasant giggle.
"I't —it won't cone off," Lindy said, sighing in de
f eat .

"Twi st it off!" Kris suggested frantically.

The dummy thrashed out with his feet, kicking Kris
in the stomach. But she held on. "Twi st the head

off!" she cried.

Lindy tried to turn the head.

The dummy gi ggl ed.

"I't won't twist!" Lindy cried in frustration. She



| et go of the head and took a step back.

M. Wod raised his head, stared up at Lindy, and

grinned. "You can't kill nme. | have powers."

"What do we do?" Lindy cried, raising her eyes to K

ris.

"This is ny house now," the dummy rasped, grinning
at Lindy as it struggled to wiggle out of Kris's
arms. "You wll do as | say now. Put ne down."

"What do we do?" Lindy repeated.

"Take hi mupstairs. W'll cut his head off,"

epl i ed.

M. Wod swng his head around, his eyes stretched

open in an evil glare.

"OM" Kris cried out in surprise as the dumy snap

ped his jaws over her arm biting her. She pulled

her arm away and, w thout thinking, slapped the du
my's wooden head with the pal mof her hand.

The dummy giggled in response. "Violence! Violence!

" he said in a nock scol ding tone.

"Get those sharp scissors. In your drawer," Kris i

nstructed her sister. "I'll carry himup to our ro

om "

Her arm t hrobbed where he had bitten her. But she

held onto himtightly and carried himup to their

bedr oom

Li ndy had already pulled the long netal scissors f

romthe drawer. Her hand trenbl ed as she opened an

d closed the bl ades.

"Bel ow t he neck," Kris said, holding M. Wod tight

|y by the shoul ders.

He hissed furiously at her. She dodged as he tried

to kick her with both sneakered feet.

Hol di ng the scissors with two hands, Lindy tried c

utting the head off at the neck. The scissors didn

't cut, so she tried a sawi ng noti on.

M. Wod giggled. "I told you. You can't kill nme."

"I't isn't going to work," Lindy cried, tears of fr

ustration runni ng down her cheeks. "Now what ?"

"We' Il put himin the closet. Then we can think," K

ris replied.

"You have no need to think. You are ny slaves," th

e dummy rasped. "You wll do whatever | ask. | wl

Kris r



| be in charge from now on."

"No way," Kris muttered, shaking her head.

"What if we won't hel p you?" Lindy demanded.

The dummy turned to her, casting her a hard, angry
stare. "Then I'll start hurting the ones you |ove

," he said casually. "Your parents. Your friends.

O maybe that disgusting dog that's al ways yappi ng
at nme." He tossed back his head and a dry, evil |

augh escaped hi s wooden 11 ps.

"Lock himin the closet," Lindy suggested. "Till we
figure out howto get rid of him"

"You can't get rid of ne," M. Wod insisted. '"Do

n't make ne angry. | have powers. |'m warning you.
|"mstarting to get tired of your stupid attenpts
to harm ne."

"The closet doesn't |ock —renenber?" Kris cried,

struggling to hold onto the wiggling dumy.

"Oh. Wait. How about this?" Lindy hurried to the c

| oset. She pulled out an old suitcase fromthe bac

K.

"Perfect," Kris said.

"I'"'mwarning you —" M. Wod threatened. "You are

becom ng very tiresone."

Wth a hard tug, he pulled hinself free of Kris.

She dove to tackle him but he darted out from unde

r her. She fell facedown onto her bed.

The dummy ran to the center of the room then turn

ed his eyes to the doorway, as if trying to decide
where to go. "You nust do as | tell you," he said
darkly, raising a wooden hand toward Lindy. "I w

|l not run fromyou two. You are to be ny sl aves."”

"No!" Kris cried, pushing herself up.

She and her sister both dove at the dummy. Lindy g

rabbed his arns. Kris ducked to grab his ankl es.

Wor ki ng together, they stuffed himinto the open su

| t case.

"You will regret this," he threatened, kicking his
| egs, struggling to hit them "You wll pay dearl
y for this. Now soneone will die!"

He continued scream ng after Kris |atched the suit
case and shoved it into the closet. She quickly cl
osed the cl oset door, then | eaned her back agai nst



it, sighing wearily.
"Now what ?" she asked Li ndy.
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"We' Il bury him" Kris said.
"Huh?" Lindy stifled a yawn.
They had been whi spering together for what seened
| i ke hours. As they tried to cone up with a plan,
they could hear the dumy's nmuffled cries fromins
i de the cl oset.
"We' Il bury him Under that huge nound of dirt," K
ris explained, her eyes going to the w ndow. "You
know. Next door, at the side of the new house."
"Yeah. Ckay. | don't know," Lindy replied. "lI'mso
tired, | can't think straight." She glanced at th
e bed table clock. It was nearly three-thirty int
he norning. "I still think we should wake up Mom a
nd Dad," Lindy said, fear reflected in her eyes.
"W can't," Kris told her. "W've been over that a
hundred tinmes. They won't believe us. If we wake
themup, we'll be in even bigger trouble."
"How could we be in bigger trouble?" Lindy demande
d, gesturing with her head to the cl oset where M.

Wod's angry cries could still be heard.
"Get dressed," Kris said with renewed energy. "W
|1 bury hi munder all that dirt. Then we'll never

have to think about himagain."
Li ndy shuddered and turned her eyes to her dummy,

folded up in the chair. "I can't bear to look at S
| appy anynore. I'mso sorry | got us interested in
dumm es. "

"Ssshhh. Just get dressed,” Kris said inpatiently.

Afew mnutes later, the two girls crept down the
stairs in the darkness. Kris carried the suitcase
in both arns, trying to nuffle the sound of M. W
od's angry protests.

They stopped at the bottomof the stairs and liste
ned for any sign that they had awakened their pare
nts.



Si | ence.
Li ndy pulled open the front door and they slipped o
ut si de.

The air was surprisingly cool and wet. A heavy dew
had begun to fall, making the front |awn glisten
under the light of a hal f-noon. Bl ades of wet gras
s clung to their sneakers as they made their way t

o the garage.

As Kris held onto the suitcase, Lindy slowy, quie
tly, pulled open the garage door. Wen it was half
way up, she ducked and slipped inside.

A few seconds | ater she energed, carrying a | arge

snow shovel. "This should do it," she said, whispe
ring even though no one was around.

Kris glanced down the street as they headed across
the yard to the | ot next door. The heavy norning
dew m sted the glow of the streetlanps, nmaking the
pal e |ight appear to bend and flicker |ike candle
s. Everything seened to shi nmer under the dark pur

pl e sky.
Kris set the suitcase down beside the tall nmound o
f dirt. "We'll dig right down here," she said, poi

nting toward the bottomof the nmound. "We'Ill shove
himin and cover him"

"I mwarning you," M. Wod threatened, |istening
I nsi de the suitcase. "Your plan won't work. | have
power s! "

"You dig first," Kris told her sister, ignoring th
e dummy's threat. "Then I'll take a turn.”

Li ndy dug into the pile and heaved up a shovel f ul
of dirt. Kris shivered. The heavy dew felt cold an
d danp. A cloud floated over the noon, darkening t
he sky from purple to bl ack.

"Let me out!" M. Wod called. "Let nme out now, and
your puni shnent won't be too severe.”

"Dig faster," Kris whispered inpatiently.
"I"'mgoing as fast as | can,"” Lindy replied. She h
ad dug a pretty good-sized square-shaped hole at t
he base of the nound. "How nuch deeper, do you thi
nk?"

"Deeper," Kris said. "Here. Watch the suitcase. I’
|1 take a turn." She changed places wth Lindy and



started to dig.

Sonet hi ng scanpered heavily near the | ow shrubs th
at separated the yards. Kris | ooked up, saw a novi
ng shadow, and gasped.

"Raccoon, | think," Lindy said with a shudder. "Ar
e we going to bury M. Wod in the suitcase, or ar
e we going to take him out?"

"Think Momw Il notice the suitcase is gone?" Kris
asked, tossing a shovelful of wet dirt to the sid

e.
Li ndy shook her head. "W never use it."

"We' Il bury himin the suitcase,"” Kris said. "It'I|
be easier."
"You'll be sorry," the dummy rasped. The suitcase s

hook and nearly toppled onto its side.
"I'"' mso sleepy,"” Lindy npbaned, tossing her socks o
nto the floor, then sliding her feet under the cov
ers.

"I mw de awake," Kris replied, sitting on the edg
e of her bed. "I guess it's because |'m so happy.
So happy we got rid of that awful creature.”

"It's all so weird,"” Lindy said, adjusting her pil

| ow behi nd her head. "I don't blane Mom or Dad for
not believing it. I"mnot sure | believe it, eith
er."

"You put the shovel back where you found it?" Kris
asked.

Li ndy nodded. "Yeah," she said sleepily.

"And you cl osed the garage door ?"

"Ssshhh. |I'm asleep,” Lindy said. "At |east, there
's no school tonmorrow. W can sleep late.™

"I hope | can fall asleep,"” Kris said doubtfully.

"I'"'mjust so punped. It's all |ike sone kind of hi
deously gross nightmare. | just think . . . Lindy?
Lindy —are you still awake?"

No. Her sister had fallen asleep.

Kris stared up at the ceiling. She pulled the blan
kets up to her chin. She still felt chilled. She c
ouldn't shake the cold danpness of the early norni
ng air.

After a short while, with thoughts of everything t



hat had happened that night whirring crazily in he
r head, Kris fell asleep, too.

The runbl e of machi nes woke her up at eight-thirty
the next norning. Stretching, trying to rub the s
| eep fromher eyes, Kris stunbled to the w ndow, |

eaned over the chair holding Slappy, and peered ou

t.

It was a gray, cloudy day. Two enornous yellow ste

antrollers were rolling over the |ot next door behi
nd the newly constructed house, flattening the |an
d.

| wonder if they're going to flatten that big noun
d of dirt, Kris thought, staring down at them Tha

t would really be excellent.

Kris smled. She hadn't slept very long, but she fe
|t refreshed.

Li ndy was still sound asleep. Kris tiptoed past he
r, pulled her robe on, and headed downstairs.
"Morning, Mom" she called brightly, tying the belt
to her robe as she entered the kitchen,

Ms. Powell turned fromthe sink to face her. Kris
was surprised to see an angry expression on her f
ace.

She followed her nother's stare to the breakfast co
unt er.

"Oh!" Kris gasped when she saw M. Wod. He was se
ated at the counter, his hands in his I|ap.

Hs hair was matted with red-brown dirt, and he had
dirt snears on his cheeks and forehead.

Kris raised her hands to her face in horror.

"I thought you were told never to bring that thing
down here!"™ Ms. Powell scolded. "What do | have
to do, Kris?" She turned angrily back to the sink.
The dummy w nked at Kris and flashed her a wi de, ev

i1 grin.
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As Kris stared in horror at the grinning dumy, M

Powel | suddenly appeared in the kitchen doorway.
"Ready?" he asked his w fe.



Ms. Powell hung the dishtowel on the rack and tur
ned around, brushing a lock of hair off her forehe

ad. "Ready. |I'll get ny bag." She brushed past him
into the front hall way.

"Where are you goi ng?" Kris cried, her voice revea
ling her alarm She kept her eyes on the dummy at

t he counter.

"Just doing a little shopping at the garden store,
her father told her, stepping into the room pee
ring out the kitchen wi ndow. "Looks like rain."

"Don't go!" Kris pleaded.

"Huh?" He turned toward her.

"Don't go —please!" Kris cried.

Her father's eyes | anded on the dummy. He wal ked o

ver to him "Hey —what's the big idea?" her fathe
r asked angrily.

"I thought you wanted to take himback to the pawn

shop," Kris replied, thinking quickly.

"Not till Monday," her father replied. "Today is Sa

t urday, renenber?"

The dummy blinked. M. Powell didn't notice.

"Do you have to go shopping now?" Kris asked in at
I ny voi ce.

Bef ore her father could answer, Ms. Powell reappe

ared in the doorway. "Here. Catch," she called, an

d tossed the car keys to him "Let's go before it
pours. "

M. Powell started to the door. "Wy don't you want
us to go?" he asked.

"The dummy —" Kris started. But she knew it was h

opel ess. They'd never listen. They'd never believe
her. "Never mnd," she nuttered.

A few seconds | ater, she heard their car back down

the driveway. They were gone.

And she was alone in the kitchen with the grinning

dummy.

M. Wod turned toward her slowy, swiveling the t

all counter stool. Hi s big eyes |ocked angrily on
Kris's.

"I warned you," he rasped.

Barky cane trotting into the kitchen, his toenails
clicking loudly on the linoleum He sniffed the f



| oor as he ran, searching for breakfast scraps som

eone m ght have dropped.

"Bar ky, where've you been?" Kris asked, glad to hav

e conpany.

The dog ignored her and sniffed under the stool M.
Wod sat on.

"He was upstairs, waking nme up," Lindy said, rubbi

ng her eyes as she wal ked into the kitchen. She wa

S wearing white tennis shorts and a sl eevel ess nag

enta T-shirt. "Stupid dog."

Barky licked at a spot on the |inoleum

Li ndy cried out as she spotted M. Wod. "Ch, no!"

"I'''mback," the dummy rasped. "And |'m very unhappy
wth you two sl aves."

Lindy turned to Kris, her nouth open in surprise an

d terror.

Kris kept her eyes trained on the dummy. \Wat does
he plan to do? she wondered. How can | stop hinf
Burying himunder all that dirt hadn't kept himfr
omreturni ng. Sonehow he had freed hinself fromth

e suitcase and pulled hinself out.
Wasn't there any way to defeat hin? Any way at all?

Ginning his evil grin, M. Wod dropped down to t
he fl oor, his sneakers thudding hard on the fl oor.
"I'n1very unhappy with you two sl aves," he repeat
ed in his growy voi ce.

"What are you going to do?" Lindy cried in a shrill
, frightened voi ce.

"I have to punish you," the dummy replied. "I have
to prove to you that | am serious."

"Wai t!" Kris cried.

But the dummy noved quickly. He reached down and gr
abbed Barky by the neck with both hands.
As the dummy tightened his grip, the frightened ter
rier began to how in pain.
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"I warned you," M. Wod snarled over the how s of
the little black terrier. "You will do as | say —



or one by one, those you love wll suffer!™

"No!" Kris cried.

Barky | et out a high-pitched whelp, a bleat of pain
t hat nmade Kris shudder.

"Let go of Barky!" Kris screaned.
The dummy gi ggl ed.

Barky uttered a hoarse gasp.

Kris couldn't stand it any | onger. She and Lindy |
eapt at the dummy fromtwo sides. Lindy tackled hi
s legs. Kris grabbed Barky and tugged.

Li ndy dragged the dummy to the floor. But his wood
en hands held a tight grip on the dog's throat.
Barky's how s becane a nuffl ed whi nper as he strugg
| ed to breathe.

"Let go! Let go!" Kris shrieked.

"I warned you!" the dummy snarled as Lindy held ti
ght to his kicking legs. "The dog nust die now"
"No!" Kris let go of the gasping dog. She slid her
hands down to the dummy's wists. Then with a fie
rce tug, she pulled the wooden hands apart.

Barl ey dropped to the floor, wheezing. He scanpere
d to the corner, his paws sliding frantically over
t he snooth fl oor.
"You'l |l pay now" M. Wod growl ed. Jerking free f
romKris, he swng his wooden hand up, landing a h
ard bl ow on Kris's forehead.
She cried out in pain and raised her hands to her h
ead.
She heard Barl ey yipping |oudly behind her.
"Let go of ne!" M. Wod demanded, turning back to
Li ndy, who still held onto his |egs.
"No way!" Lindy cried. "Kris —grab his arns again.

Her head still throbbing, Kris lunged forward to gr
ab the dummy's arns.

But he | owered his head as she approached and cl anp
ed his wooden jaws around her wrist.

"Oww " Kris howed in pain and pul |l ed back

Lindy lifted the dummy up by the | egs, then slame

d his body hard against the floor. He uttered a fu

rious growl and tried to kick free of her.

Kris lunged again, and this tinme grabbed one arm



then the other. He lowered his head to bite once m

ore, but she dodged away and pulled his arns tight
behi nd hi s back.

"I'"'mwarning you!" he bellowed. "I'mwarning you!"
Bar ky yi pped excitedly, hopping up on Kris.

"What do we do with hin" Lindy cried, shouting ove
r the dummy's angry threats.

"Qutside!" Kris yelled, pressing the arns nore tigh

tly behind M. Wod' s back.

She suddenly renenbered the two steanrollers she h

ad seen noving over the yard next door, flattening
t he ground. "Cone on," she urged her sister. "W
|1 crush him

"I'"'mwarning you! | have powers!" the dummy screane

d.

| gnoring him Kris pulled open the kitchen door an

d they carried their wiggling captive outside.

The sky was charcoal -gray. A light rain had begun t

o fall. The grass was al ready wet.

Over the | ow shrubs that separated the yards, the

girls could see the two enornous yell ow steanrol |l e
rs, one in the back, one at the side of the next-d

oor lot. They | ooked Ii ke huge, |unbering ani mals,
their giant black rollers flattening everything i
n their path.

"This way! Hurry!" Kris shouted to her sister, hol

ding the dummy tightly as she ran. "Toss hi munder
t hat one!™

"Let me go! Let ne go, slaves!" the dummy screaned
. "This is your |ast chance!"™ He swung his head ha
rd, trying to bite Kris's arm

Thunder runbled, low in the distance.

The girls ran at full speed, slipping on the wet ¢
rass as they hurried toward the fast-noving steanr

ol l er.

They were just a few yards away from the enornous
machi ne when they saw Barky. Hi s tail wagging furi

ously, he scanpered ahead of them

"Oh, no! How d he get out?" Lindy cried.

Gazi ng back at them his tongue hanging out of his
mout h, prancing happily in the wet grass, the dog
was running right into the path of the runbling b



ul | dozer.
"No, Barky!" Kris shrieked in horror. "No! Barky —
no! "
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Letting go of M. Whod, both girls dove toward the
dog. Hands outstretched, they slid on their stona
chs on the wet grass.

Unaware of any problem enjoying the gane of tag, B
arky scanpered away.

Lindy and Kris rolled out of the path of the steanr
ol l er.

"Hey —get away fromthere!" the angry operator sh
outed through the high w ndow of the steanroller.
"Are you girls crazy?"

They leapt to their feet and turned back to M. Wo
d

The rain began to cone down a little harder. A jag
ged streak of white lightning flashed high in the
sky.

"I"'mfree!" the dummy cried, hands raised victorio
usly above his head. "Now you will pay!"

"Get him" Kris shouted to her sister.

The rain pelted their hair and shoul ders. The two
girls lowered their heads, |leaned into the rain, a
nd began to chase after the dumy.

M. Wod turned and started to run.

He never saw the other steanroller.

The gigantic black wheel rolled right over him pu
shing himonto his back, then crushing himwth a
| oud crunch.

A loud hiss rose up fromunder the nmachine, |like ai
r escaping froma |arge ball oon.

The steanrol |l er appeared to rock back and forth.

A strange green gas spurted up from beneath the wh
eel, into the air, spreading out in an eerie, nush
room shaped cl oud.

Barl ey stopped scanpering and stood frozen in plac
e, his eyes followng the green gas as it fl oated
up agai nst the nearly black sky.



Li ndy and Kris stared in open nout hed wonder.
Pushed by the wind and the rain, the green gas floa

ted over them

"Yuck! It stinks!" Lindy decl ared.

It snelled |ike rotten eggs.

Barl ey uttered a | ow whi nper.

The steanrol | er backed up. The driver junped out a
nd cane running toward them He was a short, stock

y man with big, nuscular arns bul ging out fromthe
sl eeves of his T-shirt. H's face was bright red u
nder a short, blond flattop, his eyes wide with ho
rror.

"A kid?" he cried. "I —1 ran over a kid?"

"No. He was a dummy," Kris told him "He wasn't alli

ve. "

He stopped. Hs face faded fromred to flourwhite.
He uttered a | oud, grateful sigh. "Oh, man," he m

oaned. "Ch, man. | thought it was a kid."

He took a deep breath and let it out slowy. Then
he bent to exam ne the area beneath his wheel. As

the girls cane near, they saw the remains of the d
unmy, crushed flat inside its jeans and flannel sh
irt.

Hey, I'"'mreal sorry," the man said, wping his fo
rehead with his T-shirt sleeve as he straightened
up to face them "I couldn't stop in tine."

"That's okay," Kris said, a wwde smle formng on h
er face.

"Yeah. Really. It's okay," Lindy quickly agreed.
Bar ky noved close to sniff the crushed dummy.

The man shook his head. "I'"'mso relieved. It | ooke
dlike it was running. | really thought it was a k
id. | was so scared.”

"No. Just a dummy," Kris told him

"Whew! " The man exhaled slowy. "Close one." Hs e
Xxpressi on changed. "Wat are you girls doing out i

n the rain, anyway?"

Li ndy shrugged. Kris shook her head. "Just wal ki ng
t he dog."

The man picked up the crushed dummy. The head crum
bled to powder as he lifted it. "You want this thi

ng?"



"You can throw it in the trash,” Kris told him
"Better get out of the rain,” he told them "And do
n't scare ne |like that again."”

The girls apol ogi zed, then headed back to the hous
e. Kris cast a happy grin at her sister. Lindy gri
nned back.

| may grin forever, Kris thought. |I'm so happy: So
relieved.

They w ped their wet sneakers on the mat, then hel
d the kitchen door open for Barky. "Ww Wat a no
rning!" Lindy decl ared.

They followed the dog into the kitchen. Qutside, a
flash of bright lightning was foll owed by a roar
of thunder.

"I"'mdrenched,” Kris said. "I'mgoing up to get cha
nged. "

"Me, too." Lindy followed her up the stairs.

They entered their bedroomto find the wi ndow w de
open, the curtains slapping wldly, rain pouring
in. "Oh, no!" Kris hurried across the roomto shut
t he wi ndow.

As she | eaned over the chair to grab the w ndow fra
me, Sl appy reached up and grabbed her arm

"Hey, slave —is that other guy gone?" the dummy a
sked in a throaty grow. "I thought he'd never |ea

vel"



