Chapter One

JIl st donein her room, crying.
Everything seemed terrible.

She had decided she was the saddest, dumbest, ugliest girl intown. The only reason she had any friends
was because they pitied her.

Why couldn't her life just change? She wanted it to change just as quickly asthat — as quickly as she
could snap her fingers.

Why couldn't she become someone € se? Someone smart and funny and pretty, like her best friend,
Mally?

Moally had everything. Sure, Jil was glad for Molly's great luck. But she envied her, too.

Molly had two wonderful parents, both of whom were good-looking and nice. Jill's parents were
divorced, and sometimes her mother was nasty to her.

Molly dready knew what she wanted to be when she grew up — a newspaper reporter. But Jill had no
ideaiif she had enough talent for any kind of work &t al.

Moally had beautiful long, black hair. She had a pretty, dim face, too.

But Jill choked in disgust every time she looked in the mirror. She had awful orange hair and freckleson
her face and arms. Her face was way too fat.

And she wore horrible black glasses her mother had bought for her.
There was nothing she could do except cry — and wish as hard as she could that she was someone el se.
How happy lifewould be, she thought, if she didn't have to be the same dumb old Jill al thetime.

After awnhile, she blew her nose and dried her tears. Then she sat on the edge of her bed and closed her
eyes.

Who would she mogt like to become, she wondered.
A famous movie star? Think how glamorous every day would be!

Maybe afamous scientist. Discovering cures for diseases would be so interesting and rewarding, and
people would be so grateful to her.

What about abook writer? Imagine how much fun it would be to invent thrilling stories!

But no. Jill decided that, if she could pick anyone in the world to turn into, it would be none of those. She
wouldn't choose to be ascientist or amovie star or awriter.



The person she would choose to become would be Mally.
Molly was still akid, with her whole life ahead of her. And what alifeit would be, Jil thought.

It would be filled with cute boyfriends and family celebrations. Sheld see exciting events as a newspaper
reporter, and maybe meet famous people or travel to foreign countries.

JIl closed her eyes even tighter. So tight they dmost hurt.

And shewished. Shewished slently over and over, "Let meturninto Molly! Let meturninto Molly! Let
meturninto Molly!"

After aminute or two of wishing, she opened her eyes and looked at her arms. And she was amazed!
The freckles were gonel

Not one spot on either arm!

She gasped. Had her wish come true?

Shefet her own face— and, yes, it seemed thinner!

Shewasthrilled! Maybe it was true!

Quickly Jill turned towards the mirror over her dresser, looked — and cried out in delight.

It wastrue!

She had wished so0 hard to become Mally that she had turned into Molly!

She would never have to worry about being dumb old Jill again.

Her wholelife was about to change forever!

Chapter Two

But, in the next ingtant, Jill understood that nothing had changed after dl.
She stared at her arms again. They were gill covered with freckles.

Sheredized that her vison had been blurry from closing her eyes so tightly. That's why she hadn't seen
the spots for amoment.

Now shefdt her face again, but it didn't fed any thinner. Not like Mally'sat al.

Her imagination had only made it seem thin and pretty for asecond.



Andthemirror?
Of course. How stupid could agirl be, she thought.

She had taken her glasses off earlier, when she had started to cry. So when she looked at the mirror, she
couldn't seeclearly.

She had seen just what she had wanted to see— Molly's face instead of her own.
But she wasn't Molly. Nothing about her lifewas any different. She was till dumb old Jill!
Biiiing-boong!

The doorbell rang. Maybe that was Mally, Jill thought. Her friend was coming over so they could walk
downtown together.

JllI tried to make sure dl the tears were gone from her eyes.
Then she heard her mother yelling.

"Jll, itsMolly! Why do | have to answer the door for your friends?" her mother shouted. "Can't you do
anything right? Answer the door yoursaf next time! Y ou're o stupid sometimes!”

JII hurried downgtairs as quickly and quietly as she could.
"Bye, Mom!" she called sweetly, opening the door. "I'm going out with Molly for awhile, OK?"

"Y eah, right! Go out with your stupid friends and do whatever!" her mother said. "I'm stuck here cleaning
the disheswhile you're out with more of your little buddies!”

"But, Mom — | cooked the dinner tonight,” Jill said softly. "You said | didn't have to wash the dishes,
too. But | will if youwant meto."

"Nah, just get out! | don't care. It'snot like | have anything elseto do!" her mother said. "Y ou 'rethe
Miss Popularity, remember? No one ever asks meto go out!™

"Uh, wdll, OK then, | guess. Bye, Mom," Jill said, and quietly closed the door.

Thetwo girlswaked down the steps of the apartment building where Jill lived with her mother. Then they
headed down the sdewak into the moonlit night.

Molly looked at her friend and smiled.

"It'sOK, Jill," shesaid. "Y our mom doesn't mean dl the bad things she says. My mom saysit'sjust
because your mom isn't happy, that'sal. My mom thinks your mom iskind of jealous. Y ou know,
jedousof you."

"Jedlous of me That'sslly! Why would she bejedous?’ Jil asked.

"Jll, comeon! Get aclue” Molly said. "Everybody isjedlous of you! Y ou're the smartest girl



in 9xth grade. Y ou've got agreat sense of humor. And you're by far the best-looking girl in thewhole
school. All the guys want to be your boyfriend.”

"Asif!"
"Asif, nothing. It'strue. Why don't you ever see yoursdf the way your friends see you?' Mally asked.
"Just look at your beautiful red hair! And guyslove your freckles. And you'reredly athletic— strong and

coordinated. Can't you see how lucky you are?'

"No," Jill said. "Y ou'rethelucky one, not me. You'rejust too niceto tell methe truth. No one wantsto
hurt my feelings and that's the only reason they're friends with me. | know that I'm just aboring nerd.”

"Girl, if you believe that, you're nuts" Molly laughed. "Y our mom isright about one thing— you are Miss
Popularity!”

"Y eah, right. Anyway, let's stop talking about me, OK?1'd rather talk about something interesting. Like
you," Jill said, awicked smile spreading across her lips. "Or maybe you — and Jmmy Smatherd!”

Molly shrieked, and both girls giggled together.

"Heredly likesyou!" Jil teased.

"He does not!" Molly answered with an embarrassed laugh.

"Doestoo!"

"Does not!"

"And he's 000 handsome!" Jill said. Then sheimitated Jmmy Smathers walking through schoal. "Hi, I'm
‘|3/| rgrlr;yTand I'm captain of thefootball team. I'm redly cute and | can have any girl | want. But 1 want

Thetwo friends exploded in laughter.

"I think Jmmy redly likesyou, JlI! | see him looking at you every timewewak by him,” Mally sad. "He
knows you're the best-looking girl."

"Noway, Jose! It'syou, girl! Immy goesfor the brunette type, | think," Jill said. "The other day, 1 saw
himinthe hal. He wastalking to MarciaWalker, but | can tell he doesn't like her. 'Cause when we
walked by, he stopped talking and stared straight at you."

Thegirls shrieked together again.

"Noway," Molly said. "'l saw him. Hewaslooking at you!"

"Atyou"

"No, a you!"

But suddenly, dl the kidding and joking stopped. The girls had noticed something asthey walked along



the quiet Street towards the center of town.

Something frightening.

"D-do you seewhat | see?' Jill whispered.

"Y-yed | think s0," Mally said. "Arethey following us?'

"I, uh, I think s0. Yeah," Jll said.

A car was casting alarge, black shadow on the street beside them. The car stayed close behind them,
but it was S0 quiet that they could barely hear the motor running. The shadow didn't move past them
quickly, asacar's shadow normaly would. It didn't dow down, either, asif the driver were looking for
an address.

The shadow stayed exactly in the same place.

The car wasfollowing them — rolling dong with its headlights off, just afew feet behind them.

"Walk alittle fagter,” Jill suggested. Then she grabbed Mally's shoulder. "No, don't look. If weturn
around and look at them, they'll know we suspect something. Let'sjust try to get down the street alittle
farther and then well run into the grocery store.”

Before they had a chance to get that far, the car's shadow suddenly sped up. Then abig black Cadillac
pulled up right next to the girls.

It was ahuge car with windows so dark you couldn't seewho wasinside.
Molly looked at Jill with fear in her eyes. "They're besde us," she said. "What should we do?'

"Just try to stay cam. They probably don't want to hurt us" Jll said. "And if they try anything, well run
like crazy!"

With an eectric hum, the car's rear window did open. Jill and Mally looked over but theinside of the car
was dark, and they could not see anyone.

Theinterior of the car seemed as black asagrave.

"Say there, girld" aman'svoice caled. It was arough-sounding voice, the kind killers have in movies.
"Hey! Whereyagoin' so fast?'

Moally looked at Jill, too afraid to open her mouth.

But Jill replied in aconfident voice. "We're just going up the street to the police station where my father
works," shelied. "Can we help you?"

From insde the car, she heard the rough, sarcastic laughter of three or four men.
"Her daddy works at the cop shop!" one man snickered.

"Yeah! Thegirlsare maybe alittle scaredy right now, huh? So they're gonna go see daddy, the big tough



cop, S0 hell protect them!™ another man said, guffawing asif someone had just cracked avery funny
joke.

The car stopped. Someone stuck alarge hairy hand out the window and beckoned the girlsto approach
by curling onefinger.

"Come on over here, girls" the voice rumbled from insde the car. "Don't be scaredy of usor nothin'. We
don't wannahurt ya."

Another man in the car laughed.

"No, we don't wanna hurt yaor nothing,”" he said. "We only want to murder yal Ha, ha, ha, ha, hal"

Chapter Three

Murder?

Wasthat what he said? Murder?

Y es, that's exactly what he said! Murder!

The car door opened and out stepped afat man in dark red clothes.

Molly stood frozen in panic. She couldn't move.

But JlI thought quickly. She grabbed Molly's hand and, pulling her dong, started to run.

They only got about two steps away, though, before the fat man snatched both of them by the arms.
"Hey, hey, hey, hey!" hesaid. "Wait, girlsd Wean't gonna hurt yal Wewasjust kiddin'!"
"Letusgo!" Jll yelled. "Y ou have no right to bother uslike thisl We don't know what you want!"
"OK, OK. Jeez!" the man said, releasing them.

"Sorry, girls. My friends and me got alittle carried away with our joke, | guess. Wewas only gonnaask
yafor directions.”

"Directions? To where?' Jll asked.

"Well, see, there'sthis place around here somewheres. We gottafind it," the man said, smiling. "It's called
Kaber Concert Hall. They play, like, music there and stuff. Y ou girlsknow whereit is, by any chance?'

"Y ou just want to find the concert hall? Why didn't you just say s0?' Molly asked angrily. "Y ou
frightened ud”



JlI touched Mally's shoulder to calm her down because she didn't want to upset the fat man and his
friends. She just wanted to get away from these strange men as soon as possible.

"Look, migter, it'seasy,” Jll said politely. "Y ou go down this street for two more blocks and turn right.
The concert hdl isright there. Y ou cant missit.”

A voicecdled out frominddethecar.

"See, boss?| told yawe was close," the voice said. "'l knew these nice pretty little girls could help us.
They look the type to go for that music Suff.”

"Shut up!" the fat man growled towards the car. "'l don't need no help from you guys, yamoron! Keep
your big trgp shut!”

"But boss, | wasonly saying ..." the voicetried to answer.

"I said shut up!"' the fat man screamed. "Or I'll shut ya up permanent when | get back in that car,
understand?’ Then he turned back to the girlswith abig syrupy smile on hisface. "Sorry, girls," he said.
"Gotta keep my employeesin line, yaknow? Sorry we scared ya. Thanks for the help.”

Then he walked back to the car with surprising speed, considering how fat he was. The door dammed
shut and the car raced off towards Kalber Concert Hall.

"Wow! That was close, huh?' Molly said. "I thought we were gonersfor sure.”

"l don't know if they wanted to hurt usor not,” Jll said. "But | didn't want to take any chancesso |
thought we should be polite. But, hey, Mol — why would weird guys like that want to find our local
concert hal?1t's closed now. There's nothing going on there tonight.”

"You'reright,” Mally said. "I hadn't thought about that. What do you think we should do? Call the
police?’

"Nah, werejust kids," Jll said. "The police won't care if some guys asked usfor directionsto the concert
hall. We'd better go over there oursalves. Well bered careful. But if these guys are robbing the concert
hall or something like that, we should try to find out. Then well get the police.”

"Y eah, maybe we can call your dad, the police officer, huh?' Molly said, laughing. " See, that'swhat |
meant about you, Jll. You're so smart to think up astory likethat. | wasterrified. But you were cool
through thewholething.”

"l wasjust asscared asyou,” Jll sad. "'l wasonly trying to say something that might make them leave us
aone. I'm not so smart.”

"Oh, yes, you are!"
"Oh, no, I'm not."
"Oh, yes, you are!"

"Oh, no, I'm not," Jill said. "Y ou 're the smart one, Mol. Anyway, | don't redly want to talk about this



right now, OK? Let's hurry over to the concert hall and see what those guys are up to."

"Sure, JlI," Molly said, shaking her head. "But some day you're going to have to admit how really cool
you are. Hey, wait up! | can't run that fast!"

Thetwo girlstrotted two blocks down the street, then turned right towards the concert hall and looked
for the black Cadillac. Everything appeared quiet at the auditorium, which loomed dark and empty.

They saw no sign of anyone.
"Maybe they were just going to the house of afriend who lived near the concert hdl,” Mally said.
"Besides, it's getting late and those guys gave me the creeps. | want to get out of here. Let'sgo to the

drug store and buy some chocolate, then go home, OK?'

"OK, but let'slook around for another minutefirgt," Jill said. "1 don't trust those men. | till think they had
some reason they wanted to find the concert hall.”

"I don't trust them, either,” Molly said. "But do we have to look around some more? | don't like this, Jill."
"Just stay behind me. Don't be scaredy, likethat guy said to us,”" Jill said, smiling.

Asthey drew near the concert hall, the two girlswaked on the lawns rather than the sdewalks, so no
onewould hear their footsteps.

They looked al around, creeping silently towards the old red brick building where theloca symphony
orchestra performed great works of music by composers such as Beethoven and Mozart, Bruckner and
Bach.

The moon was high. It cast heavy shadows from the tree branches and the tel ephone poles onto the
lawns surrounding the concert hall.

Somewhere in the distance, a dog barked.
"Theré's nobody here," Molly whispered. "Come on. Thisistoo creepy for me."
"Shhh!" Jill hissed. "If theré's anyone here, they must be on the far side of the building. Let'sgo look."

With JlI leading the way, the girlstiptoed around the building. Then Jill saw something that made her stop
dead in her tracks.

She stopped so suddenly that Molly bumped into her. Jill turned quickly with her finger to her lips, then
pointed towards the concert hal windows.

Inacorner of the building that was dmost completely hidden by shadows, one window was propped
open. Theblack Cadillac sat parked in the street, its motor running quietly.

Jll fet Mally tug on her arm.

"Thisiscrazy. Let'sgo cdl the police,” Mally whispered. "They're robbing the concert hal. Maybe
they're stedling money — or maybe the musicd instruments or something. If they see us, we're dead!™



"Shhhhhhhh!" Jil said. "Well bedl right.”

A moment later, two men climbed out of the window. One was the fat man, and behind him came
another man.

JII knew that the hall's windows and doors were always kept locked. Obvioudy these men had broken
into the building.

But one thing struck her as odd. If they redly were burglars, she wondered, why did they carry nothing in
their hands?

JIl saw no pillowcases stuffed with money stolen from the concert hall safe. The men carried no bags or
boxesfull of drumsand trumpets and clarinets and other musica equipmen.

What were they doing, Jill wondered. Why had they gone to so much trouble to bregk into the concert
hall if they weren't going to stedl anything?

The men paused on the windowsl 1l and looked around asiif they feared that someone might have spotted
them. Their eyes swept the landscape, probing into this corner and that, scanning the areafor any sign of
movement.

JIl and Mally flattened themsdalves againgt abush, held their bresth and tried not to move amuscle. Jill felt
her heart beeting in her throat.

The fat man's eyes scanned the street where Jill and Mally hid, seeming to search the areahouse by
house and lawn by lawn.

Luckily, the girls were hidden deep in the moon's shadows. The fat man's eyes passed over them.

The men said nothing to each other. They just looked at each other and shrugged, then finished climbing
out the window. They hurried back to the black Cadillac and closed its doors softly.

Then the car glided quietly into the night.

Chapter Four

Police cars sat everywhere, parked at crazy angles. Therr flashing lights cut through the night, turning
everything around firdt red and then blue.

Dogsthat sniffed for bombs and dogs that sniffed for drugs were snuffling al through Kaber Concert
Hall — down every hdlway, in every office and practice room, in the auditorium where the musicians
performed and around the outside of the building, too.

Police officers swarmed over the building like ants on an anthill, carrying guns and radios and flashlights.



It had been amost two hours since Jill and Molly had spotted the bad guys climbing out the concert hall
window.

The girls stood beside one of the patral cars, ill shivering with fear from their encounter with the thieves
or whatever the men were. The patrol car'slights throbbed brightly, bathing the girlsin pulsing shades of
red and blue.

JIl saw atal, thin policewoman approach.

"Y ou're sure you two saw some guys come out of this concert hall?"' the policewoman asked. "Y ou're not
making thisup just to get attention, are you?"

Jll looked at Molly, surprised by the question.

"Asif!" Madlly said. "We stood right over there and watched abig fat guy and another guy come out that
window."

"Likewetold you, officer, wefollowed them here," JlI said. "It didn't make sensethat a car full of men
were asking about the concert hall when we knew it was closed. We were just trying to make sure they
didn't do anything bad to the concert hal, that's all. We're supposed to go there for abig classica
concert tomorrow morning with our teacher and some friends from school.”

"All right," the officer said. "But if you girlsarelying, you're going to bein alot of trouble. Every copin
town ishereright now, looking for evidence. Y ou'd better hope we find some. Y ou two just stay right
here. We may want to talk to you again before you go home.”

JIl glanced nervoudy at her watch. She thought about her mother and her ssomach churned. Molly patted
her on the shoulder.

"I wish the policewould let uscal our parents,” Mally said. "But don't worry, Jill. Maybe your mom
won't be too angry that you're out late. The police promised to drive us home as soon asthey're done. It
probably won't be much longer.”

"You'reright, Molly," Jill said. "I just hope Mom doesn't get too upset. | hateit when sheydlsat mejust
before | go to bed. I'm aways tired the next day because | can't degp much.”

Three police officers marched towards JlI and Molly — the same woman as before, accompanied now
by two men. They weren't smiling.

"Uh-oh," Jll said. "Thisdoesn't look good.”

Thefirg to gpesk was aman with gray hair and somekind of indggniaon hiscollar.
"I'm Mgor Roberts" hesaid sternly.

"Yougirlsareintrouble," the female officer added.

"I'll handle this, Corporal Smmons," the older man said. "L ook, girls— we've had more than forty police
officers searching this concert hall from top to bottom for two hours. We have found nothing missing.”

"We dready told you those guys weren't carrying anything when they came out the window," Molly said.



"Why areyou angry with usT

"Wejust called to report what we saw, Mgor," Jll said. "Are you saying we shouldn't have phoned to
report abreak-in at the concert hall? We saw these guys coming out that window over there— we saw
it with our own eyes."

"That's the problem, girls," the mgor said. "Weve dusted for fingerprints and checked for footprints.
We've looked at the window for signs of forced entry. But there aren't any. There's no bomb inside the
concert hall. No one brought drugsin or out. Asfar aswe can tell, no one even opened that window
tonight. | don't know what you two are up to, but | don't likeit. Lying to the policeis aserious offense.”
"Lying?" Jill and Mally asked & the sametime.

"That'sright, girls. Lying!" barked Corpord Smmons, the femae officer. "I'm afraid you'll both haveto
come with usto the police gation. Y ou are both under arrest for lying to the policel

Chapter Five

Therest of the night did not go well for Jill and Mally.
Major Roberts explained that they weren't really under arrest. The corporal had gotten a bit too excited.

But they did have to come to the police station and answer more questions. And if they had lied to the
police, they might face charges.

It seemed like anightmare. They were only in the sixth grade and now they were under arrest. Or at
least, kind of under arrest.

After they arrived at the police station, the girlswerefinaly alowed to call home. Mally's parents
believed her story at once and hurried to the station to help.

But Jll's mother was not nearly so kind. Sheinsisted that Jill must have done something wrong.

"Why would the cops drag you down to the sation if you're so innocent?' she yelled into the phone.

"Y ou're gonnahave to get yourself out of thismess. I'm in my pgjamas and robe. I'm not coming over
there until morning, so you can just spend the night in jail. Maybeit'll teach you alesson. | dways knew
you'd turn out no good!"

Then she hung up.

Jill cried after that.

"It1l bedl right, Jill," Molly said. "My parentswill get usout of this. Were not going to ay in thisawful
police station aminute longer than we haveto. Please, don't cry.”



The police put JIl and Mally in asmall room with one bright light and began to pepper them with
questions.

"What were you two redly doing at the concert hal?' Mgjor Roberts demanded.

"Comeon," another officer added. "We know you made up the whole story. Just tell uswhy you did it
and maybe you won't have to go to juvenile detention.”

After awhile, the police allowed Mally's parentsinto the small room to join them.

The parents pointed out that both girlswere A students. Both were popular with students and teachers.
And neither wasaliar.

"If they said they saw someone come out that window, then they redlly saw someone,” Mally'sfather
ingsted.

Finaly, the police agreed to | et the girls go home. But they were till under suspicion until they gavea
good explanation for their call, Mgor Roberts said.

JII blamed hersdlf for everything.

Her stupid attempt to do something good had gone terribly wrong, asusudl. It was al her fault, shetold
Molly's parents.

But they disagreed, and so did Mally.

"Jill wasredly the brave one, Dad," Molly said. "We would never have seen those bad guysif it hadn't
beenfor her."

"We would have been better off not seeing them,” Jill said. "I'm so sorry about dl this, Mal."
Molly's parents said they were proud of both girls, and took them out for ice cream.

"Y ou werejust being good citizens by reporting acrime,” Molly'smom said. "It's not your fault the police
couldn't find anything wrong.”

After that, Molly seemed to brighten up. But Jll still felt unhappy.

That night, she dept in Mally's room. In the top bunk, she tossed and turned for hours.

Shejust couldn't deep.

In her mind, she heard her mother's words over and over again: "l aways knew you'd turn out no good!"
Lying therein the dark, Jll started to cry.

Mom'sright, she thought. | am no good. If | were as smart as everyone says, | wouldn't have gotten us
into this mess with the police. My mom isn't to blame if her daughter isrotten. | can't stand being me. |
hate the way | think and talk and laugh. | hatetheway | look. I'm not pretty like my friends say! Molly's

the one who's beautiful! Why can't | be morelike her? Oh, | wish | could be like Mally! | wish | could
just be Molly and never haveto be me again!”



She cried hdf the night, then findly fell adeep.
But even as she dept, Jill was restless. She squirmed and rolled, tossing off her covers.

Just before dawn, she woke up and put on her glasses. Shetiptoed out of the room so she wouldn't
disturb her friend.

She crept into the bathroom and locked the door. She stared at her own facein the mirror.
How could anyone think that was pretty, she wondered.

Her mind roamed over the lives of people she knew, imagining how happy they must be. Her teacher,
Ms. Wolfe — she sure looked happy.

Maybe life was better if you were anice teacher handing out homework to kids. It had to be better than
stting home doing the stupid assignments while your mother yelled at you.

Then there was her principa, Mr. Johnson. He seemed happy, too. He must like walking around with
that wooden ruler in hishands, acting tough al day, Jll thought.

Maybe life was better if you were alowed to boss alot of people around. Maybe that made you fed
more important.

But she aways came back to the same thought: Molly was the happiest and luckiest personin the
world.

Molly had everything — great parents, great persondlity, great brains, great |ooks. How wonderful it
mugt beto live Moally'slifel

Suddenly, Jll couldn't stand looking at herself in the mirror for another second. She thought she would
scream if she ever had to look at that orange hair again.

S0 she closed her eyes.

Desperateto fed better, shetried to imagine how it felt to be Molly. She didn't just imagine Mally'sface
and hair and arms. Sheimagined Mally'sfedlings.

Sheimagined feding pretty and smart, and feding loved by her parents. Sheimagined, as hard as she
could, what it must be like to fed good about hersdlf.

She stood there feding dl of this more intensay than she had ever felt anything. She stood in front of the
mirror for along time with her eyes closed, feding Mally'sfedings.

She stood there for so long that the sun came up, sending streams of golden sunshine through the
window.

She stood there so long that, without warning, her arms and legs began to tingle. Her face tingled, too, as
if her skin were stretching and moving over her bones.

It was avery strange sensation. It felt like her flesh had become sculptor's clay, with someoné's fingers



shaping and molding it.
What was happening to her?

JlI was frightened — but not frightened enough to open her eyes. She kept them closed until the strange
sensation stopped.

When at last it ended, she opened her eyes and stared straight into the mirror.

Therein the glass, close up and clear asabell, she saw Moally'sface staring back at her!
It was no mistake thistime,

No wighful thinking or blurry vison.

Infact, her glasses had vanished into thin air. She had perfect vison without glasses now — just like
Moally.

Through some weird magic she couldn't explain, Jill had morphed into her best friend. 1t wasfor redl.

And now there was no turning back!

Chapter Six

Butif Jll was Mally now, wherewas Molly?
Thered Molly?
Woas she dtill deeping safely in the bottom bunk? Or had something happened to her, too?

Maybe because JiI had turned into Mally, Molly had turned into JlI. Or maybe Molly didn't exist
anymore.

Had she accidentally killed her best friend?

"Oh, no! What have | done?"' the new Mally cried. Sheturned, franticaly unlocking the bathroom door.
"Mally!

But just asthe new Molly opened the door to run to her friend'sroom, the old Molly darted down the
hall towards the bathroom to see why Jill had shouted her name.

They ran smack into each other — then stood in amazement, nose to nose.

For asecond, they looked into each other's eyes. Then the truth struck them at the same instant.



"Aasaahh!" they shrieked.

They stopped and looked at each other again, in complete shock. They stared for amoment, asif
looking into amirror. Then they shrieked again.

"Aasaeh!"

"Shhh!" the new Mally urged, pushing the old Molly into the bathroom. ™Y our mom and dad will wake
up. Weve got to be quiet!”

The new Molly locked the door asthe old Molly shook her head in disbelief.

"Jll?1sthat you?' the old Molly asked at last. "What happened to you? Isthis some kind of trick?"
"I don't know what happened. And | don't know who | am!™ Jill said. "'l was just thinking about you,
Mol. | wasthinking how much | admire you and how great it must beto have your life. And then|
opened my eyesand | looked likethis. Likeyou!"

They heard footstepsin the halway.

"Girls?' Mally'sfather asked. "We heard someoneydling. Areyou dl right?"

"Yes, Dad,” Mally called. "Sorry we woke you up. | just had anightmare and Jill istalking to me."
"All right, girls," Mally'sfather said. "Cal usif you need anything. I'm going back to bed.”

Molly grabbed Jill by the shoulders and turned her so they faced each other.

They were perfect copies of one another. It was unbelievable!

"Thisissoweird,” Molly said. "Y ou even sound like me. But... but you're not me, redly. Areyou?'
"I don't know," Jill replied. "But, hey, I've got anidea. Y ou dways say I'm better at history than you.
What if you ask me ahistory question you couldn't answer? If | know the answer, | must sill have Jill's

mind and JlI'sfedings and everything. | just ook like you, that'sal. Seewhat | mean?'

"Uh, I think so, Jill — uh, Moally, or whatever | should call you," Molly said. "So you want meto ask a
history question | can't answer, right?”

"Right. If you don't know the answer and | do, then I'm still Jill."

"Hmmmm, let's see. OK, how about this?

When was World War 11 fought?* Molly asked.

"That'seasy,” Jill said. "World War 11 began in 1939 when Hitler invaded Poland. But the U.S. didn't get
into thewar until 1941, when the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor. The war ended in 1945 after the
United States dropped two atom bombs on Japanese cities.”

"Wow. Wdll, that answersthat question,” Molly said. "Y ou're definitely Jill. So you only look like me. But
youreredly Hill you."



"Yeah, right. I'm still Jill ingde, but | just look and sound like you," Jil agreed.
"Youwerealot prettier the other way,” Molly said. "I liked it better when you looked like JlI."

"I think I look prettier thisway," Jll said. "But | can't stay thisway. What about your parents? They don't
want aclone of their daughter walking around.”

"And what about your mom?"
"And what about the kids at school? And Ms. Wolfe? And Mr. Johnson? What will they say?
"Jill, thisisn't going to work," Molly said.

"Y ou've got to go back to being yoursdf. How did you turn into me, anyway? Maybe you should try the
samething. But, like, in reverse or something. Please, Jill! Before Mom and Dad find out.”

"I'll try," Jll sad. "I'll seeif | can remember everything | did. I'll do the same stuff and maybe that'll turn
me back into mysdf."

S0 she closed her eyes and imagined looking like hersalf again. She concentrated very, very hard. She
tried to will hersalf back into being Jill, even though sheredlly liked looking like Mally.

Sheknew that Molly was right. Everyone would be confused and angry if she looked like Molly forever.

Shetried to think and concentrate and will herself back into her own body. She willed so hard that she
even held her bregath, trying to force more energy into her mind.

She held her breath so long that she began to turn purple.

But nothing happened. There was no changeat all.

Shetried again. And then again, il willing hard and holding her breeth.
Nothing.

She looked at Molly hopelesdly.

Thered Molly and the fake Molly faced each other and stared again.

"Itsnouse" Jll said. "I tried with al my willpower, Moal. | think I'm stuck! | wanted to be you so bad
that now I'm going to look like you forever."

Her lip began to quiver and soon both girls broke down into frightened sobs.

Chapter Seven



They cried rivers of tears.

They held each other and hugged like Ssters, sobbing until they could sob no longer. Then they sniffled
and hugged again.

Finally they dried their tears and blew their noses. Crying wasn't going to help explain thismessto
Molly'sfather and mother.

Or to Jill'smother.
Or to anyone dse.

They had to calm down and figure out what to do. They thought long and hard. Both girls offered
suggestions.

Maybe JlI should just moveinto Molly's room and they could tell everyone they were twins. Or maybe
Jl could just explain that she'd had plastic surgery.

But none of the ideas made any sense. There was no chance that any of them would work.

At lagt, though, Jill remembered something. Her eyeslit up and she snapped her fingers.

"Y ou know what?' she said. "'l forgot that when | turned into you, | wastrying to fed your fedings. |
imagined feding exactly what you must fed insde you. That waswhen | morphed into you. It wasn't
willpower that did it. It was fedling your emotions.”

"Wow, that'sredly weird,” Molly said. "But you go, girl! Try to fed what Jill would fed ingde. Maybe
then you'll change back into yourself.”

Jll closed her eyes again. But thistime she didn't hold her bregth or will hersdf into Jill's body or anything
likethat.

Shejust tried to remember feding like no one e se but Jil. Shefelt orange-haired and freckled and ugly.
Shefdt unpopular and guilty and responsible for everything that went wrong.

Shefdt thesefedingsintensdy.

Her arms and legs began to tingle. Her face tingled too, asif her skin were stretching again. It wasthe
same strange sensation as before.

When the sensation findly stopped, JiI opened her eyes and found Molly staring at her.

Molly looked just as stunned as when she had first seen Jll that morning walking down the hall in Molly's
body.

"It worked, Jll," Molly whispered. "Wow! Y ou just morphed back into yoursalf — right before my eyes!
Wow!"

Jll turned to the mirror. It wastrue.



She had really morphed back into herself. She had the same hair sheld dways had, the same freckles, the
same everything.

"How isthispossible, Mol ?" she asked. "Peoplejust can't turn into other people, and then turn back into
themselves again. Can they?"

"Tow can! | knew you had, like, thisgreat brain, Jil. But thisisredly heavy duty,” Molly said.
For afew minutes, the friends said little to each other except one word: "Wow!"

Then they wereinterrupted by loud knocking on the front door. Who, Jill wondered, would come
pounding on the door before seven in the morning?

The girls hurried downstairs to answer the door.

When they opened it, they found Jill's mother standing there. She looked furious. Her hair wasrolled in
curlers and her mouth was turned down into afierce frown.

"Y ou snotty little brat!" she snapped, glaring at Jll. "I got up early to go to the police station to bail you
out of jail. And they tell me you spent the night with your little friend here. | told you | wanted you in that
jail overnight and that'swhat | meant! | wanted to teach you alesson!”

"I'm sorry, Mom," Jll said. "I didn't mean to upset you."

"Upsat me?' her mother said. ™Y ou made me so mad | should best the living tar out of you, you brat!"

At thismoment, JlI understood that there were some things that even brain power could never change.
Y es, somehow she could change her gppearance and her voice.

But she could not change her mother. She was stuck with the same mother forever.

JlI's mother reached back asif she were going to dap her daughter across the face. Molly's jaw dropped
open, unableto believe what she was seeing.

"Mom, please!” Jill begged. "Wait 'til we get home. I'm sorry, Mally. | didn't want you to see this.”
"You brat!" her mother shouted, raising her hand again.

"No! Don' hit her! Jill didn't do anything,” Mally said, putting her body in front of JlI for protection.
"Get out of my way or I'll dap youtoo!" Jll's mother yelled. Then she grabbed her daughter by the arm.

"I'm taking you home now! And when we get there, I'm going to dap you clear into next week! I'll put
some sense into that stupid, ugly head of yours! Y ou'rein big trouble now, you no-good brat!"

Chapter Eight



The angry mother yanked her daughter's arm hard.
JIl hung her head and cried as she started to follow aong, walking behind her mom.

But Mally ydled: "Stop it! Leave her herel" She grabbed JlI's mother's arm, but the woman pulled hersdlf
free

"Y ou stay out of this, you stuck-up brat!" the woman bellowed.
At that moment, Molly's father came running down the sairs.

"What on earth isgoing on here?" he demanded. "What do you mean, screaming insults at these girlsin
my home! | want you to get away from, this house— now]"

"Thisisnone of your business!" Jill's mother spat back. "It's between me and my kid! Nobody €l se has
any right to interfere.”

"Y ou have no right to abuse anyonein our home, not even your daughter. Now leave thishouse or I'll call
the police," Mally'sfather ordered. "And Jill is staying right here. Y ou should be ashamed. Now go!"

JIlI'smother looked at her daughter with hatred.
"I'll deal with you later," she hissed, then dithered off into the morning sunshine.
Molly's parents dried the girls tears and hel ped them calm down.

"Don't worry, Jill, darling,” Molly's mother said gently. ™Y ou can stay with us aslong asyou need to. We
won' let your mother treat you that way again.”

"l lovemy mom," Jill said sadly. "But | can't talk to her when she getslikethat. | should have listened to
her and Stayed at thejail, | guess. She'sasingle parent raising me all done. | know that's hard. It'sredly
my fault that sheyelled at melikethat."

"Dont beridiculous,” Mally'smother said. "It's never achild's fault when an adult yells hurtful things.
That's verbd abuse. And it can bejust as painful as physica abuse. Don't blame yoursdlf. Y ou did the
right thing by coming with uslast night. Now you two had better hurry dong and get into the bathroom. |
know you both have to be a the concert hal in an hour. Today's the day you're going to the symphony!"

Luckily, JIl and Mally were about the same size, so getting ready for the concert was no problem. Jill just
borrowed afew clothes, including some dressy pants and a pretty sky-blue top.

Then they ate addicious breakfast of bacon and eggs that Molly's mother had cooked. Jill thought the
whole kitchen smelled warm and loving.

Findly the girls waked towards Kaber Concert Hdl, where dl their problems had started the night
before.

JIl fet terrible about everything.



Shefelt shewasto blamefor forcing Mally to follow the bad guysto the concert hall. Shefelt shewasto
blame for getting them both in trouble with the police. She fdt she wasto blame for morphing into Mally's
body, frightening her best friend half to desath.

Shefelt shewasto blame for leaving the police station after her mother had told her to stay overnight.
And she definitely felt shewasto blamefor al of her mother's awful screaming at Mally'shome.

Thetwo girlsdidn't talk much. Jll wastoo sad to talk and Mally didn't seem to know what to say.
Jll walked dowly, with her head down. She stepped off a curb to cross the street without |ooking.
With no warning, a huge black car raced around the corner.

"Jlir Mally hollered. "L ook out!"

But it wastoo late.

The car now was only afew feet from Jll. Some crazy driver was speeding through ared light.

And hewas about to run Jill over!

Chapter Nine

The car was only asecond away from hitting Jll.

At that instant, Jill twisted her head to see why Molly was screaming. As she twisted around, her foot
dipped on aspot of ail that had spilled on the pavement.

Shefdl on her back, hard, dropping to the ground asif someone had pushed her.
Thefall saved her life. The car missed her by lessthan an inch, then sped away without stopping.

"You crazy jerk! You dmost killed her!" Molly shouted at the car. Then she helped Jill to her feet. "Are
you OK, Jill?1 thought you were going to get hit for sure.”

"I'm OK, I think," Jill said, brushing off her clothes. "I hope | didn't rip your top, Mol. Wow, that was so
close! | didn't even seehim.”

"Don't worry about my top, Jill. It'snot ripped. Are you sure you're OK?' Molly asked. "But, hey . . .
wait aminute. | think that was the same car those bad guyswere driving last night.”

"Redly? A black Cedillac?'

"It sure looked like the same car to me," Molly said. "Do you think those guys came back to try to run us
over on purpose? Maybe they know we called the police.”



"I don't know, Molly," Jill said. "But | don't want to wait around to seeif they come back and try again.
Let's get to the concert hall fast, OK?"

They ran the rest of the way and trotted up the steps towards the large metal door.
That'swhen they saw it.

The black Cadillac was parked on aside street beside the concert hall. It was definitely the same car the
bad guys had driven the night before.

And it was probably the same car that had just almost run over Jll.
The girlslooked at each other for amoment, unsure what to do.
Then Jill grabbed Molly's hand.

"Comeon, Mally!" she said, pulling her friend ingde the concert hall. "Weve got to tel someone that
those crooks are out there. Thisisway too weird. Those guys are up to something bad, that's for sure.”

"I'mright behind you, JII!" Mally said. "Maybe now the police will believe us.

They raced down the halway towards the building's front office, sprinting as fast asthey could, with Jll
running ahead and Moally following close on her heds.

But as she rounded the last corner before the office, Jill skidded to astop. She hurried back to hide
behind thewall.

"Shhh!" she whispered. "It'sthose same guys. | saw them.”

"Here? Indde the concert hdl?* Molly asked worriedly.

"Yeah, it'sthefat guy, and there are three other guyswith him,” Jll said, peeking around the corner. "The
same ones aslast night. They're going into the front office right now. And they don't look happy.
Whatever they want in that office, | don't think anyone who works hereisgoing to likeit."

"I have afeding no oneingdethis.whole concert hal isgoing to likeit,” Molly said. "Especidly ud"

Chapter Ten

Soon the girls heard people yelling ingde the office.

It was s0 loud they could hear every word, even with the door closed.

"Listen, bud! We want them now, got it?" one of the bad guys shouted. "We got no time to wait around



for you to change your mind!"

"| told you dready! | don't have them! | found them this morning in one of the practice rooms our
musicians use, and | turned them over to the police," aman replied angrily. " Get out of this concert hall,
you fools! The police are coming back to talk with me. | hope they catch you — but not insde thishall.
We have a symphony concert to give very soon, aspecia performance for some middle school honor
students and alarge group of senior citizens. Now please leavel™

"Sure the cops are coming, pal," another crook said. "We heard that one before. Like last night from
some cute little girlswho got al scaredy and saystheir big tough daddy is acop. Right, boss?Ha, ha,
mll

"Shut up, moron!" said the voice of the fat man. "Now look here, pa. We're gonna get what we left here
last night, see? And if we don't get it, well takeyow with usinstead. Got meT

Thevoices grew softer. Jil couldn't hear anything except mumbling.

Suddenly an announcement blared over the concert hall's public address system.

"If I can have everyone's attention please! Thisis Maestro Colin Andrews speaking, the conductor for
today's special morning concert,” the man said over the loudspeakers. "'I'm afraid we have a situation that
will deay our music-making. Some men are pointing agun a my head right now. They're gangsters. And
they're ordering meto tell you that everyone must stay in their seats. They will shoot anyone they find
roaming the halls or wandering anywhere near the pay phones. Musicians must stay out of the way,
backstage. Please listen to me, everyone! It'samatter of life and death!”

Jill and Molly looked at each other. Things were even worse than they had imagined!

Still, they decided they had to do something to help rescue the conductor, Maestro Andrews.

But what?

Chapter Eleven

They wanted to cal the police. But they didn't carry cdll phones, like some of the girls did.

Besides, Maestro Andrews was right. If the police raced over here and surprised the bad guysinside the
concert hdl, audience members might get shot by mistake.

They decided the best plan was to scare off the bad guys somehow. .

JIl suggested setting off the fire darms. That would ring bellsall over the concert hdl, and maybe frighten
the crooks away.

Then Mally remembered Jill's new mental powers. She suggested that, since Jill dready had morphed



into her, maybe Jill could morph into other people, too.

They were thinking this over when they suddenly realized that they could put their two ideas together to
come up with an even better plan.

"Well st off thefiredarms, like you suggested,” Mally said. "But before we do, you can morph into
Maestro Andrews. That means there will be two of him. When the bad guys hear the alarm and come out
of the office with the conductor, they'll look down the hallway and see another conductor who looks just
likehim!"

"Youreagenius, Mal! If that doesn't scare them away, nothing will! They'll think they're going nuts" Jill
sad.

"Y eah, or maybe seeing double. Anyway, it'sgot to terrify them. | know it would terrify me.”

"| just hope| can morph into Maestro Andrews," Jill said. "I've only donethisthing twice. I'm not sureif |
candoit again or not."

"Youvegot totry, Jil," Mally said. "Remember how you did it before. Y ou have to imagine how the
other person feels— the person you want to morph into. You candoit, girl. | believeinyou!"

Jll closed her eyes. Shetried to fed what the symphony conductor might fed insde him. She arted to
fed responsiblefor al the music performed at the concert hdl. She felt responsible for training the
musiciansto play together well and for dealing with out-of-tune oboes and off-tempo trombones.

And she began to fed pride, too — pridein ajob well done, in giving a performance that makes an
audience stand up and cheer.

Shefdt thesefedingsintensdy. Her arms and legs and face began to tingle. Thistime, the skin al over
her body seemed to stretch asif it were made of rubber.

Soon, the sensation stopped and she opened her eyes.
Molly was staring &t her.
"It worked, JII'" Mally said. "Uh, | mean Maestro Andrews. Uh, | mean, Jll."

"Wow! And just listen to me, Mol!" Jill said. "My voiceisal degp and everything, just like Maestro
Andrews sounds. It redly feds funny.”

The girlstried to smile, but they knew there was no timeto lose. Thiswas serious business.

The two of them hurried down the hdl to the fire darm. JlI reached up with Maestro Andrews strong
hands and pulled it down as hard as she could.

Instantly, the aarm sounded, echoing down the halways and nearly deafening them.
JIl and Mally ran back to the halway outside the front office.

"Y ou hide behind the corner, Mally," Jill saidin her new deep voice. "I'll just stand out herein the open.
They'll see meright away when they come out. That'll be asight they won't forget. Two Maestro



Andrewsinstead of one!"
The office door sprang open and al four gangsters darted into the hall.

A crook wearing agoofy green basebal cap was holding the conductor by the collar of histuxedo and
pointing agun &t his back.

The fat boss and the three others looked around furioudly, trying to see who had set off the darm.
That was when they spotted Jill — the fake Maestro Andrews.

"Boss, look! Thereheisagain!" said the crook in the baseball hat, with his mouth open wide. "The
conductor guy! Only | got him right herein my hands. But he's over there, too!™

He amost dropped his gun out of fear. The plan wasworking! The crooks were about to run away.
At least that'swhat JlI thought for amoment.

Until the fat boss glanced at the real Maestro Andrews, then at the fake Maestro Andrews, then back at
the real Maestro Andrews. And, unfortunately for the girls, what he saw didn't scare him.

It made him angry. Very angry.

Hiseyeslooked sinister and heartless.

"Hey, what kindagameyatryin' to play on me?' he snarled at thered conductor. "Y athink I'm stupid or
what? Just ‘cause yagot atwin brother, that don't mean nothin’ to me. We ain't leavin' this concert hall il
we get what we left behind last night!”

Then he reached under hisjacket and pulled out agun.

And he pointed it directly at the fake Maestro Andrews's chest — right at Jill's heart!

Chapter Twelve

Just then, the sound of sirens echoed through the air.

Sirens went off everywhere —down the street, up the street, to the north, to the south, and even, it
seemed, up inthear.

Wauuuw-waauuw! Waluw-waauuw!

It sounded asif fire trucks, ambulances and police carswere dl hurrying at once towards Kalber
Concert Hdl with their Srensblaring.



Wauuw-waauuw! Wauuw-waauuw!

JII hed felt sure thet, after she pulled the darm, every firefighter and ambulance driver and police officer
in town would race to the concert hal. Everyone would know that if there was ared fire, children and
senior citizens could be in danger.

The srenswere 0 loud that it sounded asif every emergency vehiclein the county was arriving.

Fortunately, they were adso loud enough to distract the crooks.

Thefat bossforgot hisanger over the second Maestro Andrews. Instead, he ran to the window with his
gun pointed, ready to shoot. The other crooks ran with him, dragging Maestro Andrews with them.

"Jeez, boss,” the crook in the green hat said. "L ook at al them cops and fire trucks and stuff. We ain't
never gonnaget outta here now."

"Y eah, we'rein abig pickle now, boss," said atal crook with along dark beard.

"We gotta start blastin' our way out now, boss!" said athird crook, who had a mean face and abody as
muscular as abodybuilder's. "Before dl the cops get here. We just got mostly firemen out there now.
They'll dl get scaredy as soon aswe sart shootin'.”

"Shut up, yamorons! All of yal" the boss shouted. "1'm thinking about it, OK? Just keep your traps shut!”

Asall this happened, Jill and Molly ran down along halway towards the women's bathroom. Jill thought
they would probably be safein there until they could decide what to do next.

And she dready had another plan.

"Look, the police are outside, right?' she said. "What if the crooks think the police are insde the concert
hall too? I'll morph into a policeman and maybe that will frighten the bad guys. Maybe they'll surrender to
me because I'll be standing there with a badge and gun.”

"Y eah — or maybethey'll kill you!" Mally argued. "It'stoo dangerous, Jill! Let the red police catch these
guys. We should just find aplace to hide where well be safe.”

"But the crooks have Maestro Andrews as a hostage. They might shoot him or kidnap him,” Jll said. "As
long as| havethis power to morph, I've got to use it to frighten these guys. Everybody in the concert hall
isindanger, Molly. We might be able to do something that will save lives— maybe even the lives of our
friends from school!"

Findly, after moretaking, Molly agreed. But she said the plan scared her to death.
Both girls understood that they couldn't spend more time talking about it, though. It wastime for action.

Quickly, Jll tried to imagine the feelings of the tough police officer she had met the night before, Mg or
Roberts.

She felt confident and experienced and self-assured. She felt aneed to protect people, and keep them
safe. Shefdt ahint of fear, a not knowing who lurked around the next corner or how dangerous the next
assgnment would be. And shefét concern over what would happen to her family — to Mg or Robertss



family, that is— if hewere hurt or killed in the line of duty. Shefdt dl thisand more.

She was getting better at morphing. She could do it faster and with less effort now.

Immediatdly, she felt the tingling and the stretching. In afew moments she had become Mg or Roberts!
At leadt, shelooked exactly like him — big and strong and tough.

"OK, Madlly, wish me luck!" she said in the mgjor's commanding voice. "I'll need it. Now remember,
you're going to your seat in the audience and you're going to stay there, right? Y ou'll be sefer.

And I'll know whereyou areif | need you."

"1 ill think 1 should go with you, Jll," Molly said. "Let me stay closein case you need help. Besides, if |
watch what happens, | can write a story for the newspaper about it. It'1l be my first report asared
newswoman.”

"No way, Mal," Jll said. "I look like apoliceman, and I've got agun. Y ou don't. Besdes| saw aTV
show that said crooks don't like to shoot cops. They're scared of what will happen if they get caught.”

"l just hope this gang of crooks saw the same TV show,” Molly worried.

As Jll — thefake Mgor Roberts— walked dowly down the hall, she could hear the red police outside
the building. By now, the authorities had discovered that there was no fire.

Police helicopters hovered overhead. SWAT teams scampered across the concert hall lawn, ducking
behind cars and bushes. They carried rifles and wore black clothes and bulletproof vests.

Crowds of newspaper, TV and radio reporters took notes and talked into microphones. Traffic was
blocked indl directions.

"Come out with your hands up!" a police officer shouted through a bullhorn. "We don't want to hurt you.
And we don't want anyone else hurt either! If you come out now, we can ask the judge to go easier on
al of you!"

"You ain't gettin' us outta here!" the fat boss screamed. "Not unlesswe see al ya cops gone and we get a
carl Understand me? We won't hurt anyone unlesswe have to! But we got this concert hal full of little
kids and old people! Well use'em to get away if we haveto!”

JIl was shocked. The crooksredlly werewilling to hurt people to escape, she thought. They might hurt
her friends— and maybe even Mally.

That was all she needed to know.

Without thinking about it, she ran down the hallway towards the front door. It felt odd to run insde
someone else's body — with long legs, big feet, and no clunky glasses bouncing around on her nose.

She had 20/20 vision, just like Maor Roberts.

She rounded a corner and saw the gang looking out awindow at the police. The boss was giving orders
to hismen. The crook in the green hat till had his gun pointed at Maestro Andrews.



JII drew the gun from her holster and amed it at the gang.

"Put your hands up! Y ou're under arrest!” she barked. "I want you to put down your gunsand let
Maestro Andrews, uh, |et the conductor there go! Now\"

Shefdt like acharacter in apolice movie.

But shewas il Jill insgde. She didn't know anything about being a policeman. And she could never redly
shoot agun at anyone. Not even at agang of bad guys.

The ingant the gangsters saw her, though, every one of them pointed hisgun at her.

The crooks didn't hesitate thistime. After dl, thiswas not just aclone of Maestro Andrews standing in
the halway. Thiswas apolice officer running a them with hisgun drawn.

At the same moment, al four ganggtersfired their gunsat Jll.
Suddenly shefaced aterrible choice.

Shewould either haveto kill someone— or bekilled!

Chapter Thirteen

For asplit second, Jill thought about shooting at the crooks.
But she couldn't do it. She knew ingtantly that she smply couldn't kill anyone.
So she did the only thing she could do. She ducked for cover.

Luckily, shewasin Mgor Robertsstal, strong body. When she pushed off with thoselong legs, she
found hersdf flying through theair like Michadl Jordan.

Bullets whizzed around her, skipping off the floor and bresking chunks of cement from thewalls. But
somehow, every bullet missed her.

Every bullet, that is, except one.

As she soared through the air towards the doorway of the conductor's office, asingle bullet grazed her
lightly onthearm.

Shewsas hit!

She came crashing down inside the room, then jumped up, dammed the door and locked it.



She checked her arm. There was only atiny spot of blood. Her wound was no deeper than if a cat had
scratched her. Thiswas nothing serious.

But something else was serious. The gangsters were banging on the door!

"Yalousy cop!" the boss gangster yelled. "Come outta there or well blast our way in!™

"You're dead mest, cop!" the crook in the green hat shouted.

JlI knew he was right. She was dead meat — unless she could think up anew plan fast.

Like, very fast!

Because now the gang began to shoot at the lock. In amoment, the door would swing open!

And when the ganggters burst in, they would find Jill Sitting on the floor looking like a police officer.
A police officer in big trouble.

A police officer who might soon be very, very dead!

Chapter Fourteen

Bwasammm! Bwasammm! Bwaaammm! Bwasammm!
Four gun shots.

Thelock on the office door dropped off. The door swung open. And, very dowly, four gangsters peeked
around the corner.

They werelooking to see how badly the police officer had been shot. And to find out if the officer was
going to try shoot them back.

So imagine their shock when they found no police officer at dl. Instead, they found awoman.
No one else —just agray-haired woman.
"What the ... Hey, what gives here, boss? Who isthis?" thetal crook with the beard wondered.

"All right! Where'sthe cop?" the boss demanded. " Stop wastin' our time, sister, and tell uswhere he's at.
Weknow he'sin here."

Thewoman smiled swetly.

"Asyou can see, gentlemen, thereés no police officer in here" she said.



At the sound of that voice, Maestro Andrews looked around the corner too. The crook in the green hat
gtill was pointing his gun & the conductor.

"Who areyou?' Maestro Andrews asked. "And ... but... what are you d-doing in my office? | wasin
hereright before dl thisbegan and turned the lights out myself. How did you get in here?’

"I'm ateacher at the middle school. | teach many of the honor students heretoday. | just cameintotry to
meet you, right before you made your announcement about staying in our seats. So | stayed in here and
then the shooting started,” the woman answered. "It nearly frightened me out of my witdl"

Of course, thisreally wasn't ateacher. It was Jill.

She had quickly morphed into her own teacher, Ms. Wolfe, when the gang began shooting at the door.
The moment she had changed bodies, the bullet wound had hedled.

It was gone. No more bleeding.

And right after morphing into Ms. Wolfe, JlIl had removed the cover from ahesating vent in the
conductor's office.

Thiswas part of her latest plan to outsmart the bad guys. Maybe she could make the fat boss believe the
policeman had escaped through that vent.

Theboss glared at the fake teacher.

"Ligten, ster, | want answersand | want ‘em now," he snarled. "We know a cop ducked in here,
because we shot him. Here's the blood right on the floor. Now tell us where he went or welll giveit to ya,
understand me?'

He pointed hisgun &t Jll.

"I should think you could seefor yoursalves," Jill replied camly. "If you bother to look, you'll seethat
hesting vent cover on the floor over there. I'm very much afraid your police officer escaped through

there, gentlemen. HE's gone.”

"Wow, boss. He was pretty smart for acop, wasn't he?' said the muscular, mean-faced crook. "They
don't think so quick most times. Usually cops only wanna shoot us. And eat doughnuts.”

"All right then, sister. Out inthe hall," the boss ordered, motioning towards the door with hisgun. He
looked at Maestro Andrews. "Y ou too, pal. Get out there with your new teacher buddy."

The symphony conductor and Jill walked into the halway near the front door of the concert hall. Every
gang member had agun pointed at one or the other of them.

"What are we gonnado, boss?' the crook in the green hat asked. "Blast 'em?1 ain't been ableto kill
nobody in at least amonth. Let me do it, OK, boss7 Please?’

"No, we ain't gonnakill ‘em!" the boss snapped. "We're gonna find those diamonds we left in' this
building last night. | don't believe this guy turned them diamonds over to the cops. HEs got 'em — or



maybe he give 'em to somebody else. And we're gonnafind out who!™
Diamonds, JlI thought. The crooks cameinto the concert hal last night to hide some diamonds.

So that's why the gang came out of the concert hall window empty-handed, she thought. They weren't
taking something from the concert hall. They were leaving something in the concert hall instead.

But why? Why hide diamondsin aconcert hall, of al places?

Then she remembered hearing some friends talk the previous afternoon about abig jewdry store
robbery.

Of course, Jll thought. That wasit!

The expensive jewdry store in town had been robbed yesterday afternoon — and this must be the gang
that pulled off the heigt.

They were probably worried about getting caught. So they had found someplace to hide the diamonds
overnight. Someplace they thought was safe. And what better place than aconcert hall? A concert hall is
aplace where gentle, honest musicianswork hard to play great music that the public lovesto hear. No
onewould think of looking there for stolen diamonds.

But the conductor must have found the diamonds in the morning and turned them over to the police, just
as he had told the bad guys.

"I'mafrad | can't help you." Jll told the crooks. "I certainly don't have your diamonds.”

"No, she doesnt,” Maestro Andrews said. "As| have explained many times now, | have given them to
the authorities. Y ou can do whatever you want to me, but | can't produce something | don't have. Don't
you imagine I'd be glad to turn them over to you if | had them? The only thing | want isfor al of youto
leave this concert hal as quickly aspossible.”

"He's got apoint, boss," the black-bearded crook said. "Even if he got them diamonds hid some-wheres,
he couldn't keep 'em anyway. The cops would ask too many questions now. So why wouldn't he just
give'emto usand let ustake off?"

Thefat bossjust stood silently for amoment, staring into Maestro Andrews eyes.

"Yeah, yaknow — | think heistdling us straight, boys," the bossfinaly said. "And that's too bad for the
music man and Miss Teacher-lady here. '‘Cause now they're no good to us. Unlessthey can help us get
outtahere divewith al these cops around.”

"What do you plan to do with us?' Maestro Andrews asked. "Why can't you let us go now? Y our
diamonds aren't here any longer. Just leave this concert hall and make your getaway, or whatever you
peoplecal it these days.”

"We're taking you two as hostages, understand me?" the boss replied. ™Y ou both are coming out that
front door with us, see?'Y ou're gonnabe our cover, standin' right in front of us. Then you're both comin’
along on our getaway. Unlessthe copstry to shoot us. And then they'll just shoot you instead!™

"Whatever happens, | know onething for sure,” the crook in the green hat said with anasty grin ashe



looked toward the conductor and Jill. "1 sure wouldn't want to be in your shoes right now! Ha, ha, ha,
m n

Chapter Fifteen

"I'm sorry, gentlemen. I'm afraid | won't be ableto go with you," Jill said in avoice that sounded just like
her calm, confident teacher.

"Hey boss! The teacher says she can't make it right now. But she saysthanks anyway! Ha, ha, hal"
laughed the green-hat crook.

"Y eah, maybe she's got something better to do,” the muscular gangster sneered. "Or maybe she'sjust a
little scaredy now, that'sal.”

"Huh?What do yamean yaain't comin'?* the boss snapped. "Y ou're comin' where we tell yato come,
understand me?"

"I'll be happy to do whatever you ask," Jll replied. "Except that I'm afraid | have a case of theflu right
now. And I'm suddenly feding — well, rather Sck.”

"Sick?' the boss asked.

"Yes" Jll answered, holding her breath between words so that her face would turn red. "I'm terribly
sorry, but... well, I'm afraid I'm going to .. . well, vomit if | can't get to a bathroom quickly!™

By now, her face had turned asred as an apple.

"Oh, jeez, lady!" the boss said. Then helooked at the muscular gangster. "Hey, take her to the bathroom
to get sick. Then bring her back here, got it? And make sure there ain't no one in there with her firgt,
understand?"

The crook grabbed Jill's arm and together they hurried down the hdl to the women's bathroom.

"Hey! Any yaladiesin there or what?" the gangster shouted into the bathroom. "Hold on, sster! Don't
loseit on meyet. | just gotta make sure there ain't nobody in there. Then ya can go toss your cookies

into thetoilet or wherever."

The crook looked around the bathroom and found no one inside. Then he told the pretend Ms. Wolfeto
goin.

"Hurry up and get it over with," he ordered. "We can't wait around here dl day just ‘causeyaget al sicky
on us now. Make it snappy, lady."

Jll rushed into astall and locked the door. She pretended to throw up, making a bunch of gross sounds.



But shewasn't redlly sick. She had dreamed up another plan to help defend the crowded concert hall
from the gangdters.

Outsde, helicopterswere gill hovering. SWAT teamswerein place, with their riflesready to fireif the
crooks appeared outside. Reporters ill crowded behind police barricades.

"Thisbuilding is completely surrounded!" a policeman shouted into hisbullhorn. " Thereisno possible
escape! Come out with your hands up!”

Asshe heard dl thiscommotion, Jil began to think about Molly. Y es, Molly would be the best person
now, she decided.

She was going to become Moally again, just as she had early that morning.

JII knew for sure now that she could morph quickly whenever she wanted.

So, very soon, she-wasfeding like Molly. Shetried to fed exactly what Molly might be feding— the
security of having aloving family and agood home. And of course, the fear over being trapped insde a

concert hall with agang of desperate criminds.

Right then the tingling and stretching started. In just afew seconds, Jill had become her best friend once
more.

Shelooked in the mirror and laughed to hersdif.
This should work, she thought. This dumb gangster won't know what to think.

Then the fake Maolly smply walked out of the bathroom and waved at the crook asif thiswasjust a
normal day and the crook was just another music lover waiting to hear the concert.

Of course, she didn't get far before the gangster stopped her.

"Hey! Wheréd you come from, missy?" he demanded. "There weren't nobody in that bathroom a minute
agol”

"Well, gr, | guessyou didn't seeme. But | saw you," Jill replied sweetly. "I'm sorry, but | had to usethe
bathroom. Now if you don't mind, I'll just go back to my seat and join my schoolmates until al of this
violenceisover. Isthat al right with you?'

The gangster was so shaken and confused that hisface turned gray. He stared blankly into space, asif
someone had hit him in the head with a board.

Then he mationed with his gun that the girl wasfreeto go.

JlI glanced over her shoulder long enough to see that the crook was going back into the bathroom to
look for the teacher.

Wait until hefindsthat Ms. Wolfeisn't in there, she thought. Helll probably be so scaredy helll think the
concert hdl is haunted.

She hurried down the hallway, eager to begin the best part of her latest plan againgt the gang. She went



into adark practice room, a place with apiano and drums and music stands, and closed the door. Then
she began to morph again.

Thistime, though, she wasn't morphing into the conductor or her teacher. She wasn't morphing into her
best friend or even into a police officer.

She had a better idea— an idea she felt sure would confuse the crooks more than anything else she
could do.

She was about to morph into a gang member!
Instead of fighting these crooks from outside their gang, she would fight them from theinsde.
She had decided to morph into the mean-faced, muscular crook who had taken her to the bathroom.

She thought it was agreat idea, but she a so understood that it was dangerous, too. If the fat boss found
out she was the fake gangster, not the real one, she wouldn't be inside the gang anymore.

Shewould beinside acoffin, buried Six feet under the ground.

Chapter Sixteen

It was contrary to her nature, but J1I concentrated on feding mean. Shefelt nasty and greedy and filled
with hate. Shefdlt asif the world had done her wrong, and she wanted to hurt it back.

No sooner had thetingling and stretching begun than she was finished. Shelooked just like the
mean-faced, muscular gangdter.

It wastimeto test her plan.

She hoped to cause total confusion within the gang. When the boss saw two gangsters who looked
exactly aike, hewouldn't know which was which and who was who.

Whom could he trust? Which was the pretender? And how had somebody turned into an exact copy of
the strongest crook in his gang?

Surely thistime JilI's morphing tricks would shake up everyone in the gang — including the boss.

Maybe the crooks would get so upset they would make amistake. Then the police could arrest them. Or
maybe the gang would become so afraid they would just turn themselvesin.

It wasworth trying.

She strode down along hal towards the front door, where the gangsters still waited with guns drawn.
She sort of rolled from side to side as she walked, looking tough, and she could fedl the musclesin her



ams.

As she looked down the hallway, Jill could see some of the bad guys gathered far at the other end of the
building.

But before she got anywhere near the door, someone rounded a corner and yelled at her. It wasthetall
crook with the long black beard.

"Hey! Where the heck yabeen anyways?' heydled at Jill, who of courselooked just like hisfellow gang
member. "The bossisredly ticked off! He sent meto find ya He wantsto get outta here with that guy
when were done. What took ya so long with that teacher? And hey, whereisthat teacher-lady

anyweys?'
"Theteacher? Oh, yesh, right. She's il redl sicky in the bathroom, the dumb lady!™ Jill answered

quickly, sounding just like the muscular gangster. "I gotta go back for her in asecond. But wait aminute.
What do yamean, ‘when were done? Done with what?'

"With beating up the kids, yadope," the bearded crook said. " ou was around when the bosstold us his
plan. Remember? | know you're stupid, but jeez! Hetold usto beat up awhole bunch of kidsand even a
few old folks before the getaway. Y aknow, whap them with our pistols and bloody them up, some kids
and old ladies Stting around the audience. Then everybody will be so busy helping fix up dl them hurt
people, well be able to scram outta this dump without gettin' caught. And well take the conductor guy
with usfor extrainsurance.”

JIl was stunned. The gang planned to injure many students and senior citizens. Hit them on the heads with
pistols. Bruise them. Hurt them badly.

It was unbelievable. Incredible!
These crooks were going to harm some of her friends! Possibly even Mally!

And unless JlI could stop them somehow, they were going to do it very soon!

Chapter Seventeen

The Stuation was getting more desperate every minute.

JII could imagine al the cuts and bruises, al the fear and screaming, al the tears and bandages. Kaber
Concert Hall would be the scene of one of the crudest crimes she could imagine, the terrorizing and
injuring of innocent children and senior citizens.

But she couldn't let her fear show now. Shetried to act astough and crud asthe muscular gangster
would.

"Oh, yeah," shegrowled. "I remember the plan. When do we start anyways?1 ain't hurt no oneinalong



time. Except — hey, wait! We gottatalk to the bossagain first."
"What for? We got our orders. Let's go start bashin' these brats!"

"No, we can't do it yet, see? 'Cause he ain't told usif we got to bash the musicians Sittin' backstage, too!™
Jill said. "I ain't knockin' out nobody unless the boss says s0."

"Hey, yeah! Yeah, you'reright! | ain't thought about that!" the bearded crook said. "He ain't said nothin'
about no musicians. Maybe he meant to bash them too!™

"l dunno about you, pal. But | ain't gonna make the boss mad at me for messing up hisorders," Jill said.
"Comeon. Let'scheck it out first."

They walked together towards the rest of the gang.

But now Jill had to think up anew plan fast. She couldn't depend on smple confusion to keep the gang
from clubbing members of the audience. She just didn't know exactly what the new plan wasyet.

Now they were only afew yards away from the gang.

The boss was |ooking out the front window &t the police. The crook in the green hat still pointed hisgun
at Maestro Andrews.

And the mean-faced, muscular crook was there, too, making sure his gun wasfull of bullets.

"Hey!" JlI hallered, pointing a the muscular gangster. "What gives here? Who the heck isthis chump?
Hey, areyabringin' in anew guy, boss? Whered yafind some mug that |ooked just like me?”

The boss and two of hismen stared at Jill, then at therea crook.

Their mouthsfell open. They looked back and forth, again and again. At Jll, then at the real gang
member, then a Jill again. The boss rubbed hiseyes, asif hewere seeing things.

But the mean-faced, muscular crook seemed more shocked than anyone. When he saw Jill, his face went
blank for a second.

Then he looked horrified, asif hed seen aghost.

"Hey, b-boss! What's up with thisbuilding?' he muttered. "First thisteacher disappearsin the bathroom.
And now theré's some guy who looksjust likeme. I... | don't like this, boss!"

"Y eah, this place gives me the creegps, boss! Let's get outta here!™ the green-hat crook said. " Strange
things are happenin' Likerea strange, yaknow?'

JlI knew thiswas her chance. She had to make them believe she was the real gangder.

"Boss, hey! How come you're doin' thisto me? Who isthis guy?* she demanded, pulling agun from
under her jacket. "And how come he'sgot agun just like mine?’

"I dunno who this mug with meis," the boss mumbled. "Uh, I mean | don't know who you are. | mean |
don't know which one of yaisdoin' what. But somethin's wrong here somewheres. And when | find out,



somebody ain't gonnalikewhet | do to him!*

"| think we should blast ‘em both, boss," the crook in the green hat suggested. ™Y aknow, just to be safe.”
"Thanks, buddy!" the muscular gangster said.

"Y eah, thanks, pa!" agreed Jill, the fake gangdter.

"Nah, | gotta better idea! Come here, thetwo of yal" the boss ordered the identical crooks. "1 ain't got
timefor no games. One of yaiswearing amask or something— and I'm gonnatake it off right now!"

He pinched and pulled and tugged on the real crook'sface. But of course nothing came off.
Then the boss dowly turned to Jill.
"OK buddy, soif it ain't him," he snarled, "the fake one has gotta be youe!"

He grabbed Jill's cheek and started to yank it. Then he clawed at her chin. Then he yanked at the skin
around her eyes and forehead.

JlI knew she had to act tough, just like the red crook. No crying or complaining. So she just stood there
and let the boss pull her facein dl directions.

But nothing came off her face, either.

"Hey, what isthis anyway? |s this some new cop trick or what7" the boss snapped. "I know that one of
you two isafake. One of you istryin' to spy on my operation. And | don't like that, understand me?"

He was furious now. The fat boss |ooked like he wanted to kill whichever crook was the faker.
But he looked confused, too, asif he had no idea how to find out who the faker was.
At last, one of his men spoke up.

"Hey, boss, | got aidea," the bearded crook said. "Why not ask 'em what was the first bank we robbed
together? If one of'em can't tell ya, then he'sthe faker for sure.”

The boss paused, glaring at Jill and the muscular crook.

"Yaknow, for once yagottagood idea," he said. "Y egh, that'swhat we'll do. WEll ask 'em to namethe
first bank we robbed. They can take turns and whisper the answer in my ear.”

"Make'emtell yarea soft so they can't cheet, boss," the bearded gangster said, looking at his gun

fondly. "Thenif yawant, I'll take care of the faker for ya. Yeah, I'll blast that big faker two or threetimes
right in the head!"

Chapter Eighteen



The boss pointed at Jll first.

He was about to demand the name of the first bank his gang robbed — and Jill didn't know! Once they
realized she was the fake gangster, they would shoot her.

Shetried not to tremble with fear.

She couldn't bluff her way out of this mess. She couldn't even morph her way out of it, either.

Or — or could she?

Maybe she could.

Maybe morphing was her only hope of avoiding two or three bullets in the head from these bad guys.

The boss stared suspicioudy at Jill. He demanded the name of the bank, then leaned near her lipsfor the
answer.

Ashedid this, Jll began her quick-change routine. She started to feel the fedlings of other people— to
fed them so strongly that quickly she morphed into them.

She morphed into one shape then another as the boss stood only two inches from her.
First she morphed into Maestro Andrews.

Then she morphed into Ms. Wolfe.

Then she morphed into Mgor Roberts.

Then she morphed into Mally.

Then she morphed into the mean-faced, muscular gangster again.

Findly, she morphed back into hersalf. Shewas Jill once more.

Shedid al thisin the space of thirty seconds.

Just imagine the reaction of the gang — and poor Maestro Andrews, who also watched these wild
changed

Those five witnesses weren't merely shocked. They looked stunned, amazed, and disbelieving. No words
can describe the shock and horror that showed on their faces.

The fat bosss eyes amost bugged out of his head.
"Y asawwhhr he shrieked, jumping back from Jil.

The other gang membersal bellowed in terror, too.



And Maestro Andrews passed out. He just fainted and dropped to the floor like arock.

The boss and his gang were too terrified to run. They were too terrified to shoot. They just stood, staring
and hollering and pointing their fingers.

Asthey did, Jll turned and sprinted down the hallway. Soon she had escaped from the sight of the
gangsiers.

But she knew this was not the end of the terrible danger at Kalber Concert Hall. Far from it. Soon the
gangsters would begin beeting students and senior citizensto create mass confusion.

Then they would make their getaway, holding Maestro Andrews as a hostage, while the authorities were
distracted by the need to help the injured audience members.

Assheran, Jill wondered what she possibly could do to help stop these heartless crooks.
Her power to morph had worked wonderfully so far.

It had confused and frightened the gangsters, and delayed them from kidnapping Maestro Andrews and
harming her classmates.

But now, she thought, it would not work again. There was no way. If she tried any more morphing tricks,
the boss would smply shoot her.

JlII knew that the only person who could save her friends and the rest of the audience now was— Jill.
Jugt plain old dumb Jll?

Yes, it wastrue.

Jugt Jll!

She was the only person who knew the gang's plans to harm the audience. And she wasthe only person
with any chance to help prevent this bloody deed.

Quickly, she darted into an empty practice room and sat down to think.

What could she do?

Shewasjust one kid against agang of violent thieves. One young girl indde alarge concert hall.
And that's when she came up with another plan.

JlI suddenly realized that she had to get everybody in the audience to fight this gang. Kaber Concert
Hall, after dl, had more than two thousand people who had come to hear classica music that morning.

If l of them stood up to these four crooks at the same time, maybe the bad guys would findly have to
leave.

It might work, JilI thought, tapping afinger againgt her cheek. It just might work.



But it wasrisky.

If her plan failed, she and haf the audience in the concert hall might end up lying in their own blood.

Chapter Nineteen

The best people to talk to first about this new plan, Jill decided, were her own classmates.
For onething, they al knew her very well. For another, her best friend was there.

Molly would be in the audience waiting for her, ready to help in any way. What agrest friend, Jill thought
as sheran down the halway. Molly was the bedt!

Something €l se went through JilI's mind as sheran.

Maybe Mally and the other kidsin school were at least alittle bit right about her. Maybe she wasn't quite
as dumb as she had always believed.

JII had to admit that she wasfighting off thisawful gang with nothing but her brains— and, of course, her
amazing new power to morph into other people.

Maybe she was a bit smarter than she had thought.
She hoped so.

Because now even her morphing powers were useless. She knew she had only her own witsto rely onin
this desperate effort to save the audience of Kaber Concert Hall.

When shefindly reached the main entrance to the ground floor seating, she rushed inside and closed the
door behind her. All her classmates were huddled together in severd rows of seats near the front of the

empty stage. Their teacher, Ms. Wolfe, who had come to the concert with her students, was comforting
them.

"JlI™ Moally shouted. "Y ou're OK! | heard gunshots and | wasredlly worried they had hurt you!”

"Molly wanted badly to try to help you, Jill," Ms. Wolfe said. "But | ingsted she Stay here with the other
students where she was safe. But I'm so relieved you're not injured. Molly told us al about your effortsto
fool thesethugs”

"Yeah, and | told everybody about thisincredible power to morph you have," Molly said. "It took alot of
explaining, but they al believe me now."

"Yes, I'veread about such abilities" Ms. Wolfe said. "I understand that some people in certain African
cultures can change into the shape of other people. But it'sincredible that one of my students can actudly



do this. Just astonishing!™

For aminute, some of the studentsforgot their danger and caled to Jill, asking her to morph into
someoneese.

"Comeon, Jill! Pleased Jeannie Abbott pleaded. "Y ou're dways so smart! | just know you can do this.
Jugt likeMally told ug"

"Wow, can you redly turn into someone else whenever you want? Y oure amazing, JlI!" Bob Knotts
pointed out. "Can you show us how you do it?"

Ms. Wolfe held up her handsto quiet everyone down. But it was Jill who took charge of the Situation.

"Listen, you guys" shesaid. "l can show you thismorphing stuff later on, if you want. But we'rein redly
big danger. And | have anideathat might help us get out of it. It'srisky, but | think it might work.

We haveto hurry, though. There's not a second to waste!™

She explained everything she knew about the gangsters. She told everyone about the plansto injurea
bunch of students and seniors and then kidnap Maestro Andrews for the getaway.

Findly, shetold them about her plan.

"We haveto al march together down the hdlway and face the gang — every one of usin thewhole
concert hall!" shesaid. "I'm pretty sureif we get two-thousand people to stand together and order these
creepsto leave, they'll go. I've seen how they think. We can frighten them off if we do something they
don't expect.”

"But what if they just shoot usdl right therein the hal?" Ray Noble asked. "They might just mow usal
down. Maestro Andrews warned usto stay in our seats.”

"l don't think these crookswill do that,” Jil said. "Maybe they're killerswhen they haveto kill. But they're
not mass murderers. | don't think they'll want to kill hundreds of kids and senior citizens. | know it's
dangerousfor usto try this. But | redly think they'll get scared and run off."

"We don't really have much choice either,” Molly added. "Unless someone can think of something better,
thisisour only chance. If we do nothing, lots of our friendswill get their heads bashed, for sure. And if
the police sorm the concert hal, bulletswill be flying everywhere, and someone might even get killed. If
wetry Jll'sidea, wejust could al makeit out of herein one piece.”

Ms. Wolfe said Jill's plan worried her, but findly even she agreed to try it. "It's probably the only way we
can stop these thugs from battering abunch of children and older folks," she said.

Jll told her classmates that they should al walk quietly to the back hallway behind the stage at two
o'clock sharp.

Then she rushed around the audience to talk to other groups of people, explaining her plan to the rest of
the students and to the senior citizens. Somehow she got them to listen to her — and to trust her, too.

Even though she was astranger to most of them, Jill persuaded everyone to show up with her classmates
at two o'clock. They al redlized it wastheir best hope.



"I heard what the other kids were saying about you before you waked in," said Bill Ryan, an eighth
grader from another school. "Y ou sound like you redly have it together. | don't think we have any choice
except to follow your idea— unless we want to stay here and get beaten up!™

"Y ou seem like such an intelligent, pretty girl,” added Cathy L ute, asenior citizen Stting nearby. "And |
can see how popular you are with your school chums. | just believe that you wouldn't lead usinto any
unnecessary danger. Since you've been around these crooks and | haven't, 1 believe you know best,
dear.”

Soon Jill stood in the back hallway, watching the clock. The minute hand inched toward the top of the
dia to mark anew hour.

Very quickly it was exactly two o'clock.

Jill saw both stage doors quietly begin to open. Without aword, kids and senior citizens started filing into
the back hallway.

They had dl tiptoed out of their seats and across the stage towards the mesting point. They camefrom
everywhere ingde the large auditorium — from the I eft, from the right and from the center aides, from the
front row and from the balcony.

Streams of sudents and senior citizensfilled the stage, making dmost no noise at dl. Jil heard just adight
shuffling of feet and one or two stifled coughs as they edged into the back hallway.

No other sounds.
She was amazed how silent two thousand people could be when their safety depended oniit.
And she knew their safety — and hers— redlly did depend on silence.

They aso depended on the strength of her plan. All she could do now was pray with al her might that the
plan was good.

With hersdlf in the lead, she motioned that it wastimeto go. Very dowly, the whole huge mass of people
began to move as one down the hallway towards the front door.

Soon aconcert hal full of unarmed students and senior citizenswould face four armed gangsters who
were desperate to escape from the police,

The moment of truth was at hand.

Chapter Twenty

The gang gtill waited at the front door.



JII could see them now. They were watching the police, talking angrily about the SWAT teams and
helicopters.

They were dso talking fearfully about "thét little girlie who changed into everybody ese, right when we
was about to blast her!”

JIl knew the gangsters were waiting for just the right moment to begin their getaway plan. Then they
would stride into the audience and start clubbing people.

And they would run away from the police with Maestro Andrews as a hostage.

But now the crooks were going to face something that wasn't in their plan, Jill thought. They were about
to meet alot of determined people who wanted them gone.

JI turned to face the students and seniors with one finger at her lips, reminding everyone of the need for
Slence.

Two thousand people crept forward step by step, amost on tiptoe. Outside, the police blared surrender
demands over their bullhorns. Helicopters whirred overhead.

Inside the concert hdl, the gangsters heard no sound at al from the large group moving down the
hdlway.

The audience inched onward. Soon they stood no more than ten feet behind the crooks.

Then they packed themselves closdly together, shoulder to shoulder, as Jill had instructed. They formed a
wall of people, an unbroken barricade against four deadly invaders.

"Excuseme,” Jill said to the gangsters. "'I'm sorry to bother you. But we're afraid you'll haveto leave

"Jeez, boss!" the crook in the green hat shouted. "It's that kid what changed into al them other peoplé! |
don't likethis building, boss. It'stoo weird for me!™

"Yeah, |et's get outta here, boss," the mean-faced, muscular crook cried. "Maybethis girlieisgonna
change usinto frogs or something! She's one spooky kid! I'm scaredy to stay around herel™

"Shut up, you moron!" the fat boss growled. "1 saw what thiskid done, too. But | don't care. | don't
believe my own eyes, understand me? She'sjust some punk who knows some stupid magic tricks."

"But boss, even you was scared when you saw her changing into ..." thetall crook with the black beard
began.

"l said shut up!" the bossinterrupted. "I ain't scared of nothin'. And | sure ain't scared of no bunch of
snotty brats and old dried-up has-beens. Not even a smart snotty brat likeyou, girlie”

"| think you are afraid of me," Jll said camly, though she felt more terrified than ever beforein her life.
"And | know you're afraid of all of us. Y ou have more than two thousand people here, old people and
children. Are you going to shoot everyone?"



"Maybewewill, kid!" the boss snarled. " Startin’ with you, Miss Troublemaker, yarotten brat! Y ou're
dead, understand me?'

"Don't push these men, child! They're very dangerous!” Maestro Andrews pleaded. "Thisisvery brave,
but they'll shoot you! They'll shoot you and dl the othersin cold blood!"

JIl could fed her courage mdting like an ice cube on asummer sdewalk.

But shetook a deep breath and tried to stop her legs from shaking. Then she spoke again.

"They won't shoot us, Maestro Andrews,” she said. "Becauseif they start, they'll have amob of two
thousand people on top of them in asecond. They might kill me and afew others. But they can't shoot us

al before we jump on them like aswvarm of wasps."

"Y eah, and you'll dso have two thousand witnessesto your murders!” Molly shouted. Y ou'll al goto
prison for the rest of your lives! Then you'll be sorry you ever came to Kaber Concert Hall!™

Now other sudents began to ydll at the gangsters— and then senior citizens began yelling too.

"Y eah, get out of herel" one of the students snarled.

"Leaveusaone! Or well arrest you oursalves and hand you to the police!” agray-haired man shouted.
Thethree gang members|ooked at their bosswith fear in their eyes.

"Hey, boss, maybe we should make a break for it," the crook with the black beard suggested. "I think I'd
rather take my chances with the copsl™

"Thisdon't ook too good," the green-hat crook agreed. "This building isway too weird!"
Even the boss was tarting to waver.

"Look, uh, folks," he ssammered. " Get back in your seats or there's gonnabered trouble. I'm, uh, tellin’
yanow. Get outta here— go!"

But his eyes no longer looked heartless and sinister. They looked afraid.
"No, we'retdling you" Jill answered, pointing her finger at the boss. "Get out of our concert hall and
leave us done. We came hereto listen to music. Y ou have no right to be here and no right to threaten us.

Y ou're not going to hurt anyone.”

Thebosstried to am hisgun at Jill. But he couldn't ssem to do it. His hand trembled like aleef inthe
wind. His gun dropped to the floor with athud.

Sowly, Jll stepped towards the gang. Thewall of students and seniors stepped right behind her.

The gangsters glanced around like cornered animals. Suddenly the mean-faced, muscular gangster began
torun.

He threw down his gun and bolted right into the arms of police officers gathered outsde the front door.
They dapped him in handcuffs and led him to apatrol car.



JII and the other students walked dowly closer to the remaining gangsters.

"Weadl want youto go,” Jll said. "Now! Understand me?

The boss and his two remaining men looked at each other hopelesdy.

Then they turned and put up their hands. All three walked outside and gave themselves up to the police.
They had been forced into surrendering, just as Jill had hoped.

Inlessthan aminute, dl four gangsters were in handcuffs and on their way to jail. Asthe last gangster
disappeared into apolice car, Maestro Andrews started to cheer.

"It'sover!" hebdlowed, pumping hisfissintheair. "Y essssl Werefreg!”

Then he patted Jill on the back and kissed her forehead. "We oweit dl to you, young lady. | don't even
know what you did. And | sure don't know how you did it. But it worked!"

A huge cheer rang out from the students and seniors. They crowded around Jll to give her the thanks due
ahero. They dapped her back and shook her hand, and some of them hugged her and kissed her on the
cheek.

Thebiggest hug of al camefrom Molly.

"Youdidit, girl,” Molly said, beaming. "All just by using your great brain. I'm so proud of you. Now 1
hope you'll finally stop talking about how dumb you are. Y ou're not only the smartest, prettiest, most
popular girl in schooal. Y ou're the braves, too.”

Jill felt her face get red. Compliments dways embarrassed her. But thistime she didn't respond by putting
hersdf down, as she dways had in the past.

Instead, she said, "Thanks, Mol," and |eft it at that.

As other friends thanked her, she even thought to hersalf: Maybe I'm not such arotten kid after al.
Maybe | redly am alittle better than | thought.

When the police findly entered the concert hall, Maestro Andrews told them about al that Jill had done,
and about the courage she had inspired in the other students and adults.

Jll stood around for along time answering questions from police officers and reporters about how she
hel ped end the Sege of Kalber Concert Hall. She even introduced Molly to areporter from theloca

newspaper.

"Molly wantsto be areporter likeyou," Jll said. "She's smart, and she writesreally well. Maybe she can
help you write the story about what happened at the concert hal today. She saw everything that went on
here"

"That'sagreat idea," the reporter said. "Maybe Mally can write afirst-person story, explaining what it
fet liketo beinsde the concert hal with agang of killers. Would you want to do that, Molly?"



"I'd loveto!" Moally replied. "And I'll lso write about my best friend who saved alot of people from
being hurt today. JlI isthe hero of thisstory."

Soon, frightened relatives and friends of the audience members began to arrive. They rushed in and
grabbed their loved ones, hugging them and kissing them and asking if they were hurt. Many of the
relatives cried — and when the children and seniorsfinally understood they were safe, many of them
cried, too.

Molly's mother and father were among thefirst to arrive. They wept when they saw her. Then both
parents hugged her a the sametime.

They squeezed her so hard that Jill wondered whether Molly could breathe. But Molly looked just as
happy to see her parents as they were to see her.

And Mally cried just as hard as they did.
Nearly every student's parents showed up. All except Jill's mother. She was nowherein sight.
Asthe reporters hurried off to write their stories, the hero of the day stood aonein the halway.

JlI fet lonelier than she had ever felt before. Shefdt like an orphan, with no one who loved her enough to
find out whether she was dead or dive.

Thefedlings overwhelmed her, and she started to cry.
Nothing has changed, Jill thought. Nothing is any better now than it ever was.

| am till the same old dumb Jll, somebody no oneredly loves.

Chapter Twenty-One

Molly noticed Jill'stearsright away. She and her parents had lingered after the others had | eft.
Sherushed to her best friend and hugged her again.

"It'sOK, Jll," shesad. "It'sdl over. Everyone's safe now. The gangsters are gone.™

Molly's parentstried to comfort Jill, too.

"It'sdl right, dear,” Mally's mother whispered. "Y ou've been through aterrible thing today. Y ou go
ahead and cry."

Jill dried her tears and shook her head.

"I'm not redlly crying because of what happened today,” she said softly. "I'm crying because my mom isn't



here. She doesn't love me. | was always afraid she didn't love me. Now | know for sure.”

"No, that'snot true, Jll," Mally replied with asmile. "There's areason your mother isn't here. Mom and
Dad just told me everything that happened. But you were talking to the reportersand | couldn't tell you
until now."

"What do you mean, Mol?" Jll asked.

"Y our mom lovesyou, Jill," Mally said, "But she needs some help, bigtime. Now she's going someplace
to get it."

"That'sright, Jill," Molly's mother said. "Y our mother isavery unhappy woman, dear. We knew we had
to do something after she threatened to hit you this morning. So Mally'sfather and | went over to your
gpartment and talked with her. She cried and told us how deeply shelovesyou. But sheisan angry
person, and she takes her anger out on you. She can't help it.”

"Wetold your mother about afriend of ourswho counsels women like her," Molly'sfather said. "She
went to see him this morning, before anyone knew about the danger at the concert hdl. Y our mother
checked into a hospital thismorning, Jill. It's a place where they can make her better."

"So my mom'sredly sck?' Jll asked.

"Yes. But shell get over it, dear,” Mally's mother said. "In the meantime, we want you to live with us.
Y ou can degp in Mally'sroom. Y oure awonderful young lady, Jill. But you could never believeit
because your mother aways said such terrible things to you. She didn't mean them, though.”

Molly's mother opened her pocketbook.

"I have aletter for you from your mother” she said. "She wrote it before she checked into the hospita.”
JllI took the envel ope and opened it. The letter was in her mother's handwriting.

Thisiswhat it said:

My darling Jll,

I'm s0 sorry to leave you thisway -- so suddenly. But | understand now that | was making your life
awful. Pleaseforgive me. | love you morethan | cantell you.

| know that | have big problemsto work out in my life. | need help to do this. But when | ‘'m done, | 'm
going to bring you back home to me and never say another nasty word to you. Never. And | will never
threaten to hit you again.

Y ou are the best daughter on earth. 1 know that — and | want you to know | redlly fed that way. Forget
al the angry words | said to you over so many years. Bdlieve only these words now, the wordsin this
letter. They will tell you how | truly fed!.

Pray for me, Jill. And know that | will think about you, and | will missyou every day until | come home.

With so much love,



Mom
JiIl wiped afew tears on the back of her deave. But thistime she was amiling.
"Wow," shesad. "Thisisabeautiful letter. And dl of you are such wonderful friends."

"| think it's going to be great having you livewith usfor awhile" Mally said. "Well bejust like ssters
now. Just think how much fun well have together in the same house dl the time!™

"It redly will benice, Molly," Jll said. "l fed like we are Ssters anyway. Except there's one thing | hope
you won't ever ask meto do again.”

"What?' Molly asked.

"I don't want to morph into anyone else ever again,” Jll said. "l know everyone wantsto seemedoiit.
But | just can't. Isthat OK?"

"No prob, JlI. Besides, this morphing stuff can make things pretty complicated when you think about it.
And pretty weird," Mally said.

"For sure, Molly. Morphing was an avesome thing to do for awhile," Jll admitted. "But | think I'll bea
lot hgppier from now on just being Jll."

The two girlslooked at each other and smiled. Molly put her arm around Jill's shoulder.
"You'rethe best, Mal!" Jll said.

"No, you rethe best, JII'" Molly said.

They laughed for amoment.

"| think we're both wrong,” Jill said. "I think we 're the best — best friends, that isl"

"Best friends, for sure" Molly agreed. "Best friendsfor life."
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