Prologue

| should have known that as soon as Ezragot some kind of superpower he would useit for evil.

Well, not evil redlly, but certainly not for good.

Hayden and | weren't exactly thinking we should al put on blue tights and red capes and go around
saving the world, but we dso didn't think Ezra's pproach was dl that enlightened either.

Because as soon as we got the morphing power - the power to change ourselvesinto any other person
we wanted to - Ezra decided to change himself into Mr. Klonk, our principal at Messetup Middle
School.

Hewas going to wait until Klonk called in sick one day, then morph himsdlf into a perfect copy of Klonk.
Then held spend the day as Klonk, giving grief to dl the teachers.

| was tempted, too. | thought about using my morphing power to get revenge on the snotty cheerleaders
who tormented me.

But I'm getting ahead of mysdlf.

My name's Abby Moody, and Hayden and | and our friend Ezraare eighth graders at Messetup. I'd like
to say were al good-looking and popular and smart, but were redly just smart - and sometimes Hayden
and | aren't too sure about Ezra.

We got this power to morph into other human beings - to be Humanomorphs, as| caled us-inan
accident at thisfactory, involving chemicasand lightning.

But there were problems, like the more we morphed the more we started getting these redly weird
nightmeares.

And the nightmares weren't even the worst of it. 'Cause the factory we had been snooping around at had
caught us on surveillance cameras, and their guards came looking for us at school.

And they found us.

It turned out the factory was making anew kind of super-poisonous spray that they planned to use on the
Amazon rain forest, to clear out thousands of acres. They were afraid we'd found out their secret, and
they weren't too happy. They wanted to shut us up - permanently.

We werejust three kids (and one of uswas Ezra, which counts even more againgt us). But we did have
the power to morph.

And maybe that power would give usthe ability to savetherain forest.

Chapter One

It was another typical morning at Messetup Middle School. Thiswas back before we got the power to
morph, and we had no hint of what was to come.

The cool girls were hanging around outside the entrance, checking out their perfect hair and their perfect
makeup in their little makeup compact mirrors. The cool guysweretrying to get the coal girls attention
by telling jokesinloud voices and punching each other in thearm.

The brainiacswere dready in their classes, already at their desks, re-checking the math homework they'd
done the night before and discussing what they were going to do their Science Fair projects on.

The bad kidswerein the boys bathroom, drawing on the walls of the bathroom stallswith magic
markers.

Messetup Middle Schoal isin apretty nice,

safe suburb, but ahandful of boys like to pretend they're inner-city gang members, wearing big baggy
pants that hang down off their waists and backwards baseball caps. They dwayssay "Yo!" to each other
and draw graffiti onthewalls.

Hayden, Ezraand | turned off the sdewalk and walked up to the steps and the big double wooden
doors. Suddenly, one of the cool guys called Hayden's name.

Hayden jerked like he'd been shot by a sniper - Hayden, Ezraand | don't exactly hang out with the cool
kids, or the brainiacs, or the homey-wannabes.

We don't hang with anybody, except each other. Some of the other kids probably think we're misfits, but
wejust have our own little clique of three.



Maybe it sounds strange, two boys and agirl just hanging out together in their own little group. But weve
been neighbors and friends since third grade.

Still, when Chip George, the star of the football team, stopsflirting with Amanda Walker, the blonde
cheerleader, and calls you to come over, well, you have to pay attention.

So Hayden did.

Hewalked over to Chip and afew other of the cool guys. | watched as Chip put his arm around Hay-
den's shoulder and led him away from the group, talking to himin alow voice.

Strange. Very strange indeed.

Maria, one of the cheerleadersin what Ezra cdled "the loathsome foursome,” put away her compact and
looked up and saw Ezraand me.

"Look who's here, dudes,”" she said to her friends. That wasthe latest "cool” thing that the cool girlsdid,
cal each other "dude,” like they were surfersin Southern California

"If itisn't Abby Moody," Mariacalled loudly.

"How are you feding today, Abby? Moody?"

Her friends al exploded into laughter at her lamejoke, one l'd heard in various formsfor three or four
years now.

"I'd be moody too if | looked likethat,” said Kdly.

Hey, | thought, | don't look that bad. So my hair isn't blonde and doesn't have that perfect little waveto
it. It'sbrown and straight and short, but OK. In fact, that's me al over: OK brown eyes, OK medium
height and weight, OK figure.

Speaking of lame jokes, thisis probably a good time to explain about the name of our school, Messetup
Middle Schoal. It's pronounced "Mess-ED-

up,” and it'san old Indian word meaning "great river." Actudly, our school is named after the Messetup
River that flowsthrough town.

Just about every kid who's ever attended Messetup, though, has pronounced it "Mess It Up," or
"Messed Up." It'san old joke, one that the teachers have gotten used to over the years.

But Ezra, being Ezra, had taken the joke name to new heights, or new lows, depending on how you saw
it.

At afootball game amonth ago, he had "borrowed" one of the megaphones that the cheerleaders useto
lead the crowd, and stood up in the front row of the spectator stands. He turned around, facing the
crowd.

"Say it loud! Say it proud! Thisisone big messed up crowd!" he had yelled, imitating acheer.

Thekids had dl laughed, but the grown-ups didn't think it was funny. Neither did the cheerleaders -
Angela, Amanda, Mariaand Kelly and the rest. They were used to being the center of attention.

"Hey ho! What do you know! We're al messed up with no placeto go!" Ezra had bellowed.

At this point, Mr. Klonk, the principal, had made hisway over to Ezra, and told him to put down

the megaphone. Then he grasped Ezrafirmly on the upper part of hisarm and marched him out of the
stands and back towards the concession area.

That's when he told Ezrathat he was giving him detention after school every day for aweek, cleaning
desks.

When that week wasfinished, Ezra said he would never chew a piece of gum again for the rest of hislife.
There was nothing grosser in thisworld, hetold us, then squatting down with a putty knife in one hand
and scraping dried gum off the underside of desks.

"No, | teke that back," hetold Hayden and me. "Thereis one thing grosser than scraping dried gum off
the bottom of adesk."

"What'sthat?' we asked. We should have known Ezrawas setting us up.

"The only thing grosser than scraping dried gum off the underside of adesk is scraping off gum that hasn't
completely dried yet."

"Eecawwwww," | said, and made aface.

"Aw, come on, Abby. Here, | saved you apiece," Ezrasaid, and reached his hand down into his pants
pocket.



| started to run away, but Ezrapulled his hand out empty.
That was Ezra.

Chapter Two

| had turned away from Amandaand Angelaand their little gang of stuck-up cheerleaders, and saw
Hayden walking back over to us.

"What wasthat al about?' | asked Hayden as he re-joined Ezraand me. "Since when is Chip your
buddy?'

"Better known as Chip Off the Old Blockhead," said Ezra.

"I've got some good news and some bad news," said Hayden.

"What'sup?' | asked.

"Well, the good newsisthat Chip invited meto join this club that some of the guys have. They call
themselvesthe Cruisers, and they get together and just hang out. Chip's one of the leaders, and Brian and
Kyleand Tony aredl init, too."

"And they asked youT said Ezra

| understood hislack of understanding. Brian and Kyle and Tony were some of the guysthat had been
hanging around the cheerleaders when we'd walked up. Brian was president of the eighth grade class and
was going steady with Maria; she even wore his1D bracelet.

These guys were like the cream of the eighth grade. And Hayden, even though he was my best friend -
well, Hayden was like the skim milk of the eighth grade.

Why would the Cruisers ask Hayden to join, when they made fun of him and Ezraand me?

"Y eah, he asked me," Hayden said. "But heresthe bad news. | have to passthe initiation test.”

"How bad isthisbad news?" | asked.

"I don't know yet," said Hayden. "But I'll know tonight. They told me | have to sneak inside that deserted
factory on the outskirts of town. | somehow have to get insde there and find something and bring it back
tothem.”

"What do you haveto find?' | asked.

"Anything, but it has to be something that could only have come from insde thefactory. Like, | don't
know, asign or some paper about what the factory used to make or something.”

"The factory" waswhat we dl caled the enormous dark building that had sat, unattended, on ahuge
fenced-inlot for years.

We never went there, because there was nothing to do there and it wasn't on the way to anywhere else.
About the only times we saw it, redly, were when we were riding with our parents, driving out of town
on the highway, just past the City Limitssign.

The factory was two stories high and kind of ominouslooking. It had no windows and you couldn't even
see adoor from the road. A building with no windows at dl is pretty strange.

It'sasif it'strying to keep secrets.

Plusthere was the fence. Thiswasn't any regular fence like the kind people put around their backyardsto
keep their dogs from getting loose, the kind that any 14-year-old with even adab of athletic ability could
climbwith no trouble.

Thiswas afence abut ten feet high, and instead of being chain-link, like backyard fences, it was made of
black metal poles, each about an inch thick, set very close together so you couldn't seein very well.
Once, acouple of years ago, | had been riding with my dad past the factory and had asked him what the
building was. He said he had no idea, that it had been closed down when we moved to town. That was
more than ten years ago, when | was only four yearsold.

"Areyou gonnadoit?' | asked Hayden. "Areyou redly going to go in thefactory just to be ableto join
the Cruisers?'

"I'll haveto think about it," Hayden said.

"Wdl, if you go, well gowithyou," | said boldly.

"Say what?' squeaked Ezra. "Excuse me, Abby, but did you just volunteer me for amission at night that



could be potentially dangerous, and one | get nothing out of 7

"If you don't want to go, Ezra, you don't haveto,” | told him. "But | thought it would be a nice supportive
thing to do for Hayden, so he wouldn't have to go aone. He's our friend. And in case you haven't
noticed, we're not exactly swarmed with so many friends that we lose count of them al.”

Ezralooked kind of ashamed. | felt proud of mysdf for volunteering and being such agood friend to
Hayden.

The morning bell rang and we walked up the steps and into school together, the three of us, ready to start
another day at Messetup.

But as the day wore on, my bravery started turning to a bad case of nerves.

What in the heck had | signed us up for? Maybe Ezrawas being chicken, but he had a point. Hayden
was doing thisto get into the Cruisers, but what were Ezraand | getting out of this nighttime misson into
the old abandoned factory?

If anything, we'd bethe losers. Becauseif the Cruisersredlly did let Hayden join once he completed the
mission, we'd probably seelessof him.

Hed have new friends. Cooler friends. Ezraand | would start looking like yesterday's lunch.

Swell. What had | gotten mysdif into?

Chapter Three

Aswe waked home from school, Hayden told Ezraand me what we had aready known was coming:
Hewas going to go for theinitiation into the Cruisers.

"If you guys don't want to come, | understand,” he said. "Buit thisismy big chance. If | get into the
Cruisers, it opensal kinds of doors. Including the door that leadsto Angela, maybe.”

| was hurt, but | stayed quiet.

| knew Hayden had a crush on Angela, and that she viewed him on about the same level as she viewed
the dead frog she had been forced to dissect in biology class last semester.

And it wasnt like | wasjedous, wasit? Well, wasit? Hayden was afriend, just afriend.

But at fourteen, things sometimesfed abit confused. I'd been noticing how tall held gotteninthe last
year, and theway hisbrown hair hung down aong the right sde of hisforehead dmost to hisright eye,
and how that was agood look on him.

Snap out of it, Abby, | told mysdif.

"So when are you going?' Ezra asked.

"Assoon asit getsdark,” Hayden answered. "I'll say I'm going over to Abby's house to study. Ezra, you
say that you are, too. Abby, you say you're coming to my house to study. Wel meet at the school, and
it's probably about a fifteen-minute walk from there to the factory. We get in, we get out, we go home.
End of story.”

"End of story," | repested.

Of coursg, it was actudly going to be the beginning of the story, not the end, but none of us knew that
then.

So we went home, ate dinner with our families, gathered our book bags, and met at schoal.

We had to take our book bags so our parents would think we were studying. But we didn't want to take
them to the factory because who knew what might happen there and we wanted to be able to travel fast
if we needed to.

So we went behind the school to the football stadium (the scene of Ezra's famous cheers), and stashed
our book bags under the bleachersin adark spot where no one would find them.

Hayden had estimated the walk to the factory correctly - abouit fifteen minutes.

Hayden and | were quiet aswe walked. | fdt alittle nervous.

Ezra, being Ezra, kept up anon-stop barrage of chatter. He told us this story about some teenage couple
that parks at alover'slane, and ther€'s this maniac with a hook instead of a hand, and he kills the boy
somehow and the girl drives away and when she gets to the police station the guy's hook is caught in her
door handle.



Or something like that.

"Ezra, will you please shut up?' Hayden said. We were anxious enough about going into this abandoned
factory at night, even without Ezrarattling on about amaniac who kills teenagers.

Thanks, Ezra. Way to be.

It didn't help that a thunderstorm appeared to be gathering force. Off in the distance we could see flashes
of lightning, followed afew secondslater by avery low rumble.

Thear smelled likerain.

The fence gppeared on our right. Through it, we could see the hulking shell of the abandoned building.

A full moon shone, giving uslight to see by, but the main thing we could see was that the building was
very dark. The grounds surrounding it were every hit as dark.

"OK, firgt thing. How do we get in?" | asked Hayden. "Are we going to climb this ten-foot fence?'

"I was hoping there would be an opening or abreak somewhere," he said. "Let's sart following it around
towards the back and look for away in."

Thelot was severd acres big. We walked away from the street, and without the sound of cars, we
seemed to be dl alonein theworld.

We peered at the fence as we walked, looking for ahole or something.

Ezrasaw it first. Not ahole, not abreak. A gate. A gate in the back.

It was chained and locked, but there was a gap where the gate met the fence. It was too narrow for most
adults to squeeze through, but three 14-year-old kids could makeit.

So in we went, one by one, squishing our bodies through the narrow passage.

Chapter Four

Once we were on the grounds, the factory loomed ahead of us. We still had no idea how we would get
ingde, or what Hayden could take for hisinitiation.

"lsntthis, like, steding?" | asked.

"Yeah, | thought of that before and it Started to bother me," Hayden said. "'l don't want to stedl. So |
came up with abetter plan. All Chip said | had to do was prove | wasin the factory. So | brought this."
He reached into hisjacket pocket and pulled out asmall camerawith a pop-up flash.

"Y ou guystake a couple of pics of me and, boom, we're out of here," Hayden said.

"Coadl," said Ezra. "Can | get my picture taken too?"

"Sure, Ez, if we havetime," said Hayden.

The thunderstorm we had noticed earlier was moving closer.

Thelightning was no longer an occasiond, blurry glow on the horizon, but sharp stresks of light
zigzagging across the dark sky. The thunder followed the lightning more closely now, meaning the slorm
was moving towards us.

By now we were up to the factory itself. The moon had gone behind a cloud, and it was darker than
dark.

"Anybody see adoor?" | whispered.

"l can't see my own hand in front of my face" Ezrasaid.

"Come on, guys, let's hurry thisup or were going to get wet,” | said. "Therésastorm coming.”

We came to what appeared to be aloading dock in back of the factory. There were lots of big green
barrels stacked up on their ends, piled about three barrels high. There must have been fifty of them.
Suddenly, the moon came back out and illuminated the scene.

"Y ou know, guys, those barrels don't ook ten yearsold,” | said.

"Youreright," said Hayden. "They look new. Why would there be new barrels stacked behind an
abandoned factory?"

| walked over and squinted at one. There was lettering on the side, and | could barely read it in the
moonlight:

CAUTION!! HANDLE WITH CARE!!

Property of RF Indudtries, Inc. Destination: Mato Grosso, Brazil,



South AmericaEXTREMELY TOXIC!

| read the wording aoud to Hayden and Ezra.

"And if that's not weird enough, guys,” | told them, "thislettering isfresh. It lookslikeit's been
spray-painted on thisbarrel in the past day or two."

We examined the barrels quickly. They dl bore the same warning, that the contents were toxic and they
were going to Brazil.

"Thisisared mysery," Ezrasad. "Better than the guy with the hook."

"Enough about the hook," Hayden said. "1 don't get this. Everybody in town thinks this place hasn't been
used for years, and heré€'s evidence that some company has been using it recently. Very recently.”
Helooked at Ezraand me.

"And if these barrels are slamped with a destination, maybe they're going to be shipped out soon,”
Hayden continued. "Maybe thisfactory isn't redly

abandoned.”

Needlessto say, we were al getting the willies about now. | suddenly had this strong intuition that
whoever had stored a bunch of barrels full of something poisonous would not want teenagers poking
around them at night.

"Let's get your picture taken and get out of here, Hayden," | said. "I don't likethis."

"But I've got to get ingde," Hayden said. "'l think | seeawindow," Ezrasaid. He waslooking up and
pointing.

Sure enough, athough there were no windows that could be seen from the road, there were afew up
high here on the back side of the factory. The lowest one was above the stack of barrdls. "I'm going in,”
said Hayden.

Chapter Five

"Y ou still want to go in, even though the factory isbeing used?’ | asked

"Look, Abby, weve goneto dl thistrouble,” Hayden said. "l just want to get my picture taken and then
well leave. It'smy only chanceto get into the Cruisers.”

"But one of uswill haveto go in with you to take your picture,” | said.

"Il go," said Ezra. He was very unpredictable. Afraid one moment, courageous the next.

Ezradidn't even wait to hear any more of my objectionsto what | thought was becoming avery
dangerous game. He started climbing onto the barrels.

Ezrawas smdll and light for his age, and moved quickly, picking hisway up onto the stacked barrelslike
asure-footed billy goat climbing amountain. In only afew seconds, he had reached the top.
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The window was only an arm's reach away.

That'swhen it happened, and it happened so fast Hayden and | didn't even havetimefor it to register.
Suddenly the barrels started moving. The bottom ones began wobbling, then the middle ones, then the
ones on top where Ezrawas standing. In a couple of seconds, barrels were flying everywhere. Ezrawas
fdling.

"Hellllppppppt” heyeled.

We didn't see the barrel that broke open. Maybe the top was |oose, or maybe Ezra, while kicking and
flailling in his panic, knocked the top off somehow.

It must have been one of the barrels that was stacked up on top, because suddenly Hayden and | were
drenched in some awful liquid.

It smelled like the pesticide my dad put out on the weeds in his garden. Only about a hundred times
stronger than that.

Ezra came tumbling towards us, right through the thick wave of goo that was flying out of the barrel. He
landed on top of Hayden, and the two boysfell to the ground.

Thisisawful, | thought. Thisisthe worst that could happen.

| waswrong.



Just then, abolt of lightning speared out of the sky. It crackled to earth and seemed to hit in the woods
behind the factory. It was s0 close that it lit up everything around us asif it was noon on asunny day at
the beach.

In the split-second of bright light, | saw Hayden and Ezralying on the ground. They were soaking with
the poisonous stuff from inside the barrel that had broken open.

| could fed that | was soaking wet with the same horrible stuff.

At dmog at the same ingtant the lightning hit, the thunder roared. The storm was upon us.

"Comeon guys, let'sget out of herel" | yelled.

"My initiation! My picturel” Hayden hollered back.

"Youidiot! Weve been drenched with something labeled toxic and we're in the middle of alightning
sorm!" | screamed. "We'rein danger of dying right now, and even if we survive the lightning, we may be
poisoned and get some hideous disease!”

They didn't need any more persuading. All three of ustook off running back towards the gate.

The lightning flashed around us. Then the rain started to fal. Thick, heavy drops- so many of them that it
was like being indde a car wash.

Normaly | don't like being out in therain, but it flashed through my mind that maybe this was the best
thing that could happen, that the rain would wash off al this poisonous goop that covered us. That had to
be good.

We reached the big iron gate - Ezrafirst, then Hayden, then me. Wewere dl in apanic, and people don't
adways behavewdl in apanic.

Ezrawas squeezing through the opening, and was halfway through with the gate pressed againgt his chest
and the fence pressed againgt his back. Hayden was pushing him, yelling a him to hurry.

| had somehow grabbed Hayden's hand and was holding on to it tightly.

Don't try to make anything out of me holding Hayden's hand. It wasn't the way a couple hold hands when
they're going together. | was so scared at that point | probably would have held the hand of
Frankengtein.

And that'swhen lightning hit the fence,

Chapter Six

I'd never been hit by lightning before,

I'd read newspaper stories about people who had been struck and who had lived, and people who had
been hit and died.

| was one of the lucky ones. So were Ezraand Hayden.

Wedidn't actually see the bolt that hit us. One moment we were al pushing up against the iron gate and
then the next moment there was this explosion.

That's the only way to describeit.

And then wewere dl stting on the ground. My earswereringing. | smelled something nasty, like burning
hair.

| looked at Hayden and Ezra, and they were sitting down, kind of stunned.

They didn't know what had hit them. Actudly, none of usdid right a that moment. It wasonly later, in
talking about it, that we figured out we'd been struck by lightning.

The lightning had trested the gate worse than us. It was pretty much blown right off its hinges. Now,
instead of a gate, there was an opening big enough to drive atruck through. (Little did we know at that
time that was exactly RF Industries plan - to drive atruck through the gate to pick up the mystery
barrels.)

We picked oursalves up dowly. Nobody said aword. It was probably just aswell, because my ears
wereringing so loudly that | couldn't have heard what they said anyway.

We started to run, through the open gate, back out to the road, and back towards the school. We
grabbed our book bags from their hiding place - fortunately the bleachers had sheltered them and they
didn't get wet - and headed for our homes.



Ezra's parents weren't home, so we went to his house. By the time we got there, we were exhausted,
gasping for breath from our long run, soaking wet from the rain, and till reeking of the chemicasthat had
been dumped on us.

"Man, | hope you're happy!" | snapped at Hayden.

"I'm sorry!" he pleaded. "I didn't know..."

| started to catch my breath and calm down.

"Nobody could have known. I'm sorry you didn't get your picture.”

"That's OK. I'm just happy to bedive."

Ezrawas quiet. No cheers, no hook-man stories, no nothing.

The next hour or so passed in kind of ablur. We stripped off our wet clothes. | got in the shower, and
borrowed Ezra's dad's bathrobe when | got out.

Ezrahad put al our wet, sinking clothesinto the dryer. Herealy should have put them through the
washer firgt, but we didn't havetime.

When they were dry, Hayden and | got into our clothes. They didn't smell that bad considering what they
had been through.

| walked home, only about five houses down from Ezra, and said hey to my mom and dad, who werein
the den watching TV.

Mom asked if 1'd gotten caught in the storm, and | said no. She looked and saw that my clothes were
dry.

| went upstairs, stripped, put on my pajamas, and dropped into bed. | was moretired than | had ever
beeninmy life, but at least my heartbeat was back to something like normdl.

Inthe middle of the night, | woke up feding funny. It was aredlly odd fedling, like my body wasdl
tingling. Likeit wanted to go someplace and | wasn't keeping up with it.

| took asip of water from my nightstand and tried to go back to deep, but | couldn't.

My face wastingling the most of all. It felt like someone was poking me with little pins - not hard, mean
pokes but tiny little gentle pokes, al a once, thousands of them on every squareinch of skin.

| got up to go to the bathroom that's connected by a door to my bedroom. As | walked past the mirror, |
turned on the bathroom light. What | saw totally freaked me out.

| looked just like my mother!

| mean, | was my mother. | had changed into her!

| had gained about forty pounds, and my pajamas were unbdievably tight, bulging at the seams. My face
looked forty years old, because it was my mother's forty-year-old face.

And without makeup. Man, talk about scary!

| stared at my reflection in the mirror. What had happened to me?

Chapter Seven

The bathroom light was harsh on my skin. My heart was racing again. How had | changed into my
mother?

| started gasping for air. | bent down and turned on the cold water, then scooped big handfuls of cold
water onto my forty-year-old face.

And that'swhen | woke up.

Holy QOil of Olay! | thought. It wasadream. A redly intense dream. | was ill in my bed, in the dark.
| jJumped up. | had to be sure.

| ran into the bathroom and hit the light switch. | looked in the mirror. It was me, Abby Moody, age
fourteen, an eighth grader a Messetup Middle School. Short brown hair, and al.

Not forty-year-old Eleanor Moody. Asmuch as| loved her, | redly didn't want to turn into my mom.
Just adream.

| went back to bed, fell back to deep, and did not dream again that night.

The next morning, Hayden and Ezraand | met up afew blocks from school. We agreed that we wouldn't
tell anybody the details of what had happened last night.



Either they wouldn't believe us, or they'd turn it into some way to make fun of us, getting doused with
chemicadsand struck by lightning.

"l don't know what I'll tell Chip," Hayden lamented. "I guess | won't get into the Cruisers now.

"Hey, why do they cdll themselves the Cruisers?' Ezraasked, " Cruising means driving around, and none
of these guys are old enough to even have alearner's permit. | think the only cruising they doisin

their heeds”

"I don't know, and it doesn't look like I'll find out,” Hayden said. He hung his head. The poor guy was
really dejected.

Aswe gpproached the steps leading up to the school door, the usua gang was holding court. Today was
apep raly, so Amanda, Angela, Kelly and Mariawere dl wearing their cheerleading costumes.

| noticed Hayden perked up alittle when he saw them, which didn't do my spirits any good.

"Hey, dudes, look what the cat dragged in,” said Kelly, and the otherstittered.

"If it isn't the Three Stooges, or two stooges and a stooge-ette,” cracked Amanda, looking at me.

My facefelt hot with shame.

"Hey-hey Hayden," caled Maria. "Did you accomplish your mission last night?"

Obvioudy Chip and the Cruisers had been sharing their planswith the girls. | didn't think the guysredly
had any intention of |etting Hayden in; | think they just wanted to find anew way to humiliate him.

If he had successfully brought back proof that he had been inside the factory, they'd have made up
reasonswhy they didn't believe him, and maybe sent him out for another "initiation.”

We walked past our tormentors and into the school. | was till troubled by the way Hayden had paid
more attention to the cute girlsthan to me. | made aquick stop in the girls rest room before my first
dass.

"Darnital," | wasthinking. "l hate those girls, but theresalittle part of methat wishes| waslike them.
Everybody would think | was so cool, and the boys would pay more attention to me. | wish | was more
likeMaria"

Suddenly | fet my body start to tingle. It wasthe sametingling fedling | had had last night in my weird
dream, but thiswas no dream. | was wide awake, and in the middle school bathroom.

| rushed to the big mirror above the sinks.

My short brown hair was changing color, getting lighter, blonder. And it was getting longer and thicker.
My facid features were shifting, like some specid effect in amonster movie.

| couldn't believe my eyes. | was morphing into Marial

Not just my face, but my body was changing, too. | fdt like | was growing a couple of inches. My ankles
were suddenly sticking out of the bottom of my blue jeans. My long-deeved shirt cuffsdidn't come dl the
way down to my wrists. My arms and legs were growing.

Within amatter of seconds, it was no longer Abby Moody |ooking back at me from the bathroom mirror.
It was MariaHill, nasty but popular cheerleader.

My brown eyeswere blue; my nose was shorter and alittle turned up at the end; my hair was blonde and
lustrous, like some mode in a shampoo commercidl.

| had morphed into my worst enemy.

"Maybeit'sadream, maybeit'sadream,” | kept telling mysdf.

But it was no dream thistime.

Chapter Eight

What the heck was | going to do?

| couldn't go to classthisway. Would | go to Abby Moody's classes or MariaHill's?

If | went to Marias there would be two of us. If | went to my own classes, I'd be marked absent, and the
teacher would ask Mariawhy shewasin thewrong class.

And what about after school? Could | just go home and say hey to my parents and tell them, "Oh, by the
way, | grew two inchesin twelve hours and completely changed my bone structure and my speaking
voice, but redly, it'sme, Abby, under thisskin.”



Even worse, anyone could walk into the bathroom at any minute and think | was Mariaand start talking
to me. What if my voice wasn't hers?

"Tedting, one, two, three," | said.

My voice was Marias, not my own. Even though my mind wasreding, | figured that if my body | had
somehow morphed into Maria Hill's, my vocal cords would be hersaswell, since they were a part of her
body.

But my mind, | redlized, was ill my own. | was Abby Moody's brain trapped inside Marias body.

| had to think fast. What had caused this?

Of course, stupid. The accident last night. 1'd been doused with some unknown chemical, then struck by
lightning, and within amatter of hours my body had changed.

It dl made sense, in ascary, weird, science-fiction kind of way.

But why had | changed into Maria?

Duh! Because | had wished to be like her!

So maybe, just maybe, if | wished to be Abby, | would change back into Abby. It wasn't much of aplan,
but it was better than going around as Mariaall day.

"l wish | was Abby Moody," | said out loud, in Mariadsvoice.

Again, | fdt thetingling al over. And, even fagter thistime, | started to change back into Abby.

It was like watching the process that had happened two minutes ago, only being rewound on aVCR.
And, boom, just like that, | was Abby again. School was ablur for the rest of the day.

During math, | wondered if thiswas a condition | could contral, or if it would just pop up a random,
maybein public. During English, | wondered if Hayden and Ezra had the same Situation, since they'd
been through the same accident.

While Mr. Ingles, my socia studiesteacher, droned on about the geography of South America, | worried
whether this condition was permanent or not.

"Mato Grosso, Miss Moody. Miss Moody? HelloT

It was Mr. Ingles, breaking into my thoughts.

"I'm sorry, what was the question?” | asked.

"Mato Grosso. Whereisit?' he asked again.

"I'm sorry. | don't know."

"Waéll, for your information, itsalargeregion in Brazil, aswell asacity found in that region. The areaiis
known for its thousands of square miles of beautiful and densetropical rain forests. Aswe have been
studying, the Amazon rain forests are crucia to sustaining life on earth. The trees there pump out vast
quantities of oxygen, which maintainsthe quaity of the atmosphere worldwide. Without the rain forests,
some scientists believe, life could become extinct on this planet.”

"Mato Grosso,” | thought. "That sounds so familiar. Where have | seen that name?”

But | soon started obsessing again about this morphing thing, and forgot al about Mato Grosso.

Which only goesto show, | guess, that sometimes you should pay attention in social studiesclass.

Chanter Nine

| couldn't wait until school was out and | could talk to Ezraand Hayden.

But | wanted to wait until we were somewhere safe. Knowing Ezra, if | told him about the morphing thing
while we were walking home, hed try it himself right there on the sdewalk.

And if he had the power, hed change into another person right out in public, where everyone could see.

| wasn't sure exactly why, but that didn't sound like agood idea. We needed to keep this secret until we
figured out what was going on.

So there we were, the three of us, finally, in my garage. | told them about my dream the night before, and
then about changing into Mariain the girls bathroom, and changing back into mysdlf.

Hayden and Ezralooked a melike | wasinsane.

"| think thelightning has scrambled your brains, Abby," said Hayden.

"Morelikefried," said Ezra. "Sunny side up. Thisisyour brain. Thisisyour brain on lightning."



"It happened, guys, it redly did," | ingsted. "And since you two had exactly the same experience as me,
you may have the same condition. Try it."

"OK, said Ezra. "1 wish | was, uhhh, I don't know. Who should | wish for?’

"Michad Jordan,” said Hayden.

But as soon as Hayden said the name, he started morphing.

He shot up in height, and his skin changed from pink to brown. His hair disgppeared, and within acouple
of seconds he was completely bald. An earring appeared on his|eft earlobe.

Hayden had become Michael Jordan!

His clothes looked ridiculous - afourteen-year-old boy's clothes on a huge man. His shirt had split open
and wasin tatters. His pants clung to him, just bardly, but his bare legs, heavy and muscular, stuck out
amog afoot below his cuffs.

"Oww, my feet!" wasdl Hayden could say.

Hisfeet had expanded within their shoes, which now pinched him. He bent over and quickly unlaced his
Sneakers.

Ezradidn't take long to want to play.

"l wanna be Dennis Rodman!" he shouted.

Instantly, the same transformation process occurred. Only in addition to becoming tal, black and
muscular, Ezranow had wild tattoos al over hisbody. His hair was bright orange.

"It works! Wow! | can't believeit!" they both started yelling a once.

"Quiet, you guys," | sad.

| explained to them that | wasworried, and | thought this had to remain secret until we figured out what
was going on.

If anybody found out, including our parents, we'd probably be whisked off to some hospital or medical
lab, where wed be studied like lab specimens. Our schoolmates, who weren't exactly kind to usright
now, would label usfreaks- and rightly so.

Wewerefresks Herel was, Abby Moody, standing in my garage, with Michael Jordan and Dennis
Rodman.

We had acquired the power to morph into other humans. We were some kind of Humanomorphs.
"Hey, let'sgo shoot some hoops” said Ezra.

"No, youidiots," | said, and | had to explain al over again.

Thistimethey understood.

Ezrawas particularly disappointed he couldn't go back to his house and practice dam-dunks on the
basketball hoop in hisdriveway, or walk over to school and sign autographs.

But he and Hayden understood my point about keeping this new power a secret.

"Hey Abby, | haveanidea," said Ezra. "Why don't you morph into Cindy Crawford."

| glared a him. | knew he wasn't redlly interested in seeing my morphing power. He just liked the idea of
hanging around with Cindy Crawford.

And I must admit, therewasasmall part of me that was tempted.

But | ressted.

"Get back to yoursalves, guys,” | told them. "Come on. Y ou've got to get home and hide those shirts
you've, uh, outgrown."

Reluctantly, they agreed, and morphed back into themselves. Now we werejust Abby, Hayden and Ezra
again. Somehow it didn't seem as exciting as being Cindy Crawford, Michagl Jordan and Dennis
Rodman.

But somehow, it felt safer. Asif maybe we had been playing with something we shouldn't be playing with.
The rest of the afternoon and night seemed terrifically boring. Homework, dinner, dishes, more
homework.

| called Hayden on the phone, but we were awkward, not knowing whether to talk about the morphing,
or what to say.

In the middle of the night, | woke up again, feding the sametingling that sgnaled a morph.

Another nightmare, or ared morph?| didn't



know.

| went into the bathroom, turned on the light,
looked inthe mirror.

Looking back a me was the face of Ezra.

Chapter Ten

"Oh please, oh please, oh please,” | said to mysdif, "let this be adream.”

It was Ezras voice talking.

Thiswas cregping me out big time.

BRRRRRINNNNNNGGGGG went my aarm, and | woke up. As Abby Moody, in my own bed. |
didn't even haveto look in the mirror, | knew | was me.

But | dso knew that the morphing nightmareswereno fun at all.

| had no idea how this power worked. Sincedl | had to do was think about somebody to become him
or her inred life, what if | dreamed | was somebody and becamethem in redl life and not just in my
dream?

Did that make sense? If it didn't, that was OK, because nothing else did, either.

At school, | concentrated on not wanting to be anybody else.

It was hard. If someonetellsyou over and over, "Don't think of ablue eephant, don't think of ablue
elephant,” sooner or later you're going to think of a blue eephant.

The last thing | wanted to turn into in the middle of classwas a blue ephant. Or Angela. Or Cindy
Crawford. Or anybody.

Frankly, | wasredly sarting to hate this morphing power. The potentia for public humiliation

was just too grest.

Onthewak home that afternoon, Hayden and Ezraand | compared notes. Hayden was having the same
fedings | was. He wanted to morph into amovie star, or the President of the United States, but he
realized there were so many drawbacks. The clotheswouldn't fit right. Maybe he would be discovered
and taken away somewhere for experimentation.

| was glad Hayden and | were on the same

wavelength.

Ezra, however, was on his own wavelength. Radio Ezra, we sometimes cdled it - hisown little sgnd that
only he can hear.

Aswe waked, hetold us about his day.

He had passed the schoal office in the morning, and he had overheard one of the secretaries say that
Principa Klonk had called in sick that day.

That had given him avery Ezrarish idea.

Heleft school and went outside, strolling nonchalantly until he was outside the principa's window. He
peeped in through the blinds.

The office was empty, the lights off. Sure enough, no Klonk.

Ezratried the window. It was unlocked. Who was going to have the guts to sneak into the principal’s
office through the window?

Hayden and | knew who would have the guts, or the stupidity.

Quickly, our buddy had climbed ingde the office. He had shown at least aglimmer of intelligence, and
redlized he would need adult clothes.

Klonk had alarge bureau in one corner of his office, which Ezrahad seen on one of histripsto the office
for adiscusson of what Klonk caled Ezra's "dtitude problem.”

Ezra opened the bureau and presto! change-o!

There was aspare suit, shirt and tie that Klonk kept, apparently in case of emergency. Maybe he'd need
itif somekid spilled Coke dl over him in the cafeteriaand he had ameeting with the school board in the
afternoon.

Ezralocked Klonk's office door from the inside, stripped down to his underwear and put on Klonk's



clothes.

| had to hand it to the boy, considering he was doing something extremely stupid and dangerous, he was
showing some good planning.

Then Ezramorphed into Principal Klonk. Helooked in the mirror, and he was Klonk. He spoke afew
test words, and Klonk's voice came out.

He unlocked the office door, and stepped into

the outer office.

Ms. Frost, Klonk's secretary, about had a heart

attack, Ezratold us.

"Mr. Klonk gr," she stammered. "1, |, | thought you weren't coming in. | didn't see you come

in"

"Oh, wdll, | got to feding better and thought I'd comein,” The Ezra-Klonk person told her. "Y ou must
have stepped away from your desk when | walked by."

"Y ou have severd gppointmentstoday, sr,"

Ms. Frogt told him.

"Cancel them, Ms. Frog," Ezrasaid. "'l have severd mattersthat need my immediate attention. Please
bring me the permanent student record of Ezra Parker. HE'sin eighth grade.”

Hayden and | were stupefied as Ezra continued his story.

Once he had his own student record, Ezralocked his office door, or Klonk's office door, and went
through thefile carefully.

Hetook out severd pages of disciplinary actions and records of detentions - not everything, hetold us,
because that would have been suspicious. Just enough to makeit look better.

He changed afew grades, but only afew, he said. No one was going to believe he was suddenly a
sraight-A student.

Ezra pushed the red button on the intercom on his desk, the way he had seen Klonk do it.

"Ms. Frogt," he said, "please send for Mr. Grossman. | want to see him immediately."

"He'steaching gym,” Ms. Frost replied.

"l said | want to see himimmediately,” Ezrasaid, raising hisvoice. "Get him out of class.”

A few minutes later, Mr. Grossman appeared in his T-shirt and shorts, with hiswhistle still around his
neck.

Mr. Grossman and Ezra had along-running feud, with Ezraaways on thelosing end. Ezrawould say
something smart-adlecky, and Mr. Grossman would order him to do twenty push-ups.

Then Ezrawould make bel ching noiseswhile he did the push-ups, and Mr. Grossman would order him to
do ten lgps around the gym.

And on and on it went.

Well, Ezragave poor Mr. Grossman quite the lecture that morning. He told the gym teacher to quit
picking on Ezra Parker, and that young Parker was a particular favorite of Mr. Klonk's. He said he was
going to ask Ezrato report back to him if Mr. Grossman was mean to him.

And hetold Mr. Grossman that if he didn't follow these ingtructions, he might find himsdlf looking for
another job.

The gym teacher was dumbfounded. He nodded silently and walked away.

Ezrawas donein Klonk's office, wondering what to do next, when he heard Ms. Frost's voice.

"Why Mr. Klonk! What are you doing here? | thought you were insde your office."

It wasthe redl Klonk!

And he was heading for Ezra. Klonk was about to come face to face with his exact clone, and Ezrawas

trapped.

Chapter Eleven
"What happened? What happened?' | shrieked at Ezra as we walked home.
"l ducked into his bathroom," Ezrasaid.



"He has his own bathroom in there?' Hayden asked.

"Yeeh, sure" said Ezra. "Hesthe principd.”

Ezraknew that it was agamble, that Klonk might have to use the bathroom, but he aso knew he couldn't
stay sSitting there at Klonk's desk.

Fortunately, held | eft his Ezra clothes on the bathroom floor. Even more fortunately, Klonk stayed in his
office only afew minutes, then left.

Ezra heard the office door shut. Then he flew out of the bathroom clutching his clothes, and practically
jumped out the window.

Hejogged, as Klonk, to the boy's bathroom, and locked himsdlf into astall. Then he morphed back into
Ezra. He stepped out of Klonk's auit, leaving it in apile on the floor, and put on his own clothes.

For the rest of his career at Messetup Middle School, Mr. Klonk would wonder how his suit, shirt and
tie had gotten from his bureau into the boys bathroom.

And he also wondered why Mr. Grossman acted so strange around him.

"That's exactly the kind of stuff I'mworried about,” | told Ezra. | was glad to see Hayden nodding in
agreement. We had both enjoyed the story thoroughly, and even had a bit of admiration for Ezras
cleverness.

"Nothing happened,” Ezrasaid. "'l got away withiit."

"But what if you had gotten caught?' Hayden asked. "How would you have explained it? Once they had
your parents in there, and maybe some cops, and maybe a psychiatrist, and they're al pressuring you,
how long could you last before you broke down and told them about me and Abby and what happened
at thefactory?'

Ezradidn't have an answer. He seemed shocked that hisfriends had turned on him instead of
gppreciating his great adventure.

"Plus, Ezra, we don't know how thisworks," |

sad. "What if you morph into someone and you get stuck?'

"Y ou sound like my mom," Ezrasaid. "When | waslittle | used to practice crossing my eyes, and shed
tell meif | did that they might get stuck that way."

"Well, that'sjust mom-talk," | said. "Were dedling with something here we don't understand. Y ou think
I'm not tempted to morph into one of my favorite TV stars, or somebody cool just to see what it'slike?
But we don't understand this process. What if the morphing power suddenly wears off while I'm
someone el se?

"Then Abby Moody would ceaseto exis.”

Whoa Assoon as| saidit, | redized | hadn't even thought it through that far. The more you thought
about it, the scarier this morphing power was.

Chapter Twelve

That night, | had no nightmares. Thank goodness. | was scared enough of redlity.

And redlity was about to get alot scarier.

It was another typical day at Messetup Middle School. Cool kids hung out on the steps, full of hot air
and their own self-importance.

Bad boys hung out in the bathroom, spreading the bizarre rumor about the kid who'd found the
principal’s clothes the day before.

Brainiacs sat in their seats like good little brainiacs, blah, blah, blah.

During third period, my life changed. Again.

The intercom squawked to life: " Abby Moody, please report to the principal’s office. Abby Moody,
principd's office.”

| had never been called to Klonk's office. Was this in connection with Ezras prank? 1t had to be.

| got up dowly and walked to Klonk's office.

Ms. Frost showed meinside.

Klonk was seated behind his desk. Standing next to him was atall man. He was dressed like afunerd



director - black suit, -black shoes, white shirt, dark tie. His hair was short and nestly trimmed. He wore
avery serious expresson.

"MissMoody," said Mr. Klonk, "thisis Specia Agent Burke of the Federal Bureau of Investigation.
Pease st down.”

The FBI! Holy smokes and good gadzooks, the FBI!

Why werethey calling mein instead of Ezra? He was the one who had impersonated the principal. | sat.
Burke started talking.

"MissMoody," he said. "On the outskirts of this city there is an abandoned factory. At least most people
think it is an abandoned factory. Actualy, it isatop-secret plant, owned and operated by the
Department of Defense. Now, what they are doing there is none of your concern. But my concernisthis
Have you been there recently?'

| was stunned. What should | say? A secret Department of Defense plant?

"MissMoody?' prompted Principa Klonk.

"Uh, uh, what makesyou think | wasthere?' | asked, sdling for time.

"Surveillance cameras,”" said the FBI agent. "We have ingtaled very smdll video cameras on top of some
of the fence poststo keep arecord of anyone who tries to breach security. Three nights ago, three
teenagers broke into the grounds through a gate. We are unable to identify two of the teenagers because
the camera couldn't quite get their faces. But we were able to identify the third person, Miss Moody - or
rather your principa was able to when we showed him the picture.”

| held my breath and waited. Then the FBI man continued.

"It wasyou."

| was caught. Nailed. No way out.

"I'm sorry,” | blurted out. "It was me. We didn't even go inside the factory, we were just messing around,
| swear."

"l think it'stimel caled Miss Moody's parents and had them comein,” said Principa Klonk.

"That won't be necessary,” said Agent Burke. "I'll take Miss Moody down to the police station, and well
cdl her parentsfrom there.”

The police station? Oh, my gosh, thiswas beyond awful, beyond disaster! What was | going to do?
"Excuse me, Agent Burke," said Principa Klonk, "but that's highly irregular. Thisgirl isastudent here;
she's only fourteen years old. While | understand the gravity of what she hasdone, | don't think it's
necessary to take her to the police.”

All right! Klonk to therescue! Go Klonk!

Having my parents called in suddenly seemed not too bad an option, compared to being hauled down to
the police sation.

"The police are working with us," Burke replied. He seemed to be getting tense. "And your involvement
with thisisnow over. Thisisofficia government business. Come dong, young lady.”

Burke stepped towards me and pulled me out of my set.

"Now see here," said Klonk. "Y ou can't yank a student a my school around like that.”

| couldn't believe this. Klonk and the FBI agent were arguing!

"We're done here," said Burke quickly. He turned to Klonk: "I advise you to forget this matter
happened.” And holding my arm, he marched me out the door.

"I'm calling your superior!" Klonk shouted.

"l wouldn't advise that," Burke answered grimly on hisway out the door. By now we were moving past
Ms. Frost's desk.

We were waking down the hall towards the school exit when Burke's cell phone rang. He plucked it out
of hisjacket pocket.

"Wallace here," he answered. He kept hisgrip on my arm.

Walace! | thought his name was Burke. Was one hisfirst name and the other hislast? Or was hisredl
name Wallace?

"Yesdr, | have one of them,” Burke/Walace said into the phone. "WEell be there shortly. The
prearranged spot.”



Inaningant, it dl fell into placein my head.

Thisguy wasn't areal FBI agent. He had faked being one to fool Mr. Klonk. Maybe he even had shown
him afake badge, for dl | knew.

But the real FBI wouldn't just yank akid out of school over the principd's protest. They would reassure
theprincipd.

Now he said his name was Wallace, not Burke. And instead of saying he was taking meto the police
gation, he was taking me to some "pre-arranged spot.”

Hedidn't work for the FBI. He worked for whoever was making toxic chemicals at the factory. What he
was doing wasn't part of law enforcement. It wasn't even legd.

Hewas kidnapping me!

Chapter Thirteen

If I could just get away, | thought, | could go home and confess everything to my parents - the trip to the
factory, the accident, the morphing.

They could call the FBI and seeif therereally was an Agent Burke. If therewas, and | wasin trouble, I'd
have my parentswith me instead of being adone with aguy who might be an FBI agent, or who might be
working for . .. wdl, | didn't know, and | didn't want to find out.

| had to get away. | had to morph.

"Excuse me, please, sr,” | saidinawhiny voice. "l redly, redly have to go to the bathroom.”

"Y ou can go a the gtation,” he growled.

"Please, gr," | said. | couldn't give up. | saw the girls bathroom coming up on our l€ft. "I'll just bea
minute”

"Y ou're coming with me, kid," he said. He was being alot meaner now than when he had been with Mr.
Klonk. A regular meanie.

The bathroom door was beside me. | jerked my arm hard, and it popped out of hisgrasp. | turned and
ran into the bathroom.

| was counting on one thing. Thiswas aschool, and class wasin sesson. Students and teachers came
andwent inthe hdls.

No way would this guy, whoever he was, risk barging into the girls bathroom.

If hewasaread FBI agent, hed wait, knowing there was no place for me to go but out the same door I'd
just gonein.

If hewasn't an FBI agent, he still couldn't risk having anyone seeing agrown man go into the girls
bathroom.

Pretty clever, Abby. Except that now | was trapped in the girls bathroom, with Mr. Meanieright outside
waiting for me.

| ducked into astall and locked the door.

What teacher was about my size? | had to morph into somebody my size so the clothes would fit, and it
had to be ateacher, because he would believe an adult more than another kid.

Miss Jensen! Math. She was about five-foot-three, my size, and about a hundred and ten pounds, about
my weight.

| willed mysdlf to become Miss Jensen, and ingantly felt the tingling that Sgnaded amorph coming on. My
body changed, became more womanly, but stayed the right size within my clothes.

| undung the book bag 1'd been carrying the whole time and pulled out the navy blue pullover sweeter my
mom aways made me carry in caseit suddenly got cold for no reason.

Chalk one up for mom'’s paranoia about the weather!

| dipped out of my long-deeved shirt. Underneath | was wearing a"Dawson's Creek" T-shirt. | pulled
the swesater on over the T-shirt, and stashed my book bag behind the toilet, out of sight. I'd have to come
back for it later.

| looked in the mirror. | was Miss Jensen - about thirty years old, with long black hair. The sweeter
helped melook different. Maybe Mr. Meanie wouldn't notice the jeans and Nikes were the same.



It wastime for the ultimate tet.

| stepped out of the bathroom. Meanie was standing right there.

"Excuse me, may | help you?' | asked in Miss Jensen'svoice.

"Specia Agent Burke with the FBI, maam," he said. I'd fooled him!

He reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out a piece of folded legther that looked like awallet and
flipped it open. | caught aglimpse of an identification card and abadge. But then heflipped it closed and
put it back in his pocket.

Maybe that's the way real FBI agents showed their ID. Or maybe he didn't want people to look too
closdy.

"I'm escorting afemale student, Abby Moody, on FBI business," he said. "Did you see her in there?'
"Yes, Abby cameinwhilel wasinthere” | lied. "She said to tell you she was sorry, and sheld beright
That seemed to reassure him, and | walked away. | had outsmarted a kidnapper! With alittle morphing
help, of course.

What to do now, | wondered.

| had to warn Hayden and Ezra. Even though Mr. Meanie had said | was the only one he could identify, |
had afeding hewasaliar.

Maybe he would go after one of the others next.

Since | was ateacher, | could walk around Messetup Middle School fredy. Well, | could walk
anywhere except into Miss Jensen's class.

That would freak her out, to see mewalk in asher.

| knew Hayden had math third period and Ezra had gym. | went to Hayden's math class, opened the
door, and bold as you please, said to histeacher, "Excuse me amoment, | need to have aword with
Hay-den."

It worked. Hey, | was ateacher. Why wouldn't it work? His teacher excused him and Hay-den came out
intothe hall.

"It'sme, Abby," I whispered.

"Huh?' was dl Hayden could manage. He didn't get it.

"I'm not Miss Jensen,” | whispered. "I'm Abby. Therestrouble. We need to get Ezraand talk."

Findly, Hayden understood. We walked quickly to gym class, where | sprung Ezra free with no problem.
Mr. Grossman was being very respectful towards Ezrathese days. He even called him Mr. Parker.

We hurried out an exit onto the school grounds.

"I thought we weren't supposed to morph,” Ezrasaid, confused.

"Thiswasdifferent,” | said "Thiswas an emergency. But | redly want to change back. If someone sees
me, they'll think I'm Miss Jensen and ask me why I'm not teaching my class.”

There wasn't any placeredlly private for me to morph out in the parking lot, but there was a big tree over
to onesde. | made for the tree, with Hayden and Ezrafollowing.

"Y ou guys get on either Side of meto block anybody'sview," | instructed them.

| got behind the tree, and my two best friends flanked me. | quickly morphed back into mysdif.

We walked back to the parking lot. | was starting to tell them that | thought it was time we told our
parents what had happened. We needed real help

now.

We didn't notice the dark blue van with the smoked windows that pulled up slently nearby.

"I think | was dmost kidnapped,” | told them.

"By who?" asked Hayden.

"By me," said Mr. Meanie. The door of the van had opened. Wallace/Burke/Mr. Meaniewas Sitting in
the passenger seat. Another guy who looked just like him was driving.

The"FBI agent” was pointing agun right & us.

"Gamesover, kids," he said. | had thought his voice was mean before, but now it was downright crudl.
"Getinthevan," hegrowled. "Now."



Chapter Fourteen

We had no choice. The gun was pointed right at us. The tone of Mr. Meani€'s voice told me he was
ready to useit.

Wegot in thevan.

"Boyson theoutsde, girlieinthemiddle” Mr. Meanie said.

We scrunched into the back seat. He hopped out, did the door closed, and locked it. The driver pulled
out of the school parking lot.

"How did you do that back in the bathroom, Miss Moody?" he asked.

Ingtinctively, | knew it would be avery bad ideato tell him about the morphing. We were going to have
to try to escape, and being Humanomorphs might be our only way out. If they knew about it, they'd be
watching for it.

| answered his question with aquestion of my own.

"Where are you taking us?" | asked.

Weadl three knew. The factory. It had to be.

The driver spoke up. "She never answered you, Wallace."

So hisnamewas Wallace, not Burke. And he definitely _wasn 't an FBI agent.

"Yeah," said Wallace. "How did you get out of that bathroom?”

"Through awindow,” | told him. "I climbed out."

| figured Wallace didn't know if there were windows in the girls bathroom or not. Hed have to accept
my bluff.

"Our parents are going to come looking for us," Ezra spoke up. ™Y ou're gonna get busted for
kidngpping.”

Swell, Ezra, | thought. Get him al mad.

"Y ou 're gonna get busted, kid. Busted in the mouth. Shut up.”

We were driving down the highway towards the factory. On foat, it had taken us fifteen minutes. In the
van, it took lessthan five.

Wetook aroad off the highway before we got to the factory, and drove around towards the back.
Behind the factory, we saw that the gate that had been

blasted off by lighting had been fixed. And now aguard stood duty.

He waved the van through the open gate. We parked in back, not far from where the barrels were
stacked.

| glanced out the window and saw they had been re-piled. Not only that, but there were more of them.
There must have been way over ahundred barrels now.

Whatever their concerns about us violating the factory's security, they were still making the poisonous
chemicas

"Everybody out," said Wallace. He had the gun aimed at us as he marched us up to the building.

What had appeared to usin the dark to have been ablank wall turned out to contain a camouflaged
door. There was no knob, just adot, but you could see the outline of the door.

Thedriver pulled out what looked like acredit card, did it in, and the door opened.
Wewereinsdethefactory.

| had kind of hoped we'd be ableto tell what the big mystery was. Maybe we would see the chemicas
being made. Or maybe there would be a big sign explaining what they werefor, | thought.

Duh, Abby.

But we found ourselvesin aplain hal. Soon Walace had marched usinto a plain room with awooden
table and severa chairsand nothing else.

"Sit," he said, asif we were dogs. But he had the gun. We sat.

Thedriver pulled out awalkie-talkie, thumbed a button, and spoke. "We have the threein Room A, sir.”
There was a crackling response, but | couldn't quite understand it.

In acouple of minutes, athird man waked in. He was obvioudy the boss of Wallace and the driver, and
maybe of the whole operation.



Hewore awhitelab coat, gold wire-rimmed glasses, and hisdark hair was cut close. His eyes|ooked
cold behind the lenses.

"Wallace, Shawn," he said to the two men. "Stick around. But I'll take it from here.”

"Welcome," he said to us, but you could tell he didn't mean it. Y ou must be MissMoody," he said to
me. "And you two," he said to the boys, "please tel me your names.™

Ezraand Hayden were trembling, they were so afraid. They didn't know what to say.

"Tdl meyour namesimmediady!" the man shouted.

"Ezra Parker," Ezrasquesked. "And what's yours?"'

Good ol' Ezra. Dumb ol' Ezra. Thiswasn't aguy we wanted to antagonize.

"My nameisn't important,” he said. "But you can cal me Mr. Frank."

"I'm Hayden Manchester,” said Hayden.

"And what were you doing at my factory three nights ago, Mr. Manchester? The truth, please. And |
have agreat ded of it on videotape, so don't upset me by lying."

So Hayden told Mr. Manchester the story about the Cruisers initiation, and how we'd squeezed through
the gate. He told about Ezra climbing the barrels, the chemicas spilling, and how we ran away.

He mentioned the lightning in passing. But he didn't mention the morphing. Smart boy. Way to go,
Hayden.

Mr. Frank was quiet for afew moments, lost in thought.

"What am | going to do with you three?’ he said finally. It wasn't a question he wanted answered. He
wasjust thinking out loud.

"If I let you go, you'll go straight to the police and tell them everything," he mused to himsdif. "If | kill you,
therés going to be alot of problems covering it up.”

If hekilled us? Thiswas an option for thisguy? Let usgo or kill us?

| had to speak up, but my voicefelt very tiny.

"Please, sr. We didn't redlly see anything. We're just kids. We don't know what's going on. Theres no
reason to kill us."

"Yeah, she'sright,” Ezraand Hayden chimed in.

"Life gets so complicated,” Mr. Frank said with asigh.

"Shawn, Walace," he snapped to the two men. "Go get some rope and tie these three to their chairs. |
don't want them going anywhere while | decide what to do with them. Tie them very tightly."

Shawn left and returned immediately with rope. Wallace held his gun on uswhile Shawn tied usto our
chairs.

Shawn tied my hands behind my chair. He roped my anklesto the chair legs, and wrapped severa layers
of rope around my waist. | could barely move.

As soon aswe were tied up, Wallace and Shawn |eft the room.

We sat alone, awaiting our possible desth sentence.

Chapter Fifteen

"Hey, Cruiser-boy," Ezrasaid to Hayden, "I really appreciate this mess you've gotten usinto.”

"Shut up, Ezra," | snapped. "Thisisn't the time for sarcasm. We've got to get out of here. Thisisred -
and scary.”

"What are we gonnado?' asked Hayden.

"Weve got figure out away for the morphing power to get us out of these ropes, first of adl,” | said.
"But if we morph into another person, welll till betied up,” Hayden said.

"lI'vegotit!" Ezracried.

Without even explaining hisidea, Ezragtarted to morph. We watched as hisfacia features changed,
becoming larger and sharper. His hair shrunk to acrew cut.

But it was his body that went through the most amazing transformation. It grew tremendoudy as he sat,
bound, in hischair. His muscles began to bulge and ripple.

Within seconds, Ezrahad morphed into Arnold Schwarzenegger, the strongest man he could think of .



Therewas only one problem. Hewas il tied to hischair.

Infact, he wastied s0 tightly that the ropes were cutting into hisfantastically muscled body.

"I thought | could break the ropes,” Ezrawheezed, hislungs constricted by the ropes. Instead, he had
meade his Stuation worse,

Suddenly | knew what to do.

"Y ou went the wrong way, Ezra," | said. "We don't want to get bigger, we want to get smaller!”

"How small?' Hayden asked.

"Small enough that we can dip out of the ropes. Smal asatoddler.”

Instantly, | wished to become as small as my three-year-old nephew, Mait. | felt thetingling as| started
to shrink.

Within seconds, my clothes were huge on my smdll frame, and the ropes hung loosdly.

"I'm thinking of atoddler, but I'm not shrinking!" Ezrawailed.

"Me, too," Hayden said.

"Y ou're probably just thinking of atoddler in generd,” | said. "The morph gpparently works only when
you think of a specific person. Remember when you guyswere over a my house and met my nephew
Mait? Think of Matt!"

In amatter of seconds Ezra and Hayden began to shrink, too. It took Ezraalittle longer because he had
to shrink down from Schwarzenegger Sze, while Hayden only had to shrink from fourteen-year-old boy
Sze

But soon dl three of uswere exact duplicates of my nephew Matt.

"Thank goodness our minds stay the same even though our bodies change," | said. "If our minds became
three years old also, wed probably just stay here and play with the ropes.”

"Let'sget out of here," said Hayden.

"Firgt let's morph back into ourselves” | said. We couldn't move asfast astoddlers.

Fortunately for us, Shawn and Wallace had seen no need to lock the door, since they had tied us so
securely. We dipped quickly out into the hall and tried to re-trace our stepsto the exit.

Next stop, the police station.

Then | heard something. | motioned to my friendsto stop.

It was Mr. Frank's voice.

"...theddivery," hewas saying. "Yes, it'still onfor tomorrow."

| put my finger to my lipsto shush my friends.

| looked up, and | saw an air vent in the ceiling. Mr. Frank was in an office somewherein the factory
talking to someone, but his voice was traveling through the ventilation system.

Asbadly as| wanted to get out of there, | also wanted more hard information to take to the cops and
our parents so they'd believe us.

"The flight to Mato Grosso takes twelve hours,” Frank's voice said. "As soon asthe first batch of
chemicasarrive, they'll be ready to spread. Have you hired the spraying plane to spread the RF
compound?’

Pause.

"My best guessisthe vegetation starts dying within forty-eight hours. Within aweek, nothing isleft dive.
Then the congtruction can gart.”

Another pause.

"I'll expect to see my payment by the end of the day, or the RF compound doesn't get shipped down
there. And you can't go forward with your plans without the compound.”

Another brief glence.

"How many acres?' Frank asked. Hiswas the only voice we could hear, so he must have been on the
phone.

"How many do you want to kill? One barrel should cover at least athousand acres."

My head was spinning as| tried to put it al together.

Frank was shipping something called RF compound - that must be the toxic stuff in the barrels outside -
to Mato Grosso in Brazil. There, asbest as| could understand, a plane would spread it on the tropical



ranforest.

One barrel would kill athousand acres of rain forest - and there were more than ahundred barrels
stacked outside. For dl | knew, the factory was making even more.

Whoever Frank wastaking to - probably someonein Brazil - wanted to build something. But that could
only happen once the rain forest was dead

We hadn't just gotten oursalvesinto ajam. We had stumbled onto a plot that could disturb the natural
balance of the planet!

Chapter Sixteen

"Let'sget out of here," Hayden said.

I'd heard enough, and | agreed.

We ran down the hal and hit the door we thought was the exit. We had no plan about how to get past
the guard at the gate.

But the door we pushed open wasn't an exit. We found oursalves in another room. Along onewall there
were lockers, sort of like our lockers at Messetup, only larger. In the middle of the floor there were
benches. It reminded me of the changing room for gym class.

"Swell," said Ezra. "Wrong room." He started back towards the hall.

"Wait aminute," | said. "Maybe there's something in those lockers that could help us.™

| ran to the lockers and started flinging open doors. Some lockers were empty, but many contained
clothes on hooks and hangers. Maybe the workers at the factory changed clothes here and put on specid
suits so they could work with the chemica s without becoming contaminated.

"I have anidea, guys" | said. "Look for men's suits.”

We picked through the lockers quickly and found two men's suits. But there were only two. Then Ezra
opened alocker and pulled out ajanitor's uniform, a set of gray coverals.

Welad them out on the floor to get an ideaof their size.

"Now think of aman you know about this size that you can morph into,” | told them.

"But who hasto wear the janitor's outfit?' asked Ezra.

"You do," Hayden and | said smultaneoudy. "Y ou found it, you wear it."

Ezragrumbled, but he didn't protest anymore.

Fortunately, my dad was about the size of one of the suits, and | started morphing into my own father.
Firgt | had dreamed that I'd morphed into my own mother, and now here | was morphing into my own
fether.

Hayden morphed into his Uncle Leroy, an overweight guy 1'd seen over a Hayden's house a couple of
times, usudly gtting on the sofadrinking abeer.

Hayden and | looked at Ezrain astonishment. He wasn't Ezra anymore.

Hewas Principa Klonk. Again!

"Ezra" | hissed. "Thisisno timefor your goofing around! Werein serioustrouble.”

"I'm not goofing around thistime. Klonk istheright size for thisjanitor's outfit."

Sure enough, hewasright. Asmuch asit bothered me, Ezragot to be Principa Klonk again. And Klonk
dressed asajanitor, no less.

Even when Ezrawasn't trying to turn things topsy-turvy, he somehow managed to.

"OK, Ezra" | said. "But no joking around."

Soon Hayden and | were suited up, with our necktiestied, sort of. (Being agirl, | had never learned to tie
anecktie, and mine looked pretty pathetic when | checked in the mirror. But hey, | was escaping, not
trying out to be amale modd in amagazine ad.)

What a strange trio we made: my dad, Hay-den's Uncle Leroy and Principal Klonk dressed asajanitor.
At least we didn't ook like the three teenagers that everyone inside the factory would soon belooking
for.

| took adeep breath. "Let'sgo,” | said.

We went back into the hall and looked around, trying to figure out the way to the exit.



After some pointing and whispering, we set off to our left. We found a door and pushed it open and were
greeted by sunlight. Blessed sunlight.

We were outside!

"Thereésthe gate," Hayden said. "Let'sjust walk right up there like were important guests on our way
out, and maybe the guard won't ask too many questions.”

We walked across the factory grounds towards the gate. As we approached, we saw the guard raise a
wakie-takieto his mouth.

"Thisisguard post Onereporting in. | have three unidentified mae adults approaching. They are not
wearing authorization badges. Request ingtructions. Over."

Ratd

"OK, guys," | whispered to my friends as we kept walking. "Theré's only one way to play this. Walk right
up to the guard, look innocent, and when we get close to the gate, run like you've never run before.”
The guard'swakie-talkie sputtered and crackled with static ashelistened to it.

The gate was afew feet ahead of us, ill open.

"Now!" | yelled, and the three of ustook off running.

We were suddenly aware that we hadn't chosen the best bodies for running. My dad is, he says, "only"
forty-one and he jogs, so | wasin pretty good shape.

But Hayden's Uncle Leroy wasin hisfiftiesand the only exercise I'd ever seen him get was by pushing
the buttons on the TV remote control. And Principal Klonk wasn't going to be entering any marathons.
Weran, but it was hard work. We hit the open gate, wheezing and gasping like the middle-aged men
whose bodies we had morphed into.

"Hat!" the guard shouted.

Just then, we heard an darm go off ingde the factory. It sounded like the kind you hear in amovie when
aprisoner has escaped from jail.

That was us - prisoners who had escaped from ajail.

Now they knew we had escaped. And they would come after us soon.

Chapter Seventeen

We burst through the gate and made straight for the thick woods behind the factory.

We could hear the guard yelling and the darm blaring. The guard wasn't chasing us, though. Maybe he
hadn't gotten the order to abandon his guard post and come after us.

Into the woods we ran, our lungs bursting, our legs heavy. These middle-aged bodies were the pits, |
thought.

It had to be even worse for Hayden and Ezra. Hayden's face (actualy his Uncle Leroy'sface) was asred
asatomato, and he had only run afew hundred yards.

"Jugt alittle further, guys, and well find ahiding place” | said.

Wefinally found agood place to rest, behind ahuge tree that had fallen. We could squat behind it and
not be seen.

We gasped for air.

"Man, that was close," said Ezra. "This body isworthless. I'm gonnamorph back into Schwarzeneg-ger.
Or Michael Jordan. Somebody who can run."

"Dontdoit," | said. "If you do, your clotheswon't fit. Plus, we don't want to call too much attention to
oursalves. Michadl Jordan waking down the street is going to attract massive atention - particularly
Michael Jordan dressed asajanitor.”

"So what do we do now?" asked Hayden.

"I've been trying to get to my parentsdl day,” | said. "If | can explain it to them, and make them believe
me, we can go to the police. Then | think welll be safe.”

Hayden interrupted me.

"Abby," hesaid. "L ook at your hands."

| did. They were my own hands - Abby Moody's hands.



Thenit hit me. | wasn't Abby now; | was my dad.

"What'sgoing on?' | asked. "How'sthe rest of me?"

"The rest of you lookslike your dad," said Hayden. "But your hands have changed back to Abby's"
"Ohno," | said. "The morph iswearing off!"

| concentrated hard on being my dad, and watched as my handstingled and changed back to man's
hands. That was close.

But what was happening? Were we losing the power?

"My legsfed weird," said Hayden.

He pulled his pants up from his ankles. We looked at his bare legs below the knee. They weren't Uncle
Leroy'slegs. They were Hayden'slegs.

| told him to concentrate on returning to Uncle Leroy. Thiswasn't any time to be going around
half-and-haf, like some sort of mutant. What if our faces started to change, but only halfway?
Weweren't out of the woods yet (so to speak). We might still need the morphing power more than ever.
Besides, our parentswould never believe usif we couldn't demondtrate.

But from everything | could tdll, it was wearing off.

Chapter Eighteen

"Let'shead to my house," | said. "Well find a private spot and morph back into ourselves before we tell
my parents. Y ou guys can call your folks and have them come over and well get the whole story out
once and for dl. Maybe then welll be safe.”

We had to double back through the woods. We could hear sounds off in the distance like maybe people
were looking for us, so we crept quietly.

The sun had gone down by now. It had been hours since I'd been called into the principa's office and
met Wallace, the fake FBI agent. It was amost dark.

We madeit out of the woods, and soon we were back on the main road that led from RF Industries
back into town.

Night had fallen by the time we reached my street. Only one block to my house, and safety.

| had gotten over my earlier fearsthat if people knew about our morphing power, they'd label usfreaks,
and maybe send us off to some lab to be poked and prodded by scientists.

All of those fears faded away in comparison to being kidnapped at gun point, tied to a chair and
interrogated, and having someone say he was serioudy weighing the possibility of killing us.

Hey, bring on those cheerleaders, | thought. Let them cal me afreak. I'll morph into one of them - and
that will freek her out.

There was my house, just ahead.

And there, parked outside my house, sat a dark blue van with smoked windows.

It was parked near astreet light. We could see the tailpipe vibrating alittle, asign that the engine was
running.

That meant Wallace and Shawn werein the van, and probably not in my house, asking my parentsalot
of questionsthey would have ahard time answering.

"Do you seewhat | see?" asked Hayden.

"Not good. Not good at all," said Ezra

"But they're looking for three kids," said Hay-den. "We're adults, if you'll notice.”

"Maybenot,” | said. "The guard could have given them the description of how welook now. Let'sgoto
your house, Hayden."

We turned around and walked back up the street. The men in the van who were staking out my house
hadn't seen us.

A quick cut-through, and there was Hayden's house.

There was another van, parked in front of Hayden's house.

Maybe Wadllace and Shawn had split up. Or maybe Mr. Frank had a security staff with lots of men, and
we'd only met two of them.



Wed told Frank our names back in the interrogation room. He'd figured out where we lived. And he was
waiting for us.

Seeing the vans parked outside Hayden's house and my house was extremely creepy. It was now
completely dark.

| looked at my watch: It was after 9 p.m.! My parents were going to start freaking out wondering where
| was.

But if | tried to get home, | would never make it. Whoever wasin that van would intercept me and take
me back to the factory before | could even scream for help.

And if we went to the factory another time, | had afedling we wouldn't be coming out again.

"My house?' asked Ezra.

"What do you think the odds are there will be avan parked outside your house, too?" said Hayden.
"The police gation,” | said.

We started jogging towards the police station downtown, trying not to panic. RF Industries was suddenly
everywhere, and we knew they had one goal in mind - to make sure we didn't tell what we knew. At any
cost.

The police station cameinto view as we rounded a corner.

So did the dark blue van with smoked windows parked right outside, its engine idling.

"Oh, nor | moaned.

"Couldn't we somehow get past the van and into the sation?' said Hayden. "Once we were insde, wed
be safe while we told the cops what was going on."

"Not achance" | said. "He'sright in front of the station. We can't get by him.”

They had staked out our parents houses and the police station. We were trapped in the bodies of
out-of-shape, middle-aged people, and we'd been running and walking for more than an hour, so we
wereredly sarting to hurt.

And there was evidence that our morphing power might be starting to fade or go wacky on us.
Thingslooked hopeless.

Chapter Nineteen

Think, Abby, think, | told mysaf.

What could we do? How could we tell people about RF Industries?

We couldn't just walk into some store or ring someone's doorbell and start babbling about kidnappers
with guns who were going to poison the Amazon rain forest. No onewould believe such atae.

We had to be believable. We had to get the word out. How could we do it?

Then | had anidea. It wasrisky. It was complicated. It would take alot of nerve. Plusit would involve us
splitting up, and | didn't like that much. There was safety in sticking together.

But it was our only hope.

| told the guys the rough outline of my plan. Some of it could be planned in advance, and some of it we
would have to make up as we went along.

They agreed it was our best chance.

Weturned and |eft the street corner near the police station and the van and started walking again.

Man, was| sick of waking.

It was funny, we were in the bodies of adults, but we couldn't drive. Even if we had acar, our brains
were till fourteen years old and hadn't taken driver's ed yet. We'd probably crash before we got two
blocks - particularly if Hayden and | were dumb enough to let Ezra behind the whed.

Ezradriving acar. It was ill two yearsaway, if we madeit out of thisdive. But | still shuddered at the
thought.

Finally, after it seemed like we had been walking forever, | saw it: WHUM-TV, Channd 12. The TV
dation.

Thelocal TV newswould be broadcast a 10 p.m. The entire city would be watching, snce WHUM was
theonly TV dation in our town.



If my plan worked, the entire city would learn about RF Industriestonight at 10 in avery specia news
broadcast.
It was now 9:45 p.m.

Chapter Twenty

Of course, we couldn't just walk right into the station and say, "Excuse us, wed like to get on the news
right away to talk about a conspiracy to destroy the rain forest and how some bad guys threatened to kil
three innocent teenagers.”

TV dations had security guards. We'd get about one sentence out and we'd be back on the street.

And for al we knew, there were more dark-blue vans with smoked windows cruising around.

So we had to use alittle bit of trickery. And alot of morphing.

| found an alley besidethe TV station that was darker than any darkness I'd ever seen before. That
suited me perfectly, Snce | needed to morph again without being seen.

| thought of the TV news anchor, John Smiley.

Soon | felt thetingle and, boom, | was John Smiley. The suit 1'd taken from the locker back at the factory
didnt fit perfectly, but it fit well enough.

| walked back around to the front of the station and marched through the front door.

"Good evening, Mr. Smiley," said the security guard. "1 thought you'd come in acouple of hoursago, sr."
Hey, | liked being a TV news anchor. People treated you with respect.

"Just stepped out for abreath of air,” | lied. "Timefor the news." And | strolled on into the building.

Of course, | had no ideawhere | was going. | knew, sort of vaguely, that there must be some sort of set
with abig desk andaTV cameraor two pointing at the desk. And | figured that was probably where the
real John Smiley was, getting ready to read the newslive.

But | couldn't go to the set yet and have John Smiley suddenly see himself wak in.

Thetimewas 9:48 p.m.

| walked quickly down ahal, hoping I wouldn't meet anyone. They'd want to know why | was
wandering around instead of getting ready to read the news.

Findly I found what | was looking for - adoor to an office marked "Generd Manager.”

Since there was at least one security guard on duty, nobody locked their doorsinsde the building. | held
my breath, took a chance and opened the door.

The office was empty. | had guessed right. The general manager, who must be the boss of thewhole TV
dation, went hometo hisfamily instead of staying around till 20p.m.

The generad manager's name was Greg Roberts, according to the nameplate on his desk. | walked past
the desk to the window, which opened onto the back of the TV station. | opened it and whistled.

While | had been finding my way here, Ezraand Hayden had been waiting. They came running and
climbed through the window.

"Where's apicture of thisguy?' asked Hay-den. He knew he had to look at a photo to copy Greg
Roberts looksfor his morph.

"Hereon thede," | said, pointing to a picture of some guy posing with awoman (hiswife, duh) and
three smdl children.

Hayden picked up the photo, gazed at it, and morphed into Greg Roberts, genera manager of WHUM.
| looked at my watch: 9:50 p.m. Ten minutesto go.

Ezra spoke up. "Why do | have to be thejanitor?' he asked, for the tenth time since | had explained the
plan.

"Yourethelookout,” | told him. "Now go find amop and a bucket and get out to the |obby and be the
lookout."

"But why can't one of you be the janitor?'

"We don't havetimeto change clothes,” | explained. "I've got to be on the air in less than ten minutes,
Ezra, and I'm not redly sure how I'm going to do it. Now get out to the lobby and start mopping!”
Ezrawas muitering to himsdlf as heleft Greg Roberts office.



It was 9:52. Ezrahad cost us two minutes. Timeto get moving.

Chapter Twenty-One

| turned to Hayden.

"Y ou've got to get Smiley off that set and keep him off for at least five minutes,” | said. "Ten minutes
would be better. Do whatever you have to do, but don't let him back to that anchor desk. Remember,
Hayden, you're not Hayden. Y ou're Greg Roberts, the generd manager of thisTV dation. You're
Smiley'sboss. Y ou can order him around. He hasto do what you say.”

"Gotcha," said Hayden. "Don't worry, Abby, | won't let you down." And Hayden I€eft the office.

That wasthelast | saw of my two friends for about twenty minutes.

After we had finished our jobs, we met behind the station, and headed for home. On the way, each of us
told our storiesto the others. I've woven all the storiestogether here to give a sense of the way
everything happened.

Hayden told us that he had no ideawhere the anchor desk was, and the TV station wasfull of twisting
hallways. He saw ayoung woman walking towards him and had a brainstorm.

"Excuseme," hesaid to her. "I'm just on my way to the news room to talk to John Smiley. Would you
please comedong?'

Shelooked alittle puzzled, but instantly answered, "Of course, Mr. Roberts."

They both stood there.

"Y ou go ahead and lead the way," Hayden said. "I'll just be right behind you."

The woman looked even more puzzled, but set off towards the newsroom, with the fake general manager
acouple of steps behind.

He saw the sign on adoor up ahead: "WHUM Anchor Set. Do NOT Enter WhileRed Light Is
Hashing."

Therewasred light, like apalice car Sren, mounted on thewadll. It wasn't flashing. That would only be
turned on when the news was going out live, to prevent people from going into the room and disiracting
the anchor while he was reading.

Hayden walked in. Smiley was Sitting at the anchor desk, reading a piece of paper quietly.

"John, can | see you amoment in my office?'

"Greg? What are you gtill doing here? | thought you'd gone home," said the anchorman, puzzled.

"I came back cause we redlly need to talk," said Hayden. "Right now."

"It'sfive minutestill wereon,” said Smiley. "Can't it wait?'

"No, it can't,” said Hayden. "It will only take aminute.”

"Well, yourethe boss," said Smiley, and got up and followed Hayden back to Greg Roberts office.
Meanwhile, Ezra had gone off in hisjanitor's uniform. He found a maintenance closet with one of those
big buckets on wheds. It wasfull of dirty water, and there was a mop stuck down iniit.

Hetook it from the closet and started whedling it towards the lobby. "Why do | dways get the dirty
work?" he muttered to himsdif.

He set up his bucket in the obby and was swirling his mop around aimlesdy. The dirty water was making
thetilefloor dirtier, not cleaner, but the security guard ignored him.

As helooked out the glass front door, Ezra saw adark blue van pull up in front of the station.

Two men got out, dressed in suits.

Neither was Wallace or Shawn, but they could have been their cousins. One had his hand ingde his suit
coat, the way Ezra had seen bad guys do on TV when they're about to pull out agun.

They walked up to the front door and knocked. The security guard opened the door.

"The ation is closed, gentlemen,” the guard told them. " Please come back tomorrow."

The man in the suit drew a pistol and stuck it right up the guard's nose.

"The station is open, pd. Step back,” he said.

"Comeon," hesad to his partner. "We got areport they may have comein here."

The clock onthewall said 9:57.



Chapter Twenty-Two

| had been lurking in the hallway, keeping my face down so no one could seeit.

When | saw Hayden and the redl John Smiley leave and head for Greg Robertss office, | started
towards the set.

| waited for about aminute, took a deep breath and walked in.

"Hey, that wasfast, John," | heard adeep male voice call out. | couldn't see anyone though.

"What did Robertswant?"' the voice asked.

| till couldn't see anyone, but felt like | should answer. " Oh, nothing. Y ou know Roberts."

| heard laughter. At least everyone here was seeing me as John Smiley, anchorman, and not Abby
Moody, fourteen-year-old girl, scared half out of her mind.

Asmy eyes got accustomed to the bright lights, | looked around. | moved to the anchor desk and sat
down in the big comfortable chair.

| peered through the lightsthat were dl over the place. Lights hung from the ceiling. Lights were set up on
metd poles. All of them were pointing right at the spot where | was seated.

| looked up, and saw awindow. It was set into the rear wall of the studio, high up, and was long and
narrow. | could understand now where the voice had come from. That must be some kind of control
booth where the news director or producer sat.

"Put your ears on, John,” the voice said.

Put my earson? What did that mean?

| was being given aningruction, and | didn't know what it meant. But John Smiley would have known. |
wasin danger of blowing my masquerade.

Then | looked down at the desk. There was alittle piece of plastic that looked like ahearing aid. It was
attached to acord. | thought back to when I'd watched the news at home. Sometimes, you could see
one of these earpiecesin the anchor's ear.

| picked up the earpiece and stuck it in my right ear, draping the cord so it was behind me and the
cameracouldnt seeit.

Hey, | wasbehaving likeared pro! Thistimel didn't hear the voice in theroom, justin my ear.
"Oneminuteto air,” John,” the voice said.

Chapter Twenty-Three

While | was gtting down in John Smiley's anchor chair, the red John Smiley was standing in Greg
Roberts office.

He was talking to Hayden Manchester, age fourteen, but he thought he wastalking to his boss.
"Sowhat'sup, Greg?' asked Smiley. "Let'smakeit fagt.”

"Uhhh, how'sthe family?' was al Hayden could think of to say.

"How'smy family?' repested Smiley, angrily. "Y ou cdled me off the set five minutes before air to ask
about myfamilyT

Hetook a deep breath. After al, thiswas his boss.

"My family'sfine, Greg. And yours?'

"Oh, they'refine, fine" said Hayden.

Smiley glanced a the clock on Roberts officewall.

"Uh, Greg," hesaid gently. "It'sone minutetill air time. | haveto be onthe s&t."

"Oh, that clock isfast," Hayden said, thinking quickly. But he had run out of thingsto say. He had no idea
how to keep Smiley in hisoffice.

He had to say something.

"Uh, John, | called you in here because | have some bad news,” he said at last. "Y ou'refired.”

At the same time that Hayden wasfiring the anchorman, Ezrawas watching the armed security men from
RF Industries break into the station to try to stop us.



The station's security guard threw his handsinto the air and started stepping backwards.

He doesn't look like he's going to play the hero tonight, Ezra thought. So it'sup to me.

The two men paid no attention to the janitor asthey started walking briskly acrossthe lobby. Ezra
reached down and grabbed the bucket of dirty, soapy water with one hand and pushed. It fell to itsside,
and gross water gushed out, galons of it, covering thetilefloor.

The men hit the water. They were wearing street shoeswith dick soles. Their legsflew out from under
them, and they landed on their backs.

| sat up straight in the anchor chair. A camerawas whedled up so it wasright in front of me. Under the
camerathere was ascreen with words onit. | read the words silently to myself:

"Good evening, and welcome to Channel 12 News at 10. I'm John Smiley. Now for our top story
tonight..."

So thiswas how the anchorman knew what to say, | redized. Wdll, | was going to haveto ddliver a
different top story than the one the station had planned.

| looked down and saw my hands.

Oh, no, | thought, not nowl

They had changed back into Abby hands! | was John Smiley, anchor, with ateenage girl's hands on the
endsof my arms.

| didn't have time to worry about morphing my hands. | had to concentrate on what | was about to say. |
hoped no one would notice my hands.

"Five secondsto air,” said the director, "and four. Three. Two. One."

Hewasslent. A red light came on the camera that was aimed at my face.

It wastimefor the news!

Chapter Twenty-Four

Aswe waked home, we continued telling our stories of what had happened to us.

Ezrasaid that after the two guysfrom RF Industries dipped and fdll in the dirty water on the lobby floor,
they had tried to get up.

But Ezra, playing like he didn't know what he was doing, held hismop out so it was pardld to the floor
and turned around, pretending to look at something else.

As heturned, the mop handle turned with him, and caught one of the guys behind the legs as he was just
getting to hisfeet, but before heredly had hisbalance.

Hefdl again, and without thinking grabbed at the other guy, pulling him down.

The security guard watched what looked like a Keystone Kops display and finally sprang to life. He took
severad quick steps towards the guy that had been armed with the gun.

He had dropped the gun, and it lay in the soapy water.

The security guard picked it up and held it on the two from RF Industries. With the other hand, he
reached out to the reception desk, picked up the phone and dialed 911 for the police.

The security guard looked at Ezrathejanitor.

"Nice work, buddy," the guard said. "But | haven't seen you around here before. Where's Phil, the usual
night janitor?"

"Uh, he'ssick," Ezrasaid. "Excuse me." And he dashed out of the lobby back towards Greg Roberts
office

Now it was Hayden'sturn to tell.

He explained that he had told the real John Smiley he wasfired because that was the only thing he could
think of serious enough to make John forget about his newscast.

And it worked.

"Smiley couldn't believeit," Hayden said. "l redlly fdt sorry for the guy. He was angry, and kept
demanding to know my reasons. | couldn't think of areasona TV gation would fire an anchor, so | just
hemmed and hawed around.

"Then he got redly sad,” Hayden continued. "He started begging to keep hisjob. | figured the best way



to keep him in my office wasto keep him talking, so | just let him talk, and | listened. After about ten
minutes, | told him | had changed my mind, and that he wasn't fired after dl. He looked at melike | was
nuts, and then burst out of the office and started running for the anchor st.

"But by then it was 10:10, and it wastoo late," Hayden concluded.

"l didn't know how long | had,” | told Ezra and Hayden. "So when the red light came on, | started just
blabbing: "Good, evening, I'm, uh, John Smiley, for uh, Channel 12 news. And, uh, thisisredly
important.”

After sumbling through thet, | started to relax.

"Y ou know that abandoned factory on the outskirts of town? It's not abandoned. It's being secretly used
by acompany cdled RF Industries, and they're manufacturing toxic chemicas. They're going to send
those chemicals to be dumped on the Amazon rain forest and kill thousands of acres.

"Thefirst shipment goes out tomorrow. It's very important that the police send as many cars and officers
asyou can to the back of the factory, arrest everyone you can, and stop this plot.

"Oh, and one last thing. Thisisfor the parents of Ezra Parker, Hayden Manchester and Abby Moody. |
saw your kidsalittle while ago, and they're sorry they're late coming home, but they're safe and they'll be
home soon. So don't worry."

Of course, while | was saying dl this, the producer was going nuts, screaming into my earpiece. " John!
John! Stick to the script! What are you saying

| had to take the earpiece out to concentrate. | don't think that made him very happy.

By thetime finished, the red light on the camera had gone off. That probably meant | was no longer on
thear.

| jumped up out of the anchor chair.

"Excuseme, | think I'm sick,” | shouted.

"Y ou're more than sick, Smiley!" the producer shouted. "Y ou're nuts. What the heck wasthat al about?
We cut you off and went to acommercia right after you said that to those kids parents.”

"It'sdl true!" | yelled, and ran off the s&t.

Chapter Twenty-Five

We had done what we had set out to do. But we had no ideaiif it had worked.

What if the police weren't watching the news? What if everyone thought poor John Smiley had suddenly
lost hismind and started raving madly on live TV about the Amazon rain forest and the old factory?
When we turned the corner onto my street, we saw one thing that re-assured us. There was a police car
parked in our driveway.

Ezra's and Hayden's parents cars were aso there. But no van.

"We better morph back into ourselves before we face this," | told Ezraand Hayden. We cut into a
neighbor's back yard where it was very dark, and started the morph.

Every time before, the morph had felt easy. Nothing to it.

Thistimeit was hard.

| had to concentrate very hard on becoming Abby Moody again. | looked at Hayden, and his brow was
wrinkled, like he was thinking hard, too.

But dowly he changed, and so did Ezra, and so did |, back into three eighth graders at Messetup Middle
School.

"Did the morph fed different to you?' | asked them.

"Y eah, like my body didn't want to morph,” said Hayden

| told them what | suspected - that our powers were wearing off. And | told them what | thought that
meant - that if we successfully morphed again, we might not ever be able to get back to ourselves.
Maybe it was time to stop being Humano-morphs.

Wewaked up to my house. All our parents were there, and they were hafway nuts. Wed been missing
ever snce school let out, and they had dready called the police to ook for us.

Then John Smiley, the news anchor, had read our names on the TV news.



They wanted an explanation. So did the police.

So | told them. Some of it, anyway.

| told them everything except the morphing part, because for somereason | still wanted to hold onto that
asour little secret.

When | got to the part of Mr. Meaniein the van holding agun on us, | thought my mom was gonna have
astroke.

Then | had to invent alittle. | said that after we'd escaped from the factory, we figured we had to warn
the town, and the best way to do that was through TV news. So we went to the station and saw John
Smiley outside, and told him, and he put it on the news.

It sounded pretty believable. If the police ever questioned Smiley closely, our story wouldn't stand up.
But then Smiley's story would sound even more ridiculous. Hed claim his genera manager pulled him off
the s, fired him, then un-fired him, al in ten minutes.

What's more, his producer and the crew would al swear that Smiley had only been gone for ten seconds,
not ten minutes. And there was the fact that, while Smiley claimed to be in Greg Roberts office,
thousands of people had seenhimliveon TV.

Only they hadn't seen Smiley. They'd seen me, in my television debut. And no one but Ezraand Hayden
and | would ever know it.

The more| thought about it, though, the more | thought Smiley would probably support our story and say
it was him who had derted the whole town to the danger at the factory.

That was the only way he would get any credit for it.

Chapter Twenty-Six

The policetold usthat there had been a TV playing in the station, and when they heard what Smiley (that
IS, me) was saying, they sent apatrol car to the factory.

The police officer saw movement and suspicious activity, and radioed for help. Soon about six cop cars
had arrived at the factory.

It appeared that everyone involved had been arrested, and the barrels of toxic chemicals had never been
shipped to therain forest.

Everyone was exhausted. Hayden and Ezra's parents took them home. My folks hugged me over and
over and finaly | went to bed.

Thistime | dreamed | was Hitler. | knew it had to be adream, and that | hadn't really morphed into
Hitler. | got up, went to the bathroom, turned on the light, looked in the mirror.

Sure enough, Hitler's face looked back at me.

My hair was black and combed down across my forehead in adant. | had that ugly little mustache, like a
black paintbrush, under my nose.

When | looked at the rest of mein the mirror, it got freakier. | was till me from the neck down. | was
Abby Moody with Hitler's head!

| ran cold water and splashed it on my face. | looked back at the mirror.

Sill Hitler.

| pinched my arm severa times. | didn't wake up.

My mom'svoice called from her bedroom, "Abby, honey, isthat you? Areyou up? It's3am."

| wasn't dreaming. | waswide awake and | knew it.

| had morphed into Hitler. Wasthismy find morph?

Chapter Twenty-Seven

| had to change back - particularly if my Mom was going to come and investigate.

| had donealot of explaining tonight, but explaining why | was standing in the bathroom with Hitler's
head on top of my body . . . wdll, | didn't think there was enough explanation in the world for that.

| concentrated on turning back. | felt thetingle, only very faint. My face blurred.



Everything e se faded into the background as | stared at the mirror into the eyes of the most evil man who
ever lived.

Come back, Abby, | thought over and over.

The mustache quivered, then started to fade. Thetingling increased. The black hair started turning brown.
| was becoming Abby again.

Inlessthan aminute, | was back to Abby. My mom never had gotten up.

That was as close as| ever wanted to come to getting stuck as someone else. | vowed never to morph
agan.

The next day, on the way to schooal, | told Ezraand Hayden about Hitler. They said I'd been dreaming.
Wewalked on.

It was another day at Messetup Middle School, but not atypical day.

Aswe approached the steps, everyone was staring at us and pointing, talking in small groups. The
brainiacsweren't in their seats; the bad boys weren't in the bathroom. They were dl outside.

Waiting for us.

Newstravelsfast. When the TV anchor reads off the names of three eighth-graders, right after he's
warned the city about athreat to poison the rain forest, news travels through the eighth grade at the
speed of light.

People gathered around us, asking questions. Teachers wanted to know if wewere dl right.

We made our way through the mob and saw Angela, Maria, Kelly and Amanda - the loathsome
foursome. They tried to pretend they didn't care, that they were better than that, but eventuadly they
broke down and joined the crowd of people who wanted to hear al about it.

Themorning bell rang, and everyone headed into school. Ezra pulled Hayden and me aside.

"Listen, Hayden, thisisimportant,” he said. "This afternoon, when we al get out of class, | want you to
distract Angela. Get her away from her friends.”

"How come?" | asked. "Ezra, please, we've been through so much. Thisisn't the time for some morphing
prank.”

"Doit for me" Ezrasaid. "For al weve been through.”

"OK," said Hayden. "I'll distract Angdla.”

Asthe school day dragged on, people findly got tired of talking about what had happened to us. We
were cool for awhile, the kidswho had stopped the poisoning of the rain foret, but then things got back
to normdl.

Thefina bell rang. | met Hayden and Ezra on the front steps.

Ezra had gotten along raincoat out of hislocker, even though it wasn't raining and it wasn't that cold. It
came down dmost to hisankles.

Radio Ezra. Operating on his own frequency.

"Theresheis" he said to Hayden, pointing et Angela.

Hayden walked over to the four cheerleaders, right past Chip. The two boysignored each other.
"Excuse me, Angela, do you have aminute?' Hayden asked politely.

Normally Angelawould have said "Hit the road, creep,” and made her friendslaugh. But she must have
thought maybe Hayden was going to tell her some part of our adventure that no one else knew about.
Hayden put an arm around Angelas shoulder as he led her away from the group. Any other time, this
would have led to a punch in the somach, but Angelamust have been dying to get some detail that no
one else knew, so she could lord it over everybody else.

As soon as Angelawas out of sight around the comer of the building, she re-appeared. Only now she
waswearing thisredly ugly raincoat that came down amost to her ankles.

Asshewalked past, | grabbed her arm.

"Ezra, isthat you?' | hissed. "Youidiot!"

"It'ssort of me," hewhigpered. "'l could only morph my head. Y ou'reright, the power isfading fast.
Underneath the coat, I'm till Ezra. But from the neck up, I'm AngelaKdls, princess of Messetup.”
Ezrawalked up to Amanda, Kedly and Maria.

"What on earth are you doing wearing that skanky coat?' Mariaasked.



"l wascold,” said Ezra, in Angelas voice.

"Anyway, never mind the coat,” she continued. "I've got something important to confessto you dudes,
my very best buds"

"What? What?' the three cheerleaders asked in unison. They al leaned in.

"I can't keep this secret for another second,” said Ezra. "'I've had this crush on this boy for ayear now.
Thisguy isso avesome, hejust takes my breath away. If he asked meto go steady with him, I'd doitin
aheartbeat."

"Who?Who?' they asked, sounding like abunch of owls. "Isit Chip? Mike? Who?"'

"It's EzraParker," said the person everyone thought was Angela. "1 have the most mgjor crush in the
world on Ezra Parker."

Thethree girlslooked horror-stricken, asif Angelahad suddenly whipped out aroad kill skunk and
thrown it a them.

"EzraParker?' said Kdly. "Eecenmwwwi” She made amoation like sticking her finger down her throat.
"That'sright,” said thefake Angela. "And | want the whole school to know. | want the whole world to
know! | have acrush on EzraParker! | love EzraParker! In my diary at home, I've practiced writing
'Angela Parker' over and over athousand times!”

He was shouting at thetop of hislungs.

The steps were crowded with students. They al stopped their conversations and looked at AngelaKells,
the most popular girl in school, confessing her love for Ezra Parker.

"Ezral Ezral | loooooooove you!™

Amanda, Kdlly and Mariastared at their friend, speechless.

"Well, I'mglad | findlly got the nerveto tell you dudesthat,” the fake Angdasaid. "I didn't think I'd have
the courage. | hope | don't suddenly get cold feet and start telling you that | didn't mean it, thet | redlly
don' like Ezra

"Onelast thing," EzralAngelatold the cheerleaders. "If | start denying | said this, I've just gone shy again
about my fedings. | want you dl to go make big sgnsand put them on my locker, saying 'Angelal.oves
Ezra’ Evenif | tear them down and beg you to stop, promise methat you'll put fresh Ssgnsup every day
for therest of the year. Promise methat, will you dudes?'

"Wepromise" sadthegirls.

"OK, gottarun. Back inaminute.”

And Ezradashed away.

He later told methat he just barely morphed his head back into his own red head. He was behind the
gym, concentrating hard on becoming Ezraagain, and he missed what happened next, when theredl
Angela came back and re-joined her friends.

"Hey dudes, what's up?’ the real Angelaasked. They just stared at her.

But Ezradidn't misswalking by Angelaslocker every day for the rest of the school year.

And every time he walked past, he laughed.
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