R L. Stine: The Haunted Mask (Goosebunps #11)
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"What are you going to be for Hall oween?" Sabrina
Mason asked. She noved her fork around in the brig
ht yell ow macaroni on her lunch tray, but didn't t
ake a bite.
Carly Beth Cal dwell sighed and shook her head. The
overhead light on the |unchroom ceiling nade her
straight brown hair gleam "I don't know. A witch,
maybe. "
Sabrina's nouth dropped open. "You? A wtch?"
"Well, why not?" Carly Beth denmanded, staring acros
s the long table at her friend.
"I thought you were afraid of witches," Sabrina re
plied. She raised a forkful of macaroni to her nou
th and started to chew. "This macaroni is nmade of
rubber," she conpl ai ned, chewi ng hard. "Rem nd ne
to start packing a |unch.”
"I amnot afraid of witches!" Carly Beth insisted,
her dark eyes flashing angrily. "You just think I
'ma big scaredy-cat, don't you!"
Sabrina giggled. "Yes." She flipped her black pony
tail behind her shoulders with a quick toss of her
head. "Hey, don't eat the nmacaroni. Really, Carly
Beth. It's gross." She reached across the table t
0 keep Carly Beth fromraising her fork.
"But |'mstarving!" Carly Beth conpl ai ned.
The | unchroom grew crowded and noi sy. At the next
table, a group of fifth-grade boys were tossing a
hal f-full mlk carton back and forth. Carly Beth s
aw Chuck Greene ball up a bright red fruit rollup
and shove the whole sticky thing in his nouth.
"Yuck!" She nade a disgusted face at him Then she
turned back to Sabrina. "I amnot a scaredy-cat,
Sabrina. Just because everyone picks on ne and —"
"Carly Beth, what about |ast week? Renenber? At ny
house?" Sabrina ripped open a bag of tortilla chi
ps and offered sonme across the table to her friend.
"You nean the ghost thing?" Carly Beth replied, fro



wni ng. "That was really stupid."
"But you believed it," Sabrina said with a nout hfu
| of chips. "You really believed ny attic was haun
ted. You should have seen the | ook on your face wh
en the ceiling started to creak, and we heard the
footsteps up there."
"That was so nean,"
her eyes.
"Then when you heard footsteps com ng down the sta
irs, your face went all white and you screaned," S
abrina recalled. "It was only Chuck and Steve."
"You know |'m afraid of ghosts,” Carly Beth said, b
| ushi ng.
"And snakes and bugs and | oud noi ses and dark roons
and —and witches!" Sabrina decl ared.
"I don't see why you have to nake fun of ne," Carl
y Beth pouted. She shoved her lunch tray away. "I
don't see why everyone always thinks it's so nuch
fun to try to scare ne. Even you, ny best friend."
"I"'msorry," Sabrina said sincerely. She reached a
cross the table and squeezed Carly Beth's wist re
assuringly. "You're just so easy to scare. It's ha
rd to resist. Here. WAnt sone nore chi ps?" She sho
ved the bag toward Carly Beth.
"Maybe 1'l|l scare you sone day," Carly Beth threate
ned.
Her friend | aughed. "No way!"
Carly Beth continued to pout. She was el even. But
she was tiny. And with her round face and short st
ub of a nose (which she hated and w shed would gro
w | onger), she | ooked nmuch younger.

Carly Beth conpl ai ned, rolling

Sabrina, on the other hand, was tall, dark, and so
phi sticat ed-| ooki ng. She had straight black hair t
| ed behind her head in a ponytail, and enornous, d

ark eyes. Everyone who saw t hem toget her assuned t
hat Sabrina was twelve or thirteen. But, actually,
Carly Beth was a nonth ol der than her friend.
"Maybe | won't be a witch,” Carly Beth said though

tfully, resting her chin on her hands. "Maybe |'l]
be a disgusting nonster with hangi ng eyeballs and
green slinme dripping down ny face and —"

A loud crash made Carly Beth scream



It took her a few seconds to realize that it was |
ust a lunch tray hitting the floor. She turned to
see Gabe Moser, his face bright red, drop to his k
nees and start scooping his lunch off the floor. T
he I unchroomrang out with cheers and appl ause.
Carly Beth hunched down in her seat, enbarrassed th
at she had screaned.

Her breathing had just returned to nornmal when a s
trong hand grabbed her shoul der from behi nd.

Carly Beth's shriek echoed through the room
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She heard | aughter. At another table, soneone yelle
d, "Wy to go, Steve!"
She whi pped her head around to see her friend Stev
e Boswel |l standing behind her, a m schievous grin
on his face. "Gotcha," he said, letting go of her
shoul der.
Steve pulled out the chair next to Carly Beth's an
d lowered hinself over its back. H's best friend,
Chuck Greene, slammed his bookbag onto the table
nd then sat down next to Sabri na.
Steve and Chuck | ooked so nuch alike, they could
ave been brothers. Both were tall and thin, with
traight brown hair, which they usually hid under
asebal | caps. Both had dark brown eyes and goofy
rins. Both wore faded blue jeans and dark-col ored,

| ong-sl eeved T-shirts.
And both of themloved to scare Carly Beth. They |
oved to startle her, to make her junp and shri ek.
They spent hours dream ng up new ways to frighten h
er.
She vowed every tinme that she woul d never —never
—fall for one of their stupid tricks again.

But so far, they had won every tine.
Carly Beth always threatened to pay them back. But

inall the tine they'd been friends, she hadn't b
een able to think of anything good enough
Chuck reached for the few remaining chips in Sabri
na's bag. She playfully slapped his hand away. "GCe
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t your own."

Steve held a crinkled hunk of alum num foil under
Carly Beth's nose. "Want a sandwi ch? | don't want
it."

Carly Beth sniffed it suspiciously. "Wiat kind is i

t? I|'mstarving!"

"It's a turkey sandwi ch. Here," Steve said, handin

git to Carly Beth. "It's too dry. My nom forgot t
he mayo. You want it?"

"Yeah, sure. Thanks!" Carly Beth exclainmed. She to

ok the sandwi ch from hi mand peel ed back the al um
num foil. Then she took a big bite of the sandw ch.

As she started to chew, she realized that both Ste

ve and Chuck were staring at her with big grins on
their faces.

Sonething tasted funny. Kind of sticky and sour.
Carly Beth stopped chew ng.

Chuck and Steve were | aughi ng now. Sabrina | ooked c

onf used.

Carly Beth uttered a di sgusted groan and spit the

chewed- up sandw ch hunk into a napkin. Then she pu
|l ed the bread apart —and saw a big brown wormre
sting on top of the turkey.

"Ohh!" Wth a noan, she covered her face with her h
ands.

The room erupted with [aughter. Cruel [|aughter.

"I ate a worm I|-1'"mgoing to be sick!" Carly Beth
groaned. She junped to her feet and stared angril

y at Steve. "How could you?" she demanded. "It isn
't funny. It's —it's —"

"I't isn't a real worm" Chuck said. Steve was | augh
ing too hard to talk.

"Huh?" Carly Beth gazed down at it and felt a wave
of nausea rise up from her stonach.

"I't isn't real. It's rubber. Pick it up," Chuck urg
ed.

Carly Beth hesitated.

Kids all through the vast room were whi spering and
poi nting at her. And | aughi ng.

"Go ahead. It isn't real. Pick it up," Chuck said,
gri nni ng.

Carly Beth reached down with two fingers and rel uc



tantly picked the brown wormfromthe sandwi ch. It
felt warm and sticky.

"Gotcha again!" Chuck said with a | augh.

It was real! A real worm

Wth a horrified cry, Carly Beth tossed the worm a
t Chuck, who was |aughing wildly. Then she |eapt a
way fromthe table, knocking the chair over. As th
e chair clattered noisily against the hard fl oor,
Carly Beth covered her nouth and ran gaggi ng from
t he | unchroom

| can still taste it! she thought.

| can still taste the wormin ny nouth!

|'Il pay them back for this, Carly Beth thought bit
terly as she ran.

"Il pay them back. | really will.

As she pushed through the double doors and hurtl ed
toward the girls' room the cruel laughter follow
ed her across the hall.
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After school, Carly Beth hurried through the halls
wi t hout tal king to anyone. She heard kids |aughin
g and whi spering. She knew they were |aughing at h
er.

Wrd had spread all over school that Carly Beth Cal
dwel | had eaten a worm at | unch.

Carly Beth, the scaredy-cat. Carly Beth, who was f
ri ghtened of her own shadow. Carly Beth, who was s
0 easy to trick.

Chuck and Steve had sneaked a real worm a fat bro

wn worm into a sandwich. And Carly Beth had taken
a big bite.

What a j erk!

Carly Beth ran all the way hone, three |ong bl ocks.
Her anger grew with every step.

How could they do that to nme? They're supposed to b

e ny friends!

Wiy do they think it's so funny to scare ne?

She burst into the house, breathing hard. "Anybody
home?" she called, stopping in the hallway and | e



ani ng agai nst the banister to catch her breath,

Her nother hurried out fromthe kitchen. "Carly Bet
h! H! What's wong?"

"I ran all the way," Carly Beth told her, pulling o

ff her blue w ndbreaker.

"Why?" Ms. Cal dwel | asked.

"Just felt like it," Carly Beth replied noodily.
Her nother took Carly Beth's w ndbreaker and hung
it in the front closet for her. Then she brushed a
hand affectionately through Carly Beth's soft bro

wn hair. "Where'd you get the straight hair?" she
muttered. Her nother was always saying that.

We don't look |Iike nother and daughter at all, Car
|y Beth realized. Her nother was a tall, chubby wo
man with thick curls of coppery hair, and lively g
ray-green eyes. She was extrenely energetic, seldo
m stood still, and tal ked as rapidly as she noved.

Today she was wearing a paint-stained gray sweatsh
irt over black Lycra tights. "Wiy so grunpy?' Ms.
Cal dwel | asked. "Anything you'd care to tal k abou

t?"

Carly Beth shook her head. "Not really." She didn'

t feel like telling her nother that she had becone
t he | aughi ngst ock of WAl nut Avenue M ddl e School .
"Cone here. | have sonething to show you," Ms. Ca

| dwel | said, tugging Carly Beth toward the |iving
room

"I '—I'"mreally not in the nood, Mom" Carly Beth t
old her, hanging back. "I just —"

"Cone on!" her nother insisted, and pull ed her acr
oss the hallway, Carly Beth always found it inposs
i ble to argue with her nother. She was like a hurr
| cane, sweeping everything in her direction.
"Look!" Ms. Caldwell declared, grinning and gestur
ing to the mantel pi ece.

Carly Beth followed her nother's gaze to the mante
| —and cried out in surprise. "It's —a head!"
"Not just any head," Ms. Caldwell said, beam ng. "
Go on. Take a closer |ook."

Carly Beth took a few steps toward the mant el pi ece
, her eyes on the head staring back at her. It too
k her a few nonents to recogni ze the straight, bro



wn hair, the brown eyes, the short snip of a nose,

the round cheeks. "It's ne!" she cried, wal king u
ptoit.
"Yes. Life size!" Ms. Caldwell declared. "I just

cane fromny art class at the nmuseum | finished i
t today. What do you think?"

Carly Beth picked it up arid studied it closely. ™
It |looks just like nme, Mom Really. Wiat's it made
of ?"

"Plaster of Paris," her nother replied, taking it
fromCarly Beth and holding it up so that Carly Be
th was face to face, eye to eye with herself. "You

have to be careful. It's delicate. It's hollow, s
ee?"
Carly Beth stared intently at the head, peering in
to her own eyes. "It —it's kind of creepy," she m
uttered.

"You nean because | did such a good job?" her nothe
r demanded.

"It's just creepy, that's all," Carly Beth said. S
he forced herself to | ook away fromthe replica of
hersel f, and saw that her nother's smle had fade

d.

Ms. Caldwell |ooked hurt. "Don't you like it?"

"Yeah. Sure. It's really good, Mom" Carly Beth an

swered quickly. "But, | nean, why on earth did you
make it?"

"Because | love you," Ms. Caldwell replied curtly
"Why el se? Honestly, Carly Beth, you have the st

rangest reactions to things. | worked really hard

on this scul pture. | thought —"

"I"'msorry, Mm | like it. Really, | do," Carly B

eth insisted. "It was just a surprise, that's all.
It's great. It |ooks just like ne. | —I had a ba

d day, that's all."
Carly Beth took another long | ook at the scul pture
Its brown eyes —her brown eyes —stared back at

her. The brown hair shimrered in the afternoon su
nli ght through the w ndow.

It smled at ne! Carly Beth thought, her nouth dro
pping open. | sawit! | just sawit smle!

No. It had to be a trick of the |ight.



It was a plaster of Paris head, she rem nded hersel

f.

Don't go scaring yourself over nothing, Carly Beth

Haven't you nmade a bi g enough fool of yourself t

oday?

"Thanks for showing it to ne, Mom" she said awkwa
rdly, pulling her eyes away. She forced a smle. "

Two heads are better than one, right?"

"Right," Ms. Caldwell agreed brightly. "lncidenta
|1y, Carly Beth, your duck costune is all ready. |
put it on your bed."

"Huh? Duck costune?"

"You saw a duck costune at the mall, renmenber?" M
s. Caldwell carefully placed the scul pted head on
the mantel. "The one with all the feathers and eve

rything. You thought it would be funny to be a duc
k this Hall oween? So | nmade you a duck costune."

"Oh. Right," Carly Beth said, her mnd spinning. D
ol really want to be a stupid duck this Hall oween

? she thought. "I'll go up and take a look at it,
Mom Thanks."

Carly Beth had forgotten all about the duck costum
e. | don't want to be cute this Hall oween, she tho

ught as she clinbed the stairs to her room | want
to be scary.

She had seen sone really scary-1ooking masks in th

e wi ndow of a new party store that had opened a fe

w bl ocks from school. One of them she knew, would
be perfect.

But now she'd have to wal k around in feathers and

have everyone quack at her and nmake fun of her.

It wasn't fair. Wiy did her nother have to listen t

o every word she sai d?

Just because Carly Beth had admred a duck costune
in a store didn't nean she wanted to be a stupid

duck for Hall oween!

Carly Beth hesitated outside her bedroom The door
had been pulled closed for sone reason. She never
cl osed the door.

She listened carefully. She thought she heard sone

one breathing on the other side of the door. Soneo

ne or sonething.



The breat hi ng grew | ouder.

Carly Beth pressed an ear to the door.

What was in her roonf

There was only one way to find out.

Carly Beth pulled open the door —and uttered a sta
rtled cry.
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" QUAAAAAAACCCK! ™

Wth a hideous cry, an enornous white-feathered du
ck, its eyes wild and frenzied, leapt at Carly Bet
h.

As she staggered backwards in astonishnment, the du
ck knocked her over and pinned her to the hallway
floor.

" QUAAACCCK! QUAAAACK! "

The costune has cone alive!

That was Carly Beth's first frightened thought.

Then she quickly realized the truth. "Noah —get o

ff me!" she demanded, trying to push the big duck
of f her chest.

The white feathers brushed agai nst her nose. "Hey —
that tickles!™

She sneezed.

"Noah —cone on!"

" QUAAAAACCCK! "

"Noah, | nean it!" she told her eight-year-old bro

ther. "What are you doing in ny costune? It's supp
osed to be ny costune.™

"I was just trying it on," Noah said, his blue eye
s staring down at her through the white-and-yell ow
duck mask. "Did | scare you?"

"Not a bit," Carly Beth |lied. "Now get up! You're h

eavy!”

He refused to budge.

"Why do you al ways want everything that's m ne?" Ca
rly Beth demanded angrily.

"I don't," he replied.

"And why do you think it's so funny to try to scare
me all the tinme?" she asked.



"I can't help it if you get scared every tine | say
boo" he replied nastily.

"CGet up! Get up!”

He quacked a few nore tines, flapping the feathery
W ngs. Then he clinbed to his feet. "Can | have t
his costune? It's really neat."

Carly Beth frowned and shook her head. "You got fea

thers all over ne. You're nolting!"

"Molting? What's that nean?" Noah demanded. He pul

| ed off the mask. Hi s blond hair was danp from swe

at and matted agai nst his head.

"I't means you're going to be a bald duck!" Carly Be

th told him

"I don't care. Can | have this costune?" Noah aske

d, examning the mask. "It fits ne. Really!"

"I don't know," Carly Beth told him "Maybe." The
phone rang in her room "Get |ost, okay? Go fly so
uth for the winter or sonething," she said, and hu
rried to answer the phone.

As she ran to her desk, she saw white feathers all
over her bed. That costune will never survive til

| Hal | owneen! she thought.

She picked up the receiver. "Hello? On, hi, Sabrina
. Yeah. |'m okay."

Sabrina had called to remnd Carly Beth that the s
chool Science Fair was tonorrow. They had to finis
h their project, a nodel of the solar system const
ructed wth Ping-Pong balls.

"Conme over after dinner," Carly Beth told her. "It
‘s alnost finished. We just have to paint it. My m
omsaid she'd help us take it to school tonorrow "

They chatted for a while. Then Carly Beth confi ded
, "I was so nmad, Sabrina. At |lunch today. Wy do C
huck and Steve think it's so funny to do things Ii
ke that to ne?"

Sabrina was silent for a nonent. "l guess it's beca
use you're so scare-able, Carly Beth."
"Scar e- abl e?"

"You scream so easily," Sabrina said. "Qher peopl
e get scared. But they're nore quiet about it. You
know Chuck and Steve. They don't really nean to b
e nean. They just think it's funny."



"Well, | don't think it's funny at all," Carly Bet
h replied unhappily. "And |'m not going to be scar
e-able anynore. | nean it. |'mnot ever going to s
creamor get frightened again."

The science projects were all set up for judging o
n the stage in the auditorium Ms. Arnbruster, th
e principal, and M. Snythe, the science teacher,
wal ked from di splay to display, naking notes on th
eir clipboards.
The solar system as designed by Carly Beth and Sa
brina, had survived the trip to school in pretty g
ood shape. Pluto had a slight dent in it, which th
e girls had struggl ed unsuccessfully to straighten
out. And Earth kept com ng |oose fromits string
and bouncing across the floor. But both girls agre
ed the display | ooked pretty good.
Maybe it wasn't as inpressive as Martin Goodman's
project. Martin had built a conputer from scratch.
But Martin was a genius. And Carly Beth figured t
he judges didn't expect everyone el se to be genius
es, too.
Looki ng around the crowded, noisy stage, Carly Bet
h saw other interesting projects. Mary Sue Chong h
ad built sonme kind of electronic robot armthat co
uld pick up a cup or wave to people. And Brian Bal
dw n had several glass bottles filled with brown g
unky stuff that he clainmed was toxi c waste.
Sonmeone had done a chemical analysis of the town's
drinking water. And soneone had built a vol cano t
hat woul d erupt when the two judges cane by.
"Qur project is kind of boring," Sabrina whispered
nervously to Carly Beth, her eyes on the two judg
es who were oohing and aahing over Martin Goodnan'
s honemade conputer. "I nean, it's just painted Pi
ng- Pong balls on strings."
"I like our project,"” Carly Beth insisted. "W work
ed hard on it, Sabrina."
"I know," Sabrina replied fretfully. "But it's stil
| kind of boring."
The vol cano erupted, sending up a gusher of red I|i
qui d. The judges appeared inpressed. Several kids



cheer ed.

"Uh-oh. Here they cone," Carly Beth whispered, jam
m ng her hands into her jeans pockets. Ms. Arnbru

ster and M. Snythe, smles plastered across their

faces, were com ng cl oser.

They stopped to exanm ne a display of light and crys
tals.

Suddenly, Carly Beth heard an excited shout froms

onewhere behind her on the stage. "My tarantula! H
ey —ny tarantula got out!”

She recogni zed Steve's voice.

"Where's ny tarantul a?" he call ed.

Several kids uttered startled cries. Sone kids |aug
hed.

|"'mnot going to get scared, Carly Beth told hersel
f, swallow ng hard.

She knew she was terrified of tarantulas. But this

time she was determ ned not to showit,

"My tarantula —it got away!" Steve shouted over th
e roar of excited voices.
|"'mnot going to get scared. |'mnot going to get s

cared, Carly Beth repeated to herself.

But then she felt sonething pinch the back of her
|l eg and dig its spiny pincer into her skin —and C
arly Beth uttered a shrill screamof terror that r
ang out through the auditorium
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Carly Beth screaned and knocked over the sol ar syst
em

She kicked her leg wildly, trying to toss off the
tarantul a. Ping-Pong ball planets bounced over the
floor.

She screaned again. "Get it off nme! Get it off!"
"Carly Beth —stop!" Sabrina pleaded. "You're okay!
You' re okay!"

It took Carly Beth a long while to realize that ev
eryone was | aughi ng. Her heart poundi ng, she spun
around to find Steve down on his hands and knees b
ehi nd her.



He made a pinching notion with his thunb and finge
r. "Gotcha again," he said, grinning up at her.
"Noooo!" Carly Beth cried.

There was no tarantul a, she realized. Steve had pin
ched her | eg.

She raised her head and saw that kids all over the
stage were | aughing. Ms. Arnbruster and M. Snyt
he were | aughi ng, too.

Wth a cry of anger, Carly Beth tried to kick Stev
e in the side. But he spun away. She m ssed.

"Hel p me pick up the planets," she heard Sabrina sa

y.
But Sabrina seened far, far away.

All Carly Beth could hear was the poundi ng of her
heart and the | aughter of the kids all around her.
Steve had clinbed to his feet. He and Chuck were

side by side, grinning at her, sl apping each other
hi gh-fi ves.

"Carly Beth —help nme," Sabrina pl eaded.

But Carly Beth spun away, junped off the stage, an

d ran, escaping up the dark auditorium aisle.
|"'mgoing to pay Steve and Chuck back, she vowed a
ngrily, her sneakers thudding |loudly up the concre

te aisle. 1'"'mgoing to scare them REALLY scare th
en

But how?
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"Okay. What tine should | neet you?" Carly Beth as
ked, cradling the phone between her chin and shoul
der.

On the other end of the Iine, Sabrina considered fo
r a nonent. "How about seven-thirty?"

It was Hal |l owneen. The plan was to neet at Sabrina'
s house, then go trick-or-treating through the ent

I re nei ghbor hood.

"The earlier the better. W'll get nore candy," Sab
rina said. "Did Steve call you?"

"Yeah. He called," Carly Beth replied bitterly.
"Did he apol ogi ze?"



"Yeah, he apologized," Carly Beth nuttered, rollin

g her eyes. "Big deal. | nean, he already nade ne

| ook like a jerk in front of the entire school. Wh

at good is an apol ogy?"

"I think he felt bad," Sabrina replied.

"I hope he felt bad!" Carly Beth exclained. "It was
so nean!"

"I't was a dirty trick," Sabrina agreed. And then s
he added, "But you'll have to admt it was kind of
funny. "

"I don't have to admt anything!" Carly Beth snappe

d.

"Has it stopped raining?" Sabrina asked, changing t
he subj ect.

Carly Beth pulled back the curtain to glance out h

er bedroom wi ndow. The eveni ng sky was charcoal - gr

ay. Dark clouds hovered low. But the rain had stop
ped. The street glistened wetly under the |ight of
a streetl anp.

"No rain. |'ve got to go. See you at seven-thirty,"
Carly Beth said, speaking rapidly.

"Hey, wait. What's your costune?" Sabrina denmanded.

"It's a surprise," Carly Beth told her, and hung up

It'Il be a surprise to ne, too, she told herself,
gl anci ng unhappily at the feathery duck costune, r
olled up on the chair in the corner.
Carly Beth's plan had been to go to the new party
store after school and pick out the ugliest, nost
di sgusting, scariest mask they had. But her nother
had pi cked her up after school and insisted that
she stay honme and watch Noah for a couple of hours.
Ms. Caldwell hadn't returned honme until five-fift
een. Now it was nearly a quarter till six. There w
as no way the party store would still be open, Car
|y Beth thought, frowning at the duck costune,
"Quack quack," she said m serably.
She wal ked to the mirror and ran a hairbrush throu
gh her hair. Maybe it's worth a try, she thought.
Maybe that store stays open | ate on Hal | oween.
She pull ed open her top dresser drawer and took ou



t her wallet. Did she have enough noney for a good
, scary mask?

Thirty dollars. Her |ife savings.

She wadded up the bills and stuffed them back into
the wallet. Then, jamm ng the wallet into her jea
ns pocket, she grabbed her coat and hurried downst
airs and out the front door.

The evening air was cold and danp. Carly Beth stru
ggled to zap her coat as she jogged toward the par
ty store. The house next door had a glow ng jack-o
‘-lantern in the front wi ndow. The house on the co
rner had paper skeletons strung up across the fron
t porch.

The wi nd howl ed through the bare trees. The branch
es above her head shook and rattled |ike bony arns

What a creepy night, Carly Beth thought.
She started running a little faster. A car rolled
silently by, sending harsh white light floating ac
ross the sidewal k |ike a bright ghost.
d ancing across the street, Carly Beth saw the old
Car penter mansion |oom ng over its dark, weed-cho
ked | awn. Everyone said the ranshackle old house w
as haunted by peopl e who had been nurdered inside
It a hundred years ago.
Once, Carly Beth had heard frightening how s conn
g fromthe old mansi on. When she was Noah's age, S
teve and Chuck and sone ot her kids had dared each
other to go up to the house and knock on the door.
Carly Beth had run hone instead. She never did fi
nd out if the other kids were brave enough to do it.
Now Carly Beth felt a chill of fear as she hurried
past the old house. She knew this nei ghborhood re
ally well. She had lived in it her entire life. Bu
t tonight it |ooked different to her.
Was it just the wet glow left by the rain?
No. It was a heavy feeling hi the air. A heavier d
arkness. The eerie orange glow of grinning punpkin
s in windows. The silent cries of ghouls and nonst
ers waiting to float free on their night to cel ebr
ate. Hal | oween.



Trying to force all the scary thoughts fromher m
nd, Carly Beth turned the corner. The little party
store cane into view. The wi ndow was |ighted, rev
ealing two rows of Hall oween nmasks, staring out at
the street.

But was the store still open?

Crossing her fingers, Carly Beth waited for a truc
k to runble past, then eagerly jogged across the s

treet. She stopped for a second to exam ne the nas
ks in the wi ndow. There were gorilla nmasks, nonste
r masks, sone sort of blue-haired alien mask.
Pretty good, she thought. These are pretty ugly. B
ut they probably have even scarier ones inside.

The lights were on in the store. She peered throug
h the glass door. Then she tried turning the knob.
It didn't nove.

She tried again. She tried pulling the door open. T
hen she tried pushing.

No. No way.

She was too late. The store was cl osed.

v

Carly Beth sighed and peered in through the gl ass.
The walls of the tiny store were covered with nas
ks. The nmasks seened to stare back at her.

They' re laughing at ne, she thought unhappily. Lau
ghing at ne because I'mtoo | ate. Because the stor
e is closed, and I'mgoing to have to be a stupid
duck for Hall oween.

Suddenly, a dark shadow noved over the glass, bloc
king Carly Beth's view. She gasped and took a step
back.

It took her a nonent to realize that the shadow wa

s amn. Amn in a black suit, staring out at her
, a |l ook of surprise on his face.

"Are you —are you closed?" Carly Beth shouted thro
ugh the gl ass.

The man gestured that he couldn't hear her. He tur
ned the | ock and pulled the door open an inch. "Ca
n | help you?" he asked curtly. He had shiny bl ack



hair, parted in the mddle and slicked down on hi
s head, and a pencil-thin black nustache.
"Are you open?" Carly Beth asked timdly. "I need a
Hal | owneen mask. "
"It's very late," the man replied, not answering h
er question. He pulled the door open another few i
nches. "We nornmally close at five."
"I really would like to buy a mask," Carly Beth tol
d himin her nost determ ned voi ce.
The man's tiny, black eyes peered into hers. Hs e
Xpression remai ned blank. "Cone in," he said quiet
ly.
As Carly Beth stepped past himinto the store, she
saw that he wore a black cape. It nust be a Hallo
ween costune, she told herself. |I'msure he doesn’
t wear that all the tine.
She turned her attention to the masks on the two wa
lls.
"What kind of nmask are you |ooking for?" the man as
ked, closing the door behind him
Carly Beth felt a stab of fear. H s black eyes glo
wed |ike two burning coals. He seened so strange.
And here she was, locked in this closed store with
hi m
"A s-scary one," she stanmmered.
He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. He pointed to the

wall. "The gorilla nmask has been very popular. It
has real hair. | believe I may have one left in s
t ock."

Carly Beth stared up at the gorilla mask. She didn
't really want to be a gorilla. It was too ordinar

y. It wasn't scary enough. "Hmm . . . do you have
anyt hi ng scarier?" she asked.

He flipped his cape back over the shoulder of his
bl ack suit. "How about that yellow sh one with the

poi nty ears?" he suggested, pointing. "I believe
it's sone sort of Star Trek character. | still hav
e a fewof them | believe."
"No." Carly Beth shook her head. "I need sonethi ng

really scary."
A strange smle fornmed under the man's thin nustac
he. H's eyes burned into hers, as if trying to rea



d her thoughts. "Look around,"” he said, with a swe

ep of his hand. "Everything | have left in stock i

s up on the walls."

Carly Beth turned her gaze to the masks. A pig nmas
k wiwth long, ugly tusks and blood trickling fromt
he snout caught her eye. Pretty good, she thought.
But not quite right.

A hairy werewolf mask with white, pointy fangs was
hung beside it. Again, too ordinary, Carly Beth d

eci ded.

Her eyes gl anced over a green Frankenstein nask, a
Freddy Kreuger mask that cane with Freddy's hand
—conplete with long, silvery blades for fingers —

and an E. T. mask.

Just not scary enough, Carly Beth thought, startin
gtofeel alittle desperate. | need sonething tha
t wll really nmake Steve and Chuck die of fright!
"Young lady, | amafraid |I nust ask you to nake yo
ur choice," the man in the cape said softly. He ha
d noved behind the narrow counter at the front and
was turning a key in the cash register. "W reall
y are closed, after all.™

"I"'msorry," Carly Beth started. "It's just that —

The phone rang before she could finish explaining.
The man picked it up quickly and began talking in
a low voice, turning his back to Carly Beth.

She wandered toward the back of the store, studyin
g the masks as she wal ked. She passed a bl ack cat
mask with long, ugly yellow fangs. A vanpire nask

with bright red blood trickling down its |ips was
hung next to a grinning, bald mask of Uncle Fester
from The Addans Fam ly.

Not right, not right, not right, Carly Beth thought
, frowning.

She hesitated when she spotted a narrow door sligh
tly opened at the back of the store. Was there ano
ther roon? Were there nore masks back there?

She gl anced to the front. The nman, hidden behind h
Is cape, still had his back to her as he tal ked on
t he phone.

Carly Beth gave the door a hesitant push to peek i



nsi de. The door creaked open. Pale orange |ight wa
shed over the small, shadowy back room
Carly Beth stepped inside —and gasped i n anazenent
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Two dozen enpty eye sockets stared blindly at Carly
Bet h.

She gaped in horror at the distorted, deforned face

S.

They were nmasks, she realized. Two shel ves of nask

s. But the nasks were so ugly, so grotesque —so r

eal —they made her breath catch in her throat.

Carly Beth gripped the doorfrane, reluctant to ent

er the tiny back room Staring into the di morange
| i ght, she studied the hideous masks.

One mask had | ong, stringy yellow hair falling ove
r its bulging, green forehead. A hairy black rat's
head poked up froma knot in the hair, the rat's

eyes gleamng like two dark jewels.

The mask beside it had a large nail stuck through

an eyehol e. Thick, wet-|ooking blood poured fromt

he eye, down the cheek.

Chunks of rotting skin appeared to be falling off

anot her mask, revealing gray bone underneath. An e

nornmous bl ack i nsect, sonme kind of grotesque beetl

e, poked out from between the green-and-yell ow dec

ayed teeth.

Carly Beth's horror m xed with excitenent. She too

k a step into the room The wooden fl oorboards cre

aked noisily beneath her.

She took another step closer to the grotesque, gri

nni ng masks. They seened so real, so horribly real

. The faces had such detail. The skin appeared to

be made of flesh, not rubber or plastic.

These are perfect! she thought, her heart poundi ng
These are just what | was | ooking for. They | ook
terrifying just propped up on these shel ves!

She i magi ned Steve and Chuck seeing one of these m

asks comng at themin the dark of night. She pict



ured herself uttering a bl oodcurdling scream and |
eapi ng out frombehind a tree in one of them

She i magi ned the horrified expressions on the boys
' faces. She pictured Steve and Chuck shrieking in
terror and running for their lives,.

Perfect. Perfect!

What a | augh that woul d be. Wat a victory!

Carly Beth took a deep breath and stepped up to th
e shelves. Her eyes settled on an ugly nmask on the
| ower shel f.

It had a bul ging, bald head. Its skin was a putrid
yel | ow-green. Its enornous, sunken eyes were an e
erie orange and seened to glow. It had a broad, fl
at nose, smashed in |like a skeleton's nose. The da
rk-1ipped nmouth gaped w de, revealing jagged ani ma
| fangs.

Staring hard at the hideous mask, Carly Beth reach
ed out a hand toward it. Reluctantly, she touched

t he broad forehead.

And as she touched it, the mask cried out.
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" Chh! "

Carly Beth shrieked and jerked back her hand.

The mask grinned at her. Its orange eyes gl owed br

ightly. The |ips appeared to curl back over the fa

ngs.

She suddenly felt dizzy. What is going on here?

As she staggered back, away fromthe shel ves, she

realized that the angry cry hadn't cone fromthe m

ask.

It had cone from behi nd her.

Carly Beth spun around to see the bl ack-caped stor

e owner glaring at her fromthe doorway. H's dark

eyes flashed. His nouth was turned down into a nen

aci ng frown.

"Oh. | thought —" Carly Beth started, glancing ba

ck at the mask. She still felt confused. Her heart
pounded | oudly in her chest.

"I amsorry you saw these," the man said in a | ow



threatening voice. He took a step toward her, his
cape brushi ng the doorway.

What is he going to do? Carly Beth wondered, utter
ing a horrified gasp. Wiy is he coming at ne |ike

t hat ?

What is he going to do to ne?

"I amso sorry," he repeated, his small, dark eyes
burning into hers. He took another step cl oser.
Carly Beth backed away fromhim Then she uttered
a startled cry as she backed into the display shel

vVes.

The hi deous masks jiggled and quaked, as if alive.
"What —what do you nean?" she nmanaged to choke out
. "l —I was just —"

"I amsorry you saw t hese because they are not for
sale," the man said softly.

He stepped past her and strai ghtened one of the nms
ks on its stand.

Carly Beth breathed a | oud sigh of relief. He didn
't nmean to scare ne, she told herself. | amscarin

g nysel f.

She crossed her arns in front of her coat and trie

d to force her heartbeat to return to normal. She

stepped to the side as the store owner continued t

o arrange the masks, handling themcarefully, brus
hing their hair with one hand, tenderly dusting of

f their bul ging, blood-covered foreheads.

"Not for sale? Wiy not?" Carly Beth demanded. Her v

oi ce cane out tiny and shrill,

"Too scary," the man replied. He turned to smle at
her .

"But | want a really scary one," Carly Beth told h

im "I want that one." She pointed to the mask she
had touched, the mask with the open nouth and its
terrifying, jagged fangs.

"Too scary," the man repeated, pushing his cape beh

i nd his shoul der.

"But it's Halloween!" Carly Beth protested.

"I have a really scary gorilla mask," the man said
, nmotioning for Carly Beth to go back to the front
room "Very scary. Looks like it's growing. | w

|1 give you a good price on it sinceit's so late."



Carly Beth shook her head, her arnms crossed defian
tly in front of her. "A gorilla nmask won't scare S
teve and Chuck," she said.

The man's expressi on changed. "Who?"

"My friends," she told him "I have to have that o
ne," she insisted. "It's so scary, |'malnost afra
id to touch it. It's perfect.”

"It's too scary," the man repeated, lowering his e

yes to it. He ran his hand over the green forehead
. "l can't take the responsibility."

"It's so real looking!"™ Carly Beth gushed. "They'l
| both faint. | know they will. Then they'll never
try to scare ne again."

"Young lady —" the store owner started, gl ancing
inpatiently at his watch. "I really nust insist th
at you make up your mnd. | ama patient man, but
"Please!" Carly Beth begged. "Please sell it to ne
| Here. Look." She dug into her jeans pocket and p
ull ed out the noney she had brought.

"Young |l ady, I —"
"Thirty dollars,"” Carly Beth said, shoving the wad
ded-up bills into the man's hand. "I'l|l give you t

hirty dollars for it. That's enough, isn't it?"
"I't's not a matter of noney," he told her. "These
masks are not for sale.”" Wth an exasperated sigh,
he started toward the doorway that led to the fro
nt of the store.
"Please! | need it. | really need it!" Carly Beth b
egged, chasing after him
"These masks are too real,’

he insisted, gesturing

to the shelves. "I'mwarning you —"

"Pl ease? Pl ease?"

He shut his eyes. "You wll be sorry."

"No, | won't. | won't. | know | won't!" Carly Beth

excl ai med gleefully, seeing that he was about to
gi ve in.

He opened his eyes. He shook his head. She could se
e that he was debating with hinself.
Wth a sigh, he tucked the noney into his coat poc
ket. Then he carefully lifted the mask fromthe sh
el f, straightening the pointed ears, and started t



o hand it to her.

"Thanks!" she cried, eagerly snatching the mask fro

m his hands. "It's perfect! Perfect!"

She held the mask by the flat nose. It felt soft a

nd surprisingly warm "Thanks again!" she cried, h

urrying to the front, the mask gripped tightly in

her hand.

"Can | give you a bag for it?" the man called after
her .

But Carly Beth was al ready out of the store.

She crossed the street and started to run toward h

one. The sky was bl ack. No stars poked through. Th

e street still glistened wetly fromthe afternoon'

S rain.,

This is going to be the best trick-or-treat night

ever, Carly Beth thought happily. Because this is

the night | get ny revenge.

She couldn't wait to spring out at Steve and Chuck

. She wondered what their costunes woul d be. They

had both tal ked about painting their faces bl ue an

d dyeing their hair blue and being Snurfs.

Lane. Really | ane.

Carly Beth stopped under a streetlight and held up
the mask, gripping it wwth both hands by its poin

ted ears. It grinned up at her, the two crooked ro

ws of fangs hanging over its thlck rubbery |1 ps.

Then, tucking it carefully under one arm she ran t

he rest of the way hone.

St opping at the bottom of the driveway, she gazed

up at her house, the front windows all glow ng bri

ghtly, the porchlight sending white |ight over the
| awn.

|"ve got to try this mask out on soneone, she thou

ght eagerly. |'ve got to see just how good it is.

Her brother's grinning face popped into her m nd.

"Noah. O course," she said aloud. "Noah has really
been asking for it."

Ginning gleefully, Carly Beth hurried up the drive

, eager to nake Noah her first victim
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Carly Beth crept silently through the front door a
nd tossed her coat onto the entryway floor. The ho
use felt stuffy and hot. A sweet snell, the aroma
of hot cider on the stove, greeted her.
Momreally gets into holidays, she thought with a s
mle.
Ti ptoei ng through the front hallway, holding the m
ask in front of her, Carly Beth |istened hard.
Noah, where are you?
Where are you, ny little guinea pig?
Noah was al ways braggi ng about how he was so nuch
braver than Carly Beth. He was al ways putting bugs
down her back and planting rubber snakes in her b
ed —anything he could think of to nake her scream
She heard footsteps above her head. Noah nust be u
pin his room she realized. He's probably putting
on his Hall oween costune.
At the |ast m nute, Noah had deci ded he wanted to
be a cockroach. Ms. Caldwell had dashed franti cal
|y all over the house, finding the materials to bu
ild pointy feelers and a hard shell for his back.
Well, the little bug is in for a surprise, Carly B
eth thought evilly. She exam ned her mask. This sh
oul d send that cockroach scanperi ng under the sink!
She stopped at the bottomof the stairs. She could
hear |oud nmusic comng from Noah's room An old h
eavy- netal song.
Gipping the mask by the rubbery neck, she raised
it carefully over her head, then pulled it slowy
down.
It was surprisingly warminside. The mask fit tigh
ter than Carly Beth had imagined. It had a funny s

nmell, kind of sour, kind of old, |ike danp newspap
ers that have been left for years in an attic or ¢
ar age.

She slid it all the way down until she could see t
hrough the eyehol es. Then she snoot hed the bul gi ng
, bald head over her head and tugged the neck down.
| should have stopped in front of a mrror, she fre
tted. | can't see if it |ooks right.

The mask felt very tight. Her breathing echoed noi



sily in the flat nose. She forced herself to ignor
e the sour snell that invaded her nose.

She held on tightly to the banister as she crept u
p the stairs. It was hard to see the steps through
the eyeholes. She had to take the clinb slowy, o
ne step at a tine.

The heavy-netal nusic ended as she stepped onto th
e |l andi ng. She crept silently down the hall and st
opped out si de Noah's door.

Carly Beth edged her head into the doorway and pee
ked into the brightly Iit room Noah was standing
in front of the mrror, adjusting the two | ong coc
kroach feelers above his head.

"Noah —1'mcomng for you!" Carly Beth call ed,

To her surprise, her voice cane out gruff and | ow.
It wasn't her voice at all!

"Huh?" Startled, Noah spun around.

"Noah —1've got you!" Carly Beth shrieked, her voi

ce deep, raspy, evil.

"No!" her brother uttered a hushed cry of protest.
Even under his bug makeup, Carly Beth could see h
i mgo pale.

She darted into the room her arnms outstretched as
if ready to grab him

"No —please!” he cried, his expression terrified.
"Who are you? How —how did you get in?"

He doesn't even recognize ne! Carly Beth thought gl

eeful ly.

And he's scared to deat h!

Was it the hideous face? The deep runble of a voice

? O both?

Carly Beth didn't care. The mask was definitely a s
uccess!

"I've GOT you!" she screaned, surprising herself a

t how scary her voi ce sounded frominside the nask

"No! Pl ease!" Noah begged. "Moml Mom " He backed t
oward the bed, trenbling all over, his feelers qui

vering in fright. "Mom Hellllp!"

Carly Beth burst out |aughing. The [aughter cane o
ut in a deep runble. "It's ne, stupid!" she cried.
"What a yellow bellied scaredy-cat!"



"Huh?" Still huddl ed by the bed, Noah stared hard a
t her,

"Don't you recognize ny jeans? My sweater? It's ne
, you idiot!" Carly Beth declared in the gruff voi
ce.

"But your face —that nmask!" Noah stammered. "It —
it really scared ne. | nean —" He gaped at her,
studying the mask. "It didn't sound |ike you, Carl

y Beth," he nuttered. "I thought —"

Carly Beth tugged at the bottom of the mask, tryin
gtolift it off. It felt hot and sticky. She was
panting noisily.

She tried pulling the bottomw th both hands. The m
ask didn't budge.

She raised her hands to the pointed ears and tried
lifting it off. She tugged. Tugged harder.

She tried pulling the mask off by the top of the he
ad. It didn't nove.

"Hey —it won't cone off!" she cried. "The mask —i
t won't cone off!"
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"What's going on here?" Carly Beth cried, tugging a

t the mask with both hands.

"Stop it!" Noah cried. H s voice sounded angry, bu

t his eyes revealed fear. "Stop kidding around, Ca
rly Beth. You're scaring ne!"

"I"'m not kidding around,"” Carly Beth insisted in h

er harsh, raspy voice. "I really can't —get —thi

s —off!l"

"Take it off! You're not funny!" her brother shoute
d.

Wth great effort, Carly Beth managed to slip her

fingers wi der the neck of the mask. Then, she pull
ed it away fromher skin and lifted it off her hea
d.

"Whew! "

The air felt so cool and sweet. She shook her hair
free. Then she playfully tossed the mask at Noah.
"Good mask, huh?" She grinned at him



He | et the mask bounce onto the bed. Then he picke
dit up hesitantly and exam ned it. "Wlere'd you ¢
et it?" he asked, poking a finger against the ugly
f angs.

"At that new party store," she told him w ping pe
rspiration fromher forehead. "It's so hot inside
it."

"Can | try it on?" Noah asked, pushing his fingers
t hrough t he eyehol es.

"Not now. |I'mlate," she replied sharply. She |augh
ed. "You sure | ooked scared."
He tossed the mask back at her, frowning. "I was j

ust pretending," he said. "I knew it was you."

"For sure!" she replied, rolling her eyes. "That's

why you screaned |li ke a nmaniac."

"I did not scream"” Noah protested. "I was just put

ting on an act. For you."

"Yeah. Right," Carly Beth nuttered. She turned and
headed toward the door, rolling the mask over her
hand,

"How d you change your voice |like that?" Noah calle

d after her.

Carly Beth stopped at the doorway and turned back

to him Her smle gave way to a puzzl ed expression

"That deep voice was the scariest part," Noah said
, staring at the mask in her hand. "How did you do
t hat ?"

"I don't know," Carly Beth replied thoughtfully. "I
really don't know. "

By the tinme she got to her room she was grinning
again. The mask had worked. It had been a wonderfu
| success.
Noah m ght not want to admt it, but when Carly Be
th burst in on him growing through the hideous m
ask, he nearly junped out of his cockroach shell.
Look out, Chuck and Steve! she thought gleefully. Y
ou' re next!
She sat down on her bed and gl anced at the clock r
adio on her bed table. She had a few m nutes until
it was tine to neet everyone in front of Sabrina'



S house.

Ti me enough to think of the best possible way to gi

ve themthe scare of their |ives.

| don't want to just junp out at them Carly Beth

t hought, playing her fingers over the sharp fangs.
That's too bori ng.

| want to do sonething they'll renenber.

Sonething they'll never forget.

She ran her hands over the mask's pointy ears. Sudd
enly she had an i dea.
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Carly Beth pulled the old broom handle fromthe cl
oset. She brushed off a thick ball of dust and exa
m ned the | ong, wooden pole.

Perfect, she thought.

She checked to make sure her nother was still int
he kitchen. She was sure that her nother woul dn't
approve of what Carly Beth was about to do. Ms. C
al dwell still thought that Carly Beth was going to
wear the duck costune.

Tiptoeing silently into the living room Carly Bet
h stepped up to the mantel and pull ed down the pla
ster of Paris head her nother had scul pted.

It really does |ook just like nme, Carly Beth thoug
ht, hol ding the scul pture wai st high and studyi ng
it carefully. It's so lifelike. Momis really tale
nt ed.

Carefully, she placed the head on the broonstick. |
t bal anced easily.

She carried it over to the hallway mrror. It | ook
s like I"'mcarrying ny real head on a stick, Carly
Beth thought, admring it. A wde grin broke out

across her face. Her eyes sparkled gleefully.
Excel | ent!

She | eaned the head and stick against the wall and
pul l ed on the mask. Once again, the sour aroma ru

shed into her nostrils. The heat of the nmask seene

d to wap around her.

The mask tightened agai nst her skin as she pulled i



t down.

Rai si ng her eyes to the mrror, she nearly frighte

ned herself! It's like a real face, she thought, u

nable to take her eyes away. My eyes seema part o

f it. It doesn't look as if |I'm peering out of eye

hol es.

She noved the gruesone nouth up and down a few tim

es. It noves like a real nouth, she realized.

It doesn't |ook like a mask at all.

It | ooks |ike a gross, deforned face.

Working with both hands, she flattened the bul gi ng

forehead, snoothing it over her hair.

Excel l ent! she repeated to herself, feeling her exc

| tement grow. Excellent!

The mask is perfect! she decided. She couldn't bel

leve the man in the party store didn't want to sel

| it to her. It was the scariest, realest, ugliest
mask she had ever seen.

| will be the terror of Maple Avenue tonight! Carl

y Beth decided, admring herself in the mrror. K

ds will be having nightmares about ne for weeks!
Especially Chuck and Steve, she told herself.

"Boo!" she nuttered to herself, pleased to hear th

at the gruff voice had returned. "I'mready."

She picked up the broonstick, carefully balanced h

er scul pted head on top of it, and started to the

door.

Her nother's voice stopped her. "Carly Beth —wai t
up," Ms. Caldwell called fromthe kitchen. "I wa
nt to see how you |l ook in that duck costune!"

"Uh-oh," Carly Beth groaned out loud. "Momisn't go
ing to like this."
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Carly Beth froze in the doorway. She could hear he
r nother's footsteps approaching in the hallway.
"Let ne see you, dear," Ms. Caldwell called. "D d
the costune fit?"

Maybe | shoul d've told her about ny change of plan
s, Carly Beth thought guiltily. | would ve said so



met hing, but | didn't want to hurt Monis feelings.
Now she's in for a shock. And she's going to be re
ally angry when she sees |'ve borrowed her scul ptu
re.

She's going to nake ne put it back on the mantel.
She's going to ruin everything.

"I"'mkind of in a hurry, Mom" Carly Beth called,
her voice deep and raspy inside the mask. "I'll se
e you | ater, okay?" She pulled open the front door.
"You can wait one second while | see ny costune on
you," her nother called. She rounded the corner a
nd cane into view.

| "' m sunk, Carly Beth thought with a groan.

| " m caught .

The phone rang. The sound echoed | oudly inside Carl
y Beth's mask.

Her not her stopped and turned back to the kitchen.
"Oh, darn. |1'd better answer that. It's probably
your father calling from Chi cago." She di sappeared
back to the kitchen. "I'll have to see you | ater,

Carly Beth. Be careful, okay?"
Carly Beth breathed a sigh of relief. Saved by the
bel I, she thought.
Bal anci ng the head on the broonstick, she hurried
out the door. She closed the door behind her and |
ogged down the front yard.
|t had becone a clear, cool night. A pale half-noo
n rose | ow over the bare trees. Fat brown | eaves s
wi rl ed around her ankles as she headed to the side
wal K.
The plan was to neet Chuck and Steve in front of Sa
brina's house. Carly Beth couldn't '"wait.
Her head bobbed and bounced on the broonstick as s
he ran. The house on the corner had been decorated
for Hall oween. Orange lights ran along the top of
the stoop. Two large, smling punpkin cutouts sto
od besi de the doorway. A cardboard skel eton had be
en propped up at the end of the front wal k.
| |ove Halloween! Carly Beth thought happily. She
crossed the street onto Sabrina' s bl ock.
On ot her Hall oween nights, she had been frightened
Her friends were always playing nean tricks on h



er. Last year, Steve had slipped a very real -1 ooki
ng rubber rat into her trick-or-treat bag.

When Carly Beth had reached into the bag, she felt
sonet hing soft and hairy. She pulled out the rat
and shrieked at the top of her |lungs. She was so s
cared, she spilled her candy all over the driveway.
Chuck and Steve thought it was a riot. So did Sabr
i na. They al ways spoil ed Hall oween for her. They t
hought it was so hilarious to scare Carly Beth and

make her scream
Well, this year | won't be the one scream ng, she
t hought. This year, |'I|l be the one naking everyon
e el se scream
Sabrina's house was at the end of the block. As Ca
rly Beth hurried toward it, bare tree |inbs shiver
ed above her. The hal f-noon di sappeared behind a h
eavy cloud, and the ground darkened.
The head on the broom handl e bounced and nearly fe
|1 off. Carly Beth sl owed her pace. She gl anced up
at the head, shifting her grip on the broonsti ck.
The eyes on the scul pted head stared strai ght ahea
d, as if watching out for trouble. In the darkness
, the head | ooked real. The shadows novi ng over it
as Carly Beth wal ked under the bare tree |inbs na
de the eyes and nouth appear to nove.
Hearing | aughter, Carly Beth turned. Across the st
reet, a group of trick-or-treaters was invading a
brightly lit front porch. In the yell ow porchlight
, Carly Beth saw a ghost, a Mutant Ninja Turtle, a
Freddy Kreuger, and a princess in a pink ballgown
and a tinfoil crown. The kids were little. Two nD
thers watched themfromthe foot of the driveway.
Carly Beth watched them get their candy. Then she
wal ked the rest of the way to Sabrina's house. She
clinbed the front stoop, stepping into a white tr
i angle of light fromthe porchlight. She could hea
r voices inside the house, Sabrina shouting soneth
ing to her nother, a TVon in the living room
Carly Beth adjusted her mask with her free hand. S
he strai ghtened the gaping, fanged nouth. Then she
checked to make sure the head was bal anced on the
br oonsti ck.



She reached to ring Sabrina's doorbell —then stopp

ed.

Voi ces behi nd her.

She turned and squinted into the darkness. Two cos

tumed boys were approachi ng, shoving each other pl

ayfully on the sidewal k.

Chuck and Steve!

|"'mjust in time, Carly Beth thought happily. She

| eapt off the stoop and crouched behind a | ow ever

green shrub.

Ckay, guys, she thought eagerly, her heart pounding
Get ready for a scare.
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Carly Beth peered over the top of the shrub. The tw
o boys were hal fway up the drive.

It was too dark to get a good | ook at their costum
es. One of themwore a | ong overcoat and a w de-br

i mred, | ndiana Jones fedora. She couldn't really s

ee the other one.

Carly Beth took a deep breath and prepared to | eap
out at them She gripped the broonstick tightly.
My whole body is trenbling, she realized. The nmask
suddenly felt hot, as if her excitenent had heate
dit up. Her breath rattled noisily in the flat no

se.

Wal king slowy, playfully bl ocking each other with
their shoulders like football Iinenen, the boys m
ade their way up the driveway. One of themsaid so
mething Carly Beth couldn't hear. The other one |a
ughed | oudly, a high-pitched giggle.

Peering into the darkness, Carly Beth watched t hem
until they were nearly right in front of the shru
b.

Okay —now she declared silently.

Rai si ng the broonstick wth its staring head on the
top, she | eapt out.

The boys shrieked, startl ed.

She could see their dark eyes go wi de as they gaped
at her mask.



A ferocious roar escaped her throat. A deep, runbli
ng how that frightened even her.

At the terrifying sound, both boys cried out again

One of themactually dropped to his knees on the

dri veway.

They both stared up at the head, bobbing on the br
oonstick. It seened to glare down at them

Anot her howl escaped Carly Beth's throat. It start
ed low, as if comng fromfar away, and then pierc
ed the air, raspy and deep, like the roar of an an
gry creat ure.

"Noooo!" one of the boys cried.

"Who are you?" the other cried. "Leave us al one!"
Carly Beth heard rapid footsteps crunching over th
e dead | eaves on the driveway. Looking up, she saw
a wonman in a bul ky down coat running up the drive.
"Hey —what are you d0|ng7" t he woman demanded, he
r voice shrill and angry. "Are you scaring ny ki ds
on

"Huh?" Carly Beth swall owed hard. She turned her ey
es back to the two frightened boys.

"Wait!" she cried, realizing they weren't Chuck and
St eve.

"What are you doi ng?" the wonman repeated breathl es

sly. She stepped up to the two boys and put a hand
on each of their shoulders. "Are you two okay?"
"Yeah. W're okay, Mom" the one in the overcoat an

d fedora replied.

The ot her boy wore white nakeup and a red cl own no

se. "She —she junped out at us," he told his noth

er, avoiding Carly Beth's stare. "She kind of scar

ed us."

The wonman turned angrily to Carly Beth and shook h

er finger at her accusingly. "Don't you have anyth
i ng better to do than to scare two young boys? Wy
don't you pick on soneone your own age?"

Normally Carly Beth woul d have apol ogi zed. She wou
| d have explained to the woman that she made a m s

take, that she neant to scare two different boys.
But hi dden behind the ugly mask, still hearing the
strange howl that had burst so unexpectedly from

her throat, she didn't feel |ike apol ogi zing.



She felt . . . anger. And she wasn't sure why,

"Go away!" she rasped, waving the broonstick nenac
ingly. The head —her head —stared down at the tw

o startled boys.

"What did you say?" their nother denmanded, her voi

ce tight wwth grow ng outrage. "Wat did you say?"
"I said go away!" Carly Beth snarled in a voice so
deep, so terrifying, that it frightened even her.

The wonman crossed her arns in front of the heavy,

down coat. Her eyes narrowed on Carly Beth. "W a
re you? What is your nane?" she demanded. "Do you

| i ve around here?"

"Mom —let's just go," the boy with the clown face
urged, tugging at her coat sl eeve.

"Yeah. Cone on," his brother pleaded.

"Go away. |'m WARNI NG you!" Carly Beth grow ed.

The woman stood her ground, her arns tightly cross

ed, her eyes narrowed at Carly Beth. "Just because
it's Hall oneen doesn't give you the right —"
"Mom we want to get sone candy!" the clown pleade

d, tugging his nother's sl eeve harder. "Cone on!"
"We're wasting the whole night!" his brother conpla
I ned.

Carly Beth was breathing hard, her breath escaping
the mask in low, noisy grunts. | sound |like an an
i mal, she thought, puzzled. Wiat is happening to m

e?

She could feel her anger growi ng. Her breathing ra

ttled noisily in the tight mask. Her face felt bur
ni ng hot.

Her anger raged through her chest. Her entire body
was trenbling. She felt about to burst.

|"'mgoing to tear this woman apart! Carly Beth deci

ded.
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"Il chew her to bits! I'lIl tear her skin off her
bones! Furious thoughts raged through Carly Beth's
m nd.

She tensed her nuscles, crouched I ow, and prepared



t o pounce.

But before she could nake her nove, the two boys pu

| 1 ed their nother away.

"Let's go, Mom"

"Yeah. Let's go. She's crazy!"

Yeah. |'mcrazy. Crazy, crazy, CRAZY. The word rep

eated, roaring through Carly Beth's m nd. The nask
grew hotter, tighter.

The wonan gave Carly Beth one last cold stare. The

n she turned and led the two boys down the drivewa

y.
Carly Beth stared after them panting |oudly. She
had a strong urge to chase after them —to really
scare them
But a loud cry made her stop and spin around.
Sabrina stood on the front stoop, |leaning on the s
torm door, her nouth open in a wde O of surprise.
"Who's there?" she cried, squinting into the dark
ness.
Sabrina was dressed as Cat Wonan, with a silver-an
d-gray catsuit beneath a silver mask. Her black ha
ir was pulled tightly behind her head. Her dark ey
es stared intently at Carly Beth.
"Don't you recognize ne?" Carly Beth rasped, steppi
ng cl oser.
She could see the fright in Sabrina's eyes. Sabrin
a gripped the door handle tightly, standing half i
n and half out of her house.
"Don't you recognize ne, Sabrina?" She waved the h
ead on the broonstick, as if giving her friend a c
| ue.
Sabrina gasped and raised her hand to her nouth as
she noticed the head on the pole. "Carly Beth —i
s that —is that you?" she stammered. Her eyes dar
ted fromthe mask to the head, then back again.
"Hi, Sabrina," Carly Beth growed. "It's ne."
Sabrina continued to study her. "That nask!" she c
ried finally. "It's excellent] Really, Excellent.
It's so scary.”
"I like your catsuit,"” Carly Beth told her, steppin
g closer, into the |ight.
Sabrina's eyes were raised to the top of the broom



stick, "That head —it's so real! Were did you ge

t it?"

"I't'"s ny real head!" Carly Beth joked.

Sabrina continued to stare at it. "Carly Beth, when
| first sawit, | —"

"My rommade it," Carly Beth told her. "In her art

cl ass. ™

"I thought it was a real head," Sabrina said. She

shivered. "The eyes. The way they stare at you."

Carly Beth shook the broonstick, mnmaking the head no

d.

Sabrina studied Carly Beth's mask. "Wait till Chuck
and Steve see your costune.”

| can't wait! Carly Beth thought darkly. "Were ar

e they?" she demanded, gl ancing back to the street

"Steve called," Sabrina replied. "He said they'd b

e late. He has to take his little sister trick-or-

treating before he can neet us."

Carly Beth sighed, disappointed.

"We' Il start without them" Sabrina suggested. "The

y can catch up to us later."

"Yeah. Ckay," Carly Beth replied.

"I'"l'l get ny coat and we can go," Sabrina said. Sh

e took one last, lingering |look at the head on the
broonstick, then the storm door slamed shut with
a bang as she di sappeared inside to get her coat.

The w nd picked up as the two girls made their way
down the bl ock. Dead | eaves swirled at their feet
The bare trees bent and shivered. Above the dark

, Sloping roofs, the pale half-noon slipped in and
out of the cl ouds.

Sabrina chattered about all the problens she'd had
with her costune. The first catsuit she'd bought

had a long run in one |leg and had to be returned.

Then Sabrina couldn't find a cat-eyed nmask that |o

oked right.

Carly Beth renmi ned quiet. She couldn't hide her d

| sappoi ntnent that Chuck and Steve hadn't net them
as pl anned.

What if they never catch up to us? she wondered. Wh



at if we don't see themat all?

The whol e point of the night, as far as Carly Beth
was concerned, was neeting the two boys and scari
ng the living daylights out of them

Sabrina had gi ven her a shopping bag to put her ca
ndy in. As they wal ked, Carly Beth gripped the bag
i n one hand, struggling to keep the head bal anced
on the pole in her other hand.

"So where did you buy your mask? Your nother didn'

t make it, did she? Did you go to that new party s

tore? Can | touch it?"

Sabrina always tal ked a lot. But tonight she was ¢
oing for a world's record of nonstop chatter.
Carly Beth obediently stopped so that her friend c
oul d touch the mask. Sabrina pressed her fingers a
gai nst the cheek, then instantly jerked them back.
"Oh! It feels like skint™

Carly Beth | aughed, a scornful |augh she had never
heard bef ore.

"Yuck! What's it nade of ?" Sabrina demanded. "It |

sn't skin —is it? It's sone kind of rubber, right

e

"I guess," Carly Beth nuttered.

"Then how cone it's so warn®?" Sabrina asked. "Is i

t unconfortable to wear? You nust be sweating like
a plg.”

Feeling a surge of rage, Carly Beth dropped the bag
and the broonsti ck.

"Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!"” she snarl ed.

Then wth an angry how, she grabbed Sabrina's thro

at wth both hands and began to choke her.
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Sabrina uttered a shocked cry and staggered back,
pulling herself fromCarly Beth's grip. "CCarly B
eth!" she sputtered.

What is happening to ne? Carly Beth wondered, gapi
ng in horror at her friend. Wiy did | do that?

"Uh . . . gotcha!" Carly Beth exclained. She | augh
ed. "You should have seen the | ook on your face, S



abrina. Did you think I was really choking you?"
Sabrina rubbed her neck with one silver-gloved han
d. She frowned at her friend. "That was a joke? Yo
u scared ne to death!"

Carly Beth | aughed again. "Just keeping in charact
er," she said lightly, pointing to her nmask. "You
know. Trying to get in the right nood. Ha-ha. | Ii
ke scaring people. You know. Usually I'mthe one w
ho's trenbling in fright."

She picked up the bag and broonstick, fixing the p
| aster of Paris head on the top. Then she hurried
up the nearest driveway toward a well-Ilighted hous
e with a HAPPY HALLOWEEN banner in the front w ndo

W.

Does Sabrina believe it was just a joke? Carly Bet
h asked herself as she rai sed her shoppi ng bag and
rang the doorbell. What on earth was | doi ng?

Wiy did | suddenly get so angry? Wiy did | attack m

y best friend like that?

Sabrina stepped up beside her as the front door wa
s pulled open. Two little blonde kids, a boy and a
girl, appeared in the doorway. Their nother stepp
ed up behind them

"Trick or Treat!" Carly Beth and Sabrina called out
i n uni son.

"Qoh, that's a scary mask!" the wonman said to her t

wo children, grinning at Carly Beth.

"What are you supposed to be? A cat?" the little bo

y asked Sabri na.

Sabrina neowed at him "I'm Cat Wnan," she told hi
m

"I don't like the other one!" the little girl excla
imed to her nother. "It's too scary."

"I't's just a funny mask," the nother assured her da
ughter.

"Too scary. It's scaring ne!" the little girl insis

t ed.

Carly Beth leaned into the entryway of the house,
bringing her grotesque face up close to the little
girl. "I'"ll eat you up!"™ she growl ed nastily.

The little girl screaned and di sappeared into the
house. Her brother stared w de-eyed at Carly Beth.



The not her quickly dropped candy bars into the gi
rls' bags. "You shouldn't have scared her," she sa
id softly. "She has ni ght mares. "
| nstead of apologizing, Carly Beth turned to the |
ittle boy. "I'lIl eat you up too!" she snarl ed.
"Hey —stop!" the woman pr ot est ed.

Carly Beth | aughed a deep-throated | augh, junped o
ff the porch, and took off across the front |awn.

"Why' d you do that?" Sabrina asked as they nade th
eir way across the street. "Why'd you scare those
kids |ike that?"

"The mask made nme do it," Carly Beth replied. She
nmeant it as a joke. But the thought troubled her m
I nd.

At the next few houses, Carly Beth hung back and |
et Sabrina do the talking. At one house, a m ddl e-
aged man in a torn blue sweater pretended to be sc
ared of Carly Beth's mask. His wife insisted that

the girls cone inside so that they could show thei
r elderly nother the great costunes.

Carly Beth groaned | oudly, but followed Sabrina in

to the house. The old woman gazed at them bl ankly

fromher wheelchair. Carly Beth grow ed at her, bu

t it didn't appear to nmake any i npression.

On their way out the door, the man in the torn swe
ater handed each girl a green apple. Carly Beth wa
ited till they were down on the sidewal k. Then she
turned, pulled back her arm and heaved the apple
at the man's house with all her m ght.

It made a loud thunk as it snmacked agai nst the shin
gled front wall near the front door.

"I really hate getting apples on Halloween!" Carly

Bet h declared. "Especially green ones!"”

"Carly Beth —I'mworried about you'" Sabrina crie
d, eyeing her frlend Mﬁth concern. "You're not act
ing |ike you at all.

No. I'"'mnot a pitiful, frightened little nouse toni
ght, Carly Beth thought bitterly.

"Gve ne that," she ordered Sabrina, and grabbed Sa
brina's apple from her bag.

'Hey —stop!" Sabrina protested.



But Carly Beth arched her arm and tossed Sabrina's
apple at the house. It clanged noisily as it hit

t he al um num gutter.

The man in the torn sweater poked his head out the

door. "Hey —what's the big idea?"

"Run!" Carly Beth screaned.

The two girls took off, running at full speed down
the bl ock. They didn't stop until the house was o

ut of sight.

Sabrina grabbed Carly Beth's shoul ders and held on

, Struggling to catch her breath. "You're crazy!"

she gasped. "You're really crazy!"

"It takes one to know one,"” Carly Beth said playful

ly.

They both | aughed.

Carly Beth searched the bl ock, |ooking for Chuck a

nd Steve. She saw a small group of costuned kids h

uddl ed together at the corner. But no sign of the

two boys.

Smal | er houses, jammed cl oser together, lined the

two sides of this block. "Let's split up," Carly B

et h suggested, |eaning against the broonstick. "W

"Il get nore candy that way."

Sabrina frowed at her Mend, eyeing her suspicious

ly. "Carly Beth, you don't even like candy!" she e

xcl ai med.

But Carly Beth was already running up the driveway
to the first house, her scul pted head bobbing wl

dly above her on its broonstick.

This is ny night, Carly Beth thought, accepting a

candy bar fromthe smling woman who answered t he

door. My ni ght!

She felt a tingle of excitenent she'd never felt b

efore. And a strange feeling she couldn't describe
A hunger . . .

A few mnutes |ater, her shopping bag starting to

feel heavy, she cane to the end of the bl ock. She

hesitated on the corner, trying to deci de whet her

to do the other side of the street or go on to the
next bl ock.

It was very dark there, she realized. The noon had
once agai n di sappeared behind dark clouds. The co



rner streetlight was out, probably burned out.
Across the street, four very young trick or treate
rs were giggling as they approached a house with a
jack-o'-lantern on the porch.
Carly Beth sank back into the darkness. She heard v
oi ces, boys' voices.
Chuck and Steve?
No. The voices were unfamliar. They were arguing
about where to trick-or-treat next. One of them wa
nted to go hone and call a friend.
How about a little scare for you guys? Carly Beth
t hought, a smle spreading across her face. How ab
out sonething to renenber this Hall oween night?
She waited, listening, until they were a few feet
away. She could see themnow. Two nmumm es, their f
aces wrapped in gauze.
Cl oser, closer. She waited for the perfect nonent.
Then she burst fromthe shadows, uttering an angry
ani mal howl that shattered the air.
The two boys gasped and junped back.
"Hey —!" One of themtried to shout, but his voice
caught in his throat.
The ot her one dropped his bag of candy.
As he started to pick it up, Carly Beth noved quic
kly. She grabbed the bag fromhis hand, jerked it
away fromhim and started to run.
"Conme back!"
"That's m ne!"
"Hey —
Their voices were high and shrill, filled with fea
r and surprise. As she ran across the street, Carl
y Beth glanced back to see if they were follow ng
her .
No. They were too frightened. They stood huddl ed t
oget her on the corner, shouting after her.
Hol di ng the stolen candy bag tightly in her free h
and, Carly Beth tossed back her head and | aughed.
A cruel laugh, a triunphant |augh. A | augh she had
never heard before.
She enptied the boy's candy into her own bag, then
tossed his bag onto the ground.
She felt good, really good. Really strong. And read



y for nore fun.
Cone on, Chuck and Steve, she thought. It's YOUR tu
rn next!
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Carly Beth found Chuck and Steve a few minutes |ate

r.

They were across the street fromher, standing in

the light of soneone's driveway, exam ning the con

tents of their trick-or-treat bags.

Carly Beth ducked behind the wide trunk of an old

tree near the sidewal k. Her heart began to pound a

s she spied on them

Nei t her boy had bothered to put on a real costune.
Chuck had a red bandanna tied around his head and
a black mask over his eyes. Steve had bl ackened h

I s cheeks and forehead with big snudges and wore a

n old tennis hat and a torn raincoat.

| s he supposed to be a bun? Carly Beth wonder ed.

She watched them sift through their bags. They had
been out for quite a while, she saw. Their bags a

ppeared pretty full.

Suddenly, Steve glanced up in her direction.

Carly Beth jerked her head back behind the tree tru

nk.

Had he seen her?

No.

Don't blow it now, she told herself. You've waited
so long for this nonent. You' ve waited so long to
pay them back for all the scares.

Carly Beth watched the two boys nmake their way up

to the front porch of the next house. Nearly tripp

i ng over the broonstick, she darted away fromthe

tree. She ran across the street and ducked | ow beh

i nd a hedge.

When they cone back down the drive, I'll |eap out.
"Il pounce on them |'I|l scare themto death, sh

e t hought.

The | ow hedge snell ed piney and sweet. It was stil
| wet fromthe norning's rain. The wi nd nade the |



eaves trenble. What was that strange whistling sou
nd?

It took Carly Beth a while to realize it was her ow
n breat hi ng.

She suddenly began to have doubts.

This isn't going to work, she thought, crouching |o

wer behi nd the trenbling hedge.

| ama conplete jerk. Chuck and Steve aren't going

to be scared by a stupid mask.

|"mgoing to junp out at them and they're going to
| augh at ne. As they always do.

They're going to |laugh and say, "Ch, hi, Carly Beth
. Looking good!"™ O sonething like that.

And then they'll tell everyone in school how | tho
ught | was so scary and how they recognized nme i mnm
ediately and what a total jerk | am And everyone

wi |l have a good | augh at ny expense.

Wiy did | ever think this would work? What nmade ne

think it was such a hot idea?

Crouched behind the hedge, Carly Beth could feel h
er anger grow. Anger at herself. Anger at the two
boys.

Her face felt burning hot inside the ugly mask. He
r heart thudded |oudly. Her rapid breaths whistled
agai nst the flat nose.

Chuck and Steve were approachi ng. She could hear t
hei r sneakers crunch over the gravel driveway.
Carly Beth tensed her |eg nuscles and prepared to p
ounce.

Okay, she thought, taking a deep breath, here goes!
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It all seened to happen in slow notion.

The two boys noved slowy past the hedge. They wer
e talking excitedly to each other. But to Carly Be
th, their voices seened | ow and far away.

She pulled herself up, stepped out fromthe hedge,
and screaned at the top of her | ungs.

Even in the dimlight, she could see their reaction



s clearly.

Their eyes went wi de. Their nouths dropped open. Th
eir hands shot up above their heads.

Steve cried out. Chuck grabbed the sleeve of Steve'
S coat.

Carly Beth's scream echoed over the dark front | aw
n. The sound seened to hover in the air.

Everyt hi ng noved so slowy. So slowy, Carly Beth
coul d see Chuck's eyebrows quiver. She could see h
is chin trenble.

She could see the fear shimer in Steve's eyes as

t hey noved from her mask up to the head on the bro
onsti ck.

She waved the broonstick nenacingly.

Steve uttered a frightened whi nper.

Chuck gaped at Carly Beth, his frightened eyes |oc
ked on hers. "Carly Beth —is that you?" he finall
y managed to choke out.

Carly Beth uttered an animal growl, but didn't repl

y

Wio ar e you?" Steve demanded, his voice trenbling.

"I't —it's Carly Beth —1 think!" Chuck told him "
s it you in there, Carly Beth?"

Steve let out a tense | augh. "You —scared us!"
"Carly Beth —is it you?" Chuck demanded agai n.
Carly Beth waved the broonstick. She pointed up to
the head. "That's Carly Beth's head," she told th
em Her voice was a deep, throaty rasp.

"Huh?" Both boys gazed up at it uncertainly.
"That's Carly Beth's head," she repeated slowy, w
aving it toward them The painted eyes of the scul
pted face appeared to glare down at them "Poor Ca
rly Beth didn't want to give up her head tonight.
But | took it anyway."

Bot h boys stared up at the head.

Chuck continued to grip Steve's coatsl eeve.

Steve uttered another tense laugh. He stared at Ca
rly Beth, his expression confused. "You're Carly B
eth, right? How are you maki ng that weird voi ce?"
"That's your friend Carly Beth," she grow ed, poin
ting up to the head on the broonstick. "That's all



that's left of her!"”
Chuck swal |l owed hard. H's eyes were trained on the

bobbi ng head. Steve stared intently at Carly Beth
's mask.
"Hand over your candy," Carly Beth snarled, surpris
ed by the vicious tone in her voice.
"Huh?" Steve cried.
"Hand it over. Now. O |'ll put your heads on the s
tick."

Bot h boys | aughed, shrill giggles.
"I'"' mnot joking!" Carly Beth roared.

Her angry words cut their |aughter short.
"Carly Beth —give us a break," Chuck nuttered unc
ertainly, his eyes still narrowed in fear.
"Yeah. Really," Steve said softly.
"Hand over your bags," Carly Beth insisted coldly.
"Or your heads will adorn ny stick."

She | owered the broonstick toward them nenaci ngly.
And as she lowered it, all three of them stared up
at the dark-eyed face. All three of them studied
the frozen face, the face that | ooked so real, tha

t | ooked so nmuch like Carly Beth Cal dwel .

A sudden breeze swirled around them naking the hea
d bob on the stick.

And then, all three of them saw the eyes blink.
Once. Twi ce.

The brown eyes bli nked.

And the lips on the head parted, naking a dry scrap
i ng sound.

Frozen in horror, Carly Beth stared up at the face
al ong with the two boys.

And all three of themsaw the |ips nove. And heard
the dry, crackling sound.

All three of them saw the dark |ips squeeze togethe
r, then part.

Al three of them saw t he bobbing head formthe sil
ent words: "Help ne. Help ne."
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In her horror, Carly Beth let go of the broonstick



. It hit the ground beside Chuck. The head rolled

under the hedge.

"It —it totted!" Steve cri ed.

Chuck uttered a | ow whi nper.

Wt hout anot her word, both boys dropped their cand

y bags and took off, their sneakers thudding | oudl

y on the sidewal k.

The wind swirled around Carly Beth as if hol ding he

r in place.

She felt |ike tossing her head back and how i ng.

She felt like tearing off her coat and flying throu

gh the night.

She felt like clinbing a tree, |eaping onto a roof

, roaring up at the starless, black sky.

She stood frozen for a long nonent, letting the w

nd sweep around her. The boys were gone. They had

fled in terror.

Terror!

Carly Beth had succeeded. She had scared them nearl

y to death.

She knew she'd never forget the horrified | ooks on
their faces, the fear and di sbelief that glowed i

n their dark eyes.

And she woul d never forget her feeling of triunph.

The thrilling sweet ness of revenge.

For a brief nonment, she realized, she had felt the

fear, too.

She had i nagi ned that the head on the stick had co

me to life, had blinked its eyes, had spoken silen

tly to them

For a brief nonent, she had caught the fear. She h

ad fallen under the spell of her own trickery.

But, of course, the head hadn't cone alive, she as

sured herself now O course the lips hadn't noved

, hadn't made their silent plea: "Help ne. Help ne

It had to be shadows, she knew. Shadows cast by th
e light of the noon, floating out from behind the
shifting, black clouds.

Where was the head?

Where was the broonstick she had dropped?

It didn't matter now. They were no | onger of any us



e to her.

Carly Beth had won her victory.

And now she was running. Running wildly over the f
ront |awns. Junping over shrubs and hedges. Flying
over the dark, hard ground.

She was running blindly, the houses whirring past

on both sides. The blustery wind swirled, and she

swrled wwth it, rising over the sidewal ks, rushin

g through tall weeds, blowng with the wind |like a
hel pl ess | eaf .

Hol di ng her bul gi ng candy bag, she ran past startl

ed trick or treaters, past glow ng punpkins, past
rattling skel et ons.

She ran until her breath gave out.

Then she stopped, panting loudly, and shut her eye

s, waiting for her heart to stop pounding, for the
bl ood to stop pul sing at her tenples.

And a hand grabbed her shoul der roughly from behi nd
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Startled, Carly Beth shrieked and spun around. "Sab
rina!" she cried breathlessly.

G inning, Sabrina let go of her shoulder. "I've be

en | ooking for you for hours," Sabrina scolded. "W
here'd you go?"

"I —1 guess | got lost," Carly Beth replied, still
struggling to catch her breath.

"One mnute you were there. The next mnute, you d
| sappeared,"” Sabrina said, adjusting her mask over
her dark hair.

"How d you do?" Carly Beth asked, trying to speak i
n her normal voice.

"I ripped ny catsuit," Sabrina conpl ai ned, frownin

g. She pulled at the Lycra material on one leg to

show Carly Beth. "Snagged it on a stupid mail box."

"Bad news," Carly Beth synpat hi zed.

"Did you scare anyone with that mask?" Sabrina dem

anded, still fingering the tear in the catsuit |eg



"Yeah. A few kids," Carly Beth replied casually.
"It's really gross,"” Sabrina said.

"That's why | picked it."

They bot h | aughed.

"Did you get a lot of candy?" Sabrina asked. She p
i cked up Carly Beth's bag and | ooked i nside. "Ww
VWhat a haul!'"

"I hit alot of houses," Carly Beth said.

"Let's go back to ny house and check out the |oot,"
Sabri na suggest ed.

"Yeah. Ckay." Carly Beth followed her friend across
the street.

"Unl ess you want to trick-or-treat sone nore," Sab
rina offered, stopping in the mddle of the street

"No. |'ve done enough, " Carly Beth said. She | augh
ed to herself. | did everything | warded to do ton
i ght .

They started wal ki ng again. They were wal ki ng agai
nst the wnd, but Carly Beth didn't feel at all ch
I 11 ed.

Two girls in frilly dresses, their faces brightly
made up, funny, blonde, noplike wgs on their head
s, ran by. One of them sl owed when she caught sigh
t of Carly Beth's nask. She uttered a soft gasp, t
hen hurried after her friend.

"Did you see Steve and Chuck?" Sabrina asked. "I s
earched everywhere for them" She groaned. "That's
all 1 did tonight. | spent the whole night |ookin

g for everybody. You. Steve and Chuck. How conme we
never got together?"

Carly Beth shrugged. "I saw them " she told her fr
iend. "A few m nutes ago. Back there." She notione

d wwth her head. "They're such scaredy-cats."

"Huh? Steve and Chuck?" Sabrina's expression turned
to surprise.

"Yeah. They got one | ook at ny mask and they took

off," Carly Beth told her, laughing. "They were sc
ream ng |i ke babies.™

Sabrina joined in the laughter. "I don't believe i

t!" she exclainmed. "They always act so tough. And



"I called after them but they just kept running,"
Carly Beth told her, grinning.

"Weird!" Sabrina decl ared.

"Yeah. Weird," Carly Beth agreed.

"Did they know it was you?" Sabrina asked.

Carly Beth shrugged. "I don't know. They t ook one |
ook at ne, and they ran |ike rabbits.

"They told me they planned to scare you" Sabrina r
eveal ed. "They were going to sneak up behi nd you a
nd make scary noi ses or sonething.'

Carly Beth snickered. "lIt's hard to sneak up behin
d soneone when you're running for your life!"
Sabrina's house cane into view. Carly Beth shifted

t he candy bag to her other hand.

"I got sone good stuff,"” Sabrina said, peering int
o her bag as she wal ked. "I had to get a lot. | ha

ve to share it with ny cousin. She has the flu and
couldn't trick-or-treat tonight."

"I'"' mnot sharing any of mne," Carly Beth said. "N
oah went out with his pals. He'll probably cone ho
me wwth a year's supply.”

"Ms. Connelly gave cookies and popcorn again this
year," Sabrina said, sighing. "I'lIl just have to
throwit all out. Momwon't let ne eat anything th
at isn't wapped. She's afraid sone ghoul wll put
poison init. | had to throw out a |lot of good st

uff | ast year."

Sabri na knocked on her front door. A few seconds |
ater, her nother opened it and the girls entered.
"That's sone nask, Carly Beth," she said, studying
it. "How d you girls do?"

"Ckay, | think," Sabrina replied.

"Well, just renenber —"

"I know. | know, Mom" Sabrina interrupted inpatie
ntly. "Throw out everything that isn't wapped. Ev
en the fruit."

As soon as Ms. Mason had gone back to the den, th
e two girls turned over their bags and dunped all

t he candy onto the |iving roomrug.

"Hey, ook —a big MIky Way!" Sabrina declared, pu
lling it out of the pile. "My favorite!"

"I hate these!" Carly Beth said, holding up an eno



rnmous bl ue jawbreaker. "The last tine | tried suck
I ng one of these, | cut ny tongue to pieces." She

tossed it onto Sabrina's pile.

"Thanks a bunch," Sabrina said sarcastically. She

tugged off her mask and dropped it onto the carpet

Her face was flushed. She shook out her black ha

ir.

"There. That feels better," Sabrina said. "Ww. Th

at mask was hot." She raised her eyes to Carly Bet
h. "Don't you want to take off your mask? You nust
be boiling inside it!"

"Yeah. Good idea." Carly Beth had actually forgotte
n she was wearing a nask.

She reached up with both hands and tugged at the ea
rs. "Quch!" The mask didn't budge.

She pulled it by the top of the head. Then she tri

ed stretching it out and tugging it fromthe cheek

S.

"Quch!™

"What ' s wong?" Sabrina asked, concentrating on sor

ting her candy into piles.

Carly Beth didn't reply. She tried prying the nmask
off at the neck. Then she tugged it up by the ear

S agai n.

"Carly Beth —what's wong?" Sabrina asked, | ooking
up from her candy.

"Help nme!" Carly Beth pleaded in a shrill, frighte
ned voice. "Please —help ne! The mask —it won't
cone of f!"
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On her knees on the carpet, Sabrina glanced up fro

m her piles of candy bars. "Carly Beth, stop clown

i ng around. "

"I"'mnot!" Carly Beth insisted, her voice shrill w

th panic.

"Aren't you tired of scaring people tonight?" Sabr
| na demanded. She picked up a clear plastic bag of
candy corn. "Wonder if Momw Il let ne keep this.
It's wapped."”



"I"'mnot trying to scare you. I'mserious!" Carly
Beth cried. She tugged at the ears of the nmask, bu

t couldn't get a good grinp.

Sabrina tossed down the bag of candy corn and clim
bed to her feet. "You really can't get the nask of

f?"

Carly Beth pulled hard on the chin. "Quch!" She cr
ied out in pain. "It —it's stuck to ny skin or so
mething. Help ne."

Sabrina | aughed. "We're going to | ook pretty stupi

dif we have to call the fire departnent to get yo
u out of your mask!"

Carly Beth didn't find it funny. She gripped the t

op of the mask with both hands and pulled wth all
her strength. The mask didn't budge.

Sabrina's grin faded. She stepped over to her frie
nd. "You're not goofing —are you. You're really s

tuck."

Carly Beth nodded. "Well, cone on," she urged i npat
iently. "Help me pull it off."

Sabrina grabbed the mask top. "It's so warnml" she
excl ai med. "You nust be suffocating in there."
"Just pull!" Carly Beth wail ed.

Sabrina pul | ed.

"Quch! Not so hard!" Carly Beth cried. "It really h

urtst”

Sabrina pulled nore gently, but the mask didn't bu

dge. She | owered her hands to the cheeks and pulle

d.

"Quch!" Carly Beth shrieked. "It's really stuck to

nmy face."

"What's this thing made of ?" Sabrina asked, starin

g intently at the mask. "It doesn't feel |ike rubb

er. It feels Iike skin."

"I don't know what it's nade of, and | don't care,
Carly Beth grunbled. "I just want it off. Maybe

we should cut it off. You know Wth scissors.”

"And wreck the mask?" Sabrina asked.

"I don't care!" Carly Beth exclained, tugging furi

ously onit. "I really don't! | just want out! |f

| don't get this thing off nme, 1'mgoing to freak

out. I'mserious!"



Sabrina put a cal m ng hand on her Mend's shoul der.
"Okay. Ckay. One nore try. Then we'll cut it off.

She narrowed her eyes as she exam ned the nask.

I
shoul d be able to reach underneath it and pull it
away, " she said, thinking out loud. "If | slip ny
hands up through the neck, | can stretch it out a

nd then push it up."

"Well, go ahead. Just hurry!" Carly Beth pl eaded.
But Sabrina didn't nove. Her dark eyes grew w de,
and her nouth dropped open as she studi ed the nask
. She uttered a soft gasp of surprise.

"Sabrina? What's the matter?" Carly Beth denmanded.
Sabrina didn't reply. Instead, she ran her fingers
over Carly Beth's throat.

Her astoni shed expression renai ned frozen on her f
ace. She noved behind Carly Beth and ran her finge
rs along the back of Carly Beth's neck.

"What is it? What's the matter?" Carly Beth denmande
d shrilly.

Sabrina ran a hand back through her black hair. He
r forehead winkled in concentration. "Carly Beth,
" she said finally, "there's sonething very weird
goi ng on here."

"What ? What are you tal king about?" Carly Beth dema
nded.

"There's no bottomto the nmask."

"Huh?" Carly Beth's hands shot up to her neck. She
felt around frantically. "Wat do you nean?"
"There's no line," Sabrina told her in a trenbling
voice. "There's no |ine between the mask and your
skin. No place to slip ny hand in."

"But that's crazy!" Carly Beth cried. She noved he
r hands to her throat, pushing up the skin, feelin
g for the bottomof the mask. "That's crazy! Just
crazy!”

Sabrina raised her hands to her face, her features

tight with horror.

"That's crazy! Crazy!" Carly Beth repeated in a hig
h-pitched, frightened voi ce.

But as her trenbling fingers desperately expl ored
her neck, Carly Beth realized that her friend was



right.

There was no longer a bottomto the mask. No pl ace
where the mask ended. No openi ng between the nmask
and Carly Beth's skin.

The mask had becone her face.
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Carly Beth's legs trenbled as she nmade her way to
the mrror in the front entryway. Her hands still
frantically searched her throat as she stepped up
to the large, rectangular wall mrror and brought
her face close to the gl ass.

"No line!" she cried. "No nmask |ine!"

Sabrina stood a few feet back, her expression trou
bled. "I —1 don't understand it," she nuttered, s

taring at Carly Beth's reflection.

Carly Beth uttered a sharp gasp. "Those aren't ny e

yes!" she screaned.

"Huh?" Sabrina stepped up beside her, still staring
into the mrror.

"Those aren't ny eyes!" Carly Beth wailed. "M/ eyes
don't look like that."

"Try to cal mdown," Sabrina urged softly. "Your eye
s

"They're not mne! Not mne!" Carly Beth cried, ig
noring her friend' s plea for calm "Were are ny e

yes? Wiere am|? Where am |, Sabrina? This isn't m

e in here!"

"Carly Beth —pl ease cal mdown!" Sabrina urged. But
her voice cane out choked and fri ght ened.

"I't isn't nme!" Carly Beth declared, gaping in open
-nout hed horror at her reflection, her hands press

ed tightly against the grotesquely wi nkled cheeks
of the mask. "It isn't ne!"

Sabrina reached out to her friend. But Carly Beth
pul l ed away. Wth a high-pitched wail, a cry of ho
rror and despair, she flung herself through the ha
| | way. She pull ed open the front door, struggling

with the | ock, sobbing | oudly.

"Carly Beth —stop! Cone back!"



| gnoring Sabrina's pleas, Carly Beth plunged back

into the darkness. The storm door slammed behind h

er.

As she began to run, she could hear Sabrina's fran

tic cries fromthe doorway: "Carly Beth —your coa

t! Cone back! You forgot your coat!"

Carly Beth's sneakers thudded over the hard ground

. She ran into the darkness beneath the trees, as

if trying to hide, as if trying to keep her hideou

s face fromview

She reached the sidewal k, turned right, and kept ru

nni ng.

She had no i dea where she was going. She only knew
she had to run away from Sabrina, away fromthe m

irror.

She wanted to run away from herself, away from her
face, the hideous face that had stared back at he

r in the mrror wwth those frightening, unfamliar
eyes.

Sonmeone el se's eyes. Soneone el se's eyes in her hea

d.

Only it was no | onger her head. It was an ugly gre

en nonster head that had attached itself to hers.

Uttering another cry of panic, Carly Beth crossed

the street and kept running. The dark trees, black
agai nst the starl ess night sky, swayed and shiver

ed overhead. Houses whirred past, a blur of orange
light fromtheir w ndows.

| nto the darkness she ran, breathing noisily throu

gh the ugly, flat nose. She | owered her snooth, gr

een head against the wnd and stared at the ground
as she ran.

But no matter where she turned her gaze, she saw't

he mask. She saw the face staring back at her, the
ugly, puckered skin, the gl ow ng orange eyes, the
rows of jagged ani mal teeth.

My face . . . ny face . . .

Hi gh-pitched screans startled her from her thoughts

Carly Beth gl anced up to see that she had run into
a group of trick or treaters. There were six or s
even of them all turned toward her, scream ng and



poi nti ng.
She opened her nmouth wi de, revealing the sharp fan
gs, and growed at them a deep ani nal grow.
The grow nade them grow silent. They stared hard
at her, trying to decide if she was threatening th
em or only kidding.
"What are you supposed to be?" a girl in a red-and-
white ruffled clown costune called to her.

| " m supposed to be ME, but I'mnot! Carly Beth thou
ght bitterly.
She ignored the question. Lowering her head, turni
ng away fromthem she started to run again.
She coul d hear them | aughi ng now. They were | aughi
ng in relief, she knew, glad she was | eaving them
Wth a bitter sob, she turned the corner and kept r
unni ng.
Where am | going? What am | doing? Am| going to ke
ep running forever?
The questions roared through her m nd.
She stopped short when the party store cane into vi
ew.
Of course, she thought. The party store.

The strange man in the cape. He will help ne. He w
|1 know what to do.

The man in the cape will know how to get this mask
of f.

Feeling a surge of hope, Carly Beth jogged toward t
he store.

But as she neared it, her hope dimed as dark as t
he store wi ndow. Through the glass she could see t
hat all the lights were out. The store was as dark
as the night. It was cl osed.
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As she stared into the darkened store, a wave of de
spair swept over Carly Beth.

Her hands rai sed agai nst the w ndow, she pressed h

er head against the glass. It felt cool against he

r hot forehead. The nmask's hot forehead.

She cl osed her eyes.



What do | do now? What am | going to do?

"I't'"s all a bad dream " she nmurnured out |oud. "A
bad dream |'m going to open ny eyes now, and wake
up. "

She opened her eyes. She could see her eyes, her g
| om ng orange eyes, reflected in the dark w ndow g
| ass.

She coul d see her grotesque face, staring darkly ba

ck at her.

"Noooo!" Wth a shudder that shook her entire body
, Carly Beth slamred her fists against the w ndow.

Wiy didn't | wear ny nother's duck costune? she as
ked herself angrily. Wiy was | so determ ned to be
the scariest creature that ever roaned on Hal | owe
en? Whay was | so determned to terrify Chuck and S

teve?

She swal | owed hard. Now |I'm going to scare people f
or the rest of ny life.

As the bitter thoughts rolled through her mnd, Ca
rly Beth suddenly becane aware of novenent inside

the store. She saw a dark shadow roll over the flo
or. She heard f oot st eps.

The door rattled, then opened a few inches.

The store owner poked his head out. H's eyes narro

wed as they studied Carly Beth. "I stayed late," h
e said quietly. "I expected to see you again."
Carly Beth was startled by his calmess. "I —I ca

n't get it off!" she sputtered. She tugged at the

top of her head to denonstrate.

"I know," the man said. Hs expression didn't chan

ge. "Cone inside." He pushed the door open the res

t of the way, then stepped back.

Carly Beth hesitated, then wal ked quickly into the

dark store. It was very warm i nsi de.

The owner turned on a single Iight above the front
counter. He was no | onger wearing the cape, Carly
Beth saw. He wore black suit pants and a white dr

ess shirt.

"You knew |'d cone back?" Carly Beth demanded shri

|ly. The raspy voi ce she had acquired inside the m

ask reveal ed both anger and confusion. "How did yo

u know?"



"I didn't want to sell it to you," he replied, sta
ring at the mask. He shook his head, frowning. "Yo
u renenber, don't you? You renenber that | didn't

want to sell it to you?"

"I remenber,” Carly Beth replied |npat|ently "Just
hel p ne take it off. Okay? Hel p ne.

He stared hard at her. He didn't reply.

"Help me take it off," Carly Beth | nsi sted, shoutin

g. "I want you to take it off!"

He sighed. "I can't," he told her sadly. "I can't t
ake it off. I'n1rea||y sorry."
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"Wh- what do you nean?" Carly Beth stammered.

The store owner didn't reply. He turned toward the
back of the store and notioned for her to foll ow
hi m

"Answer ne!" Carly Beth shrieked. "Don't wal k away
I Answer ne! What do you nean the mask can't be ta
ken of f ?"

She followed himinto the back room her heart poun

ding. He clicked on the light.

Carly Beth blinked in the sudden brightness. The t

wo | ong shel ves of hi deous masks cane into focus.

She saw a bare spot on the shelf where hers had st

ood.

The grotesque masks all seened to stare at her. Sh

e forced herself to |ook away fromthem "Take thi

s mask off —now " she denmanded, noving to bl ock t
he store owner's path.

"I can't renove it," he repeated softly, alnost sad
ly.

"Why not?" Carly Beth denanded.

He | owered his voice. "Because it isn't a nask."

Carly Beth gaped at him She opened her nouth, but

no sound cane out.

"I't isn't a nmask," he told her. "It's a real face."

Carly Beth suddenly felt dizzy. The floor tilted.
The rows of ugly faces glared at her. Al of the b



ul gi ng, bl oodshot, yell ow and green eyes seened to
be trai ned on her.

She pressed her back against the wall and tried to

st eady hersel f.

The store owner wal ked over to the display shelf a

nd gestured to the ugly, staring heads. "The Unl ov

ed," he said sadly, his voice |owered to a whisper.
"I —1 don't understand," Carly Beth managed to cho

ke out.

"These are not nasks. They are faces," he expl aine

d. "Real faces. | nade them | created themin ny

| ab —real faces."

"But —but they are so ugly —" Carly Beth started,
]| \My _?II

"They weren't ugly in the beginning," he interrupt
ed, his voice bitter, his eyes angry. "They were b
eautiful. And they were alive. But sonething went
wrong. Wien they were taken out of the lab, they c
hanged. My experinments —ny poor heads —were a fa
ilure. But | had to keep themalive. | had to."
"I —I don't believe it!" Carly Beth exclained bre
athl essly, raising her hands to the sides of her f
ace, her green, distorted face. "I don't believe a
ny of it."
"I amtelling the truth,” the store owner continue
d, running a finger over one side of his narrow nu
stache, his eyes burning into Carly Beth's. "I kee
p themhere. | call them The Unl oved because no on
e wll ever want to see them GQCccasionally, soneon
e wanders into the back room —you, for exanple —
and one of ny faces finds a new hone. :
"Nooooo!" Carly Beth uttered a cry of protest nor e
an animal wail than a human cry.
She stared at the gnarled, tw sted faces on the sh
el f. The bul gi ng heads, the open wounds, the aninma
| fangs. Monsters! Al nonsters!
"Take this off!" she screaned, |osing control. "Tak
e this off! Take it off!"
She began tearing frantically at her face, trying
to pull it off, trying torip it off in pieces.
"Take it off! Take it off!"
He raised a hand to quiet her. "I amsorry. The fa



ce is your face now," he said w thout expression.

"No!" Carly Beth shrieked again in her new, raspy

voi ce. "Take it off! Take it off —NOW"

She tore at the face. But even in her anger and pan
i c, she knew her actions were usel ess.

"The face can be renoved," the store owner told her
, Speaking softly.

"Huh?" Carly Beth | owered her hands. She stared har

d at him "Wat did you say?"

"I said there is one way the face can be renoved."

"Yes?" Carly Beth felt a powerful chill run down h

er back, a chill of hope. "Yes? How? Tell ne!" she
pl eaded. "Please —tell nme!"

"I cannot do it for you," he replied, frowing. "B
ut I can tell you how. However, if it ever again a

ttaches itself to you or to another person, it wl

| be forever."

"How do | get it off? Tell nme! Tell nme!" Carly Beth
begged. "How do | get it off?"

25

The light flickered overhead. The rows of bl oated,
di storted faces continued to stare at Carly Beth.
Monst ers, she thought.

It's a roomfull of nonsters, waiting to cone alive

And now |' m one of them

Now I "' m a nonster, too.

The fl oorboards creaked as the store owner noved a

way fromthe display shelves and cane up close to
Carly Beth.

"How do | get this off nme?" she pleaded. "Tell ne.
Show ne —now "

"I't can only be renoved once," he repeated softly.
"And it can only be renoved by a synbol of |ove."
She stared at him waiting for himto continue,

The silence filled the room Heavy silence.

"I —1 don't understand," Carly Beth stamered fin

ally. "You' ve got to help ne. I don't understand y

ou! Tell me sonething that nakes sense! Help ne!"



"I can say no nore," he said, lowering his head, s
hutting his eyes, and wearily rubbing his eyelids
with his fingers.

"But —what do you nean by a synbol of |ove?" Carl
y Beth demanded. She grabbed the front of his shir
t wth both hands. "Wat do you nean? What do you
mean?"

He made no attenpt to renove her hands. "I can say
no nore," he repeated in a whisper.

"No!" she shouted. "No! You have to help ne! You ha
ve to!"

She could feel her rage explode, could feel hersel

f burst out of control —but she couldn't stop her
sel f.

"I want ny face back!" she shrieked, pounding on h
is chest with both fists. "I want ny face back! |

want nysel f back!"

She was scream ng at the top of her |ungs now, but
she didn't care.

The store owner backed away, notioning with both h
ands for her to be quiet. Then, suddenly, his eyes
opened wide in fear.

Carly Beth followed his gaze to the display shel ves

"Ohh!" She uttered a startled cry of horror as she

saw the rows of faces all begin to nove.

Bul gi ng eyes blinked. Swollen tongues |icked at dry
| i ps. Dark wounds began to pul sate.

The heads were all bobbi ng, blinking, breathing.

"What —what is happeni ng?" Carly Beth cried in at
renbl i ng whi sper.

"You' ve awakened themall!" he cried, his expressio
n as frightened as hers.
"But —but —"

"Run!" he screaned, giving her a hard shove toward
t he doorway. "Run!"
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Carly Beth hesitated. She turned back to stare at t
he heads bobbi ng on the shel ves.



Fat, dark |ips began to nove, maki ng wet sucking s
ounds. Crooked fangs clicked up and down. Ugly, in
human noses tw tched and gasped air noisily.

The heads, two long rows of them throbbed to life.

And the eyes —the bl ood-vei ned, bulging eyes —th
e green eyes, the sickly yellow eyes, the bright s
carl et eyes, the disgusting eyeballs hanging by th
reads —they were all on her!

"Run! You've awakened them " the store owner screa
med, his voice choked with fear. "Run! Get away fr
om here!"

Carly Beth wanted to run. But her legs wouldn't co
operate. Her knees felt wobbly and weak. She sudde
nly felt as if she weighed a thousand pounds.

"Run! Run!" The store owner repeated his frantic cr

y.
But she couldn't take her eyes off the throbbing, t
wi t chi ng heads.

Carly Beth gaped at the hi deous scene, frozen int
error, feeling her legs turn to Jell-OQ feeling he
r breath catch in her throat. And as she wat ched,
the heads rose up and floated into the air.

"Run! Hurry! Run!®

The store owner's voice seened far away now.

The heads began to jabber in runbling, deep voices
, drowning out his frantic cries. They nurnured ex
citedly, making only sounds, no words, |ike a chor
us of frogs.

Up, up, they floated, as Carly Beth stared in silen
t horror.

"Run! Run!"

Yes.

She turned. She forced her |egs to nove.

And wth a burst of energy, she began to run.

She ran through the dimy lit front roomof the st
ore. Her hands grabbed for the doorknob, and she p
ul l ed open the door.

A second |l ater, she was out on the sidewal k, runni
ng through the darkness. Her sneakers thudded | oud
|y on the pavenent. She felt a shock of cold air a
gai nst her hot face.



Her hot, green face.

Her nonster face.

The nonster face she could not renove.

She crossed the street and kept running.

What was that sound? That deep, gurgling sound? Th
at low nmurnur that seened to be follow ng her?
Fol | owm ng her?

"Oh, no!" Carly Beth cried out as she gl anced back
—and saw t he gruesone heads flying after her.

A ghoul i sh par ade.

They flewin single file, one Iong chain of throbb
i ng, jabbering heads. Their eyes gl owed brightly,
as bright as car headlights, and they were all tra
i ned on Carly Beth.

Choked with fear, Carly Beth stunbl ed over the curb

Her arns shot forward as she struggled to regain h
er bal ance. Her legs wanted to coll apse, but she f
orced themto nove agai n.

Bent into the wnd, she ran, past dark houses and e

npty | ots.
It nust be |ate, she realized. It nust be very late

Too | ate.

The words fl ashed into her m nd.

Too late for ne.

The hi deous, glowi ng heads flew after her. Getting
closer. Coser. The runbling of their animl nurm
urs grew |l ouder in her ears until the frightening
sound seened to surround her.

The w nd roared, gusting hard, as if deliberately p
ushi ng her back.

The murnuring heads fl oated cl oser.

| "' m runni ng through a dark ni ghtmare, she thought.
| may run forever.

Too late. Too late for ne.

O was it?

An idea fornmed its way through her nightmarish pan
ic. As she ran, her arns thrashing the air in fron
t of her as if reaching for safety, her mnd strug
gled for a solution, an escape.

A synbol of | ove.



She heard the store owner's words over the runble o

f ugly voices behind her.

A synbol of | ove.

That's what it would take to rid her of the nonster
head t hat had becone her own.

Wuld it also stop the throbbing, glow ng heads th

at pursued her? Wuld it send the faces of The Unl

oved back to where they canme fronf

Gasping loudly for breath, Carly Beth turned the c

orner and kept running. d ancing back, she could s

ee her chattering pursuers turn, too.

Where am | ? she wondered, turning her eyes to the h

ouses she was passi ng.

She had been too frightened to care where she ran.
But, now, Carly Beth had an idea. A desperate idea.

And she had to get there before the gruesone parade
of heads caught up with her.

She had a synbol of | ove.

It was her head. The plaster of Paris head her noth
er had scul pted of her.

Carly Beth renenbered asking her nother why she ha

d sculpted it. And her nother had replied, "Becaus

e | love you." Maybe it could save her. Maybe it c

ould help her out of this nightnmare.

But where was it?

She had tossed it aside. She had let it fall behin

d a hedge. She had left it in soneone's yard, and

And now she was back on the bl ock.

She recogni zed the street. She recognized the house

S.

This was where she had net up with Chuck and Steve
This is where she had sent themrunning off int

error.

But where was the house? Where was the hedge?

Her eyes darted frantically fromyard to yard.

Behi nd her, she saw, the heads had swarned togethe

r. Like buzzing bees, they had bunched together, g

rinni ng now, grinning hideous, wet grins as they p

repared to close in on her.

|"ve got to find the head! Carly Beth told herself



, struggling to breathe, struggling to keep her ac

hi ng | egs novi ng.

|'"ve got to find ny head.

The runbling, jabbering voices grew | ouder. The hea
ds swar ned cl oser.

"Wher e? Where?" she screaned al oud.

And then she saw the tall hedge. Across the street.

The yard across the street.

The head, the beautiful head —she had let it fall
behi nd that hedge.

Coul d she get to it before the ugly heads swarned o

ver her?

Yes!

Sucking in a deep breath of air, her arns reaching
out desperately in front of her, she turned and r

an across the street.

And dove behind the hedge. Onto her hands and knee

S. Her chest heaving. Her breath rasping. Her head
poundi ng.

She reached for the head.

|t was gone.

27

Gone.

The head was gone.

My | ast chance, Carly Beth thought, searching blin
dly, her hand thrashing frantically through the bo
ttom of the hedge.

Gone.
Too |l ate for ne.
Still on her knees, she turned to face her ghoulis

h pursuers. The heads, jabbering their m ndl ess so
unds, rose up in front of her, formng a wall,
Carly Beth started to her feet.

The t hrobbing wall of nonster heads inched cl oser.
She turned, searching for an escape route.

And saw it.

Saw her head.

Saw the plaster of Paris head staring up at her fr



om between two uprai sed roots on the big tree near
the driveway.

The wi nd nust have blown it over there, she realize
d.

And as the ugly heads bobbed cl oser, she dove for
the tree. And grabbed the head with both hands.

Wth a cry of triunph, she turned the scul pted fac
e toward the jabbering heads and raised it high.
"Go away! Go away!" Carly Beth screaned, holding t
he head up so they could all see it. "This is a sy
nbol of |ove! This is a synbol of |ovel Go away!"
The heads bobbed together. The gl ow ng eyes stared
at the scul pted head.

They nmurnured excitedly. Wet smles forned on their
di storted |ips.

"Go away! Go away!”

Carly Beth heard them | augh. Low, scornful |aughter

Then t hey noved qui ckly, surrounding her, eager to
swal | ow her wup.
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Too late for ne.

The words repeated in Carly Beth's m nd.

Her idea had fail ed.

The heads swarnmed around her, drooled over her, eye
s bulging gleefully in triunph.

Their runbling nurnmurs becane a roar. She felt her
self being swallowed up in their foul-snelling hea
t.

Wt hout thinking, she |owered the scul pted head. A
nd pulled it down hard over her hideous nonster he
ad.

To her surprise, it slid over her |Iike a mask.
|"'mwearing ny own face |ike a mask, she thought bi
tterly.

As she pulled it over her, darkness descended.
There were no eyeholes. She couldn't see out.

She coul dn't hear.

VWhat will the gruesone heads do to ne? she wondered



, alone with her fear.

WIIl | becone one of The Unl oved now?

WIl | end up on display on a shelf along with them
I)

Surrounded by the tight, silent darkness, Carly Bet
h wait ed.

And wai t ed.

She could feel the blood pulsing at her tenples. S
he could feel the throb of fear in her chest, the
ache of her dry throat.

What are they going to do?

What are they doing!

She couldn't bear being alone, shut in with her fea
r, surrounded by silence and the dark.

Wth a hard tug, she pulled off the scul pted head.
The gruesone heads were gone.

Vani shed.

Carly Beth stared straight ahead in disbelief. The
n her eyes darted around the shadowy | awn. She sea
rched the trees and shrubs. She squinted into the
dark spaces between the houses.

Gone.

They were gone.

For a long nonent, Carly Beth sat in the cold, wet
grass, the scul pted head in her |ap, breathing ha
rd, staring across the silent, enpty front yards.
Soon her breathing returned to nornmal. She cli nbed

to her feet.

The w nd had gentled. The pale hal f-noon slipped o
ut from behind the dark cl ouds that had covered it

Carly Beth felt sonething flap agai nst her throat.

Startled, she reached up and felt the bottom of the
mask.

The bottom of the nmask?

Yes!

There was a gap between the mask and her neck.

"Hey!" she cried aloud. Setting the scul pted head

down gently at her feet, she raised both hands to

t he bottom of the mask and pulled up.

The mask cane off easily.

Stunned, she lowered it and held it in front of her



. She folded it up, then unfolded it.

The orange eyes that had glowed |like fire had fade

d. The pointed ani mal fangs had becone rubbery and
i np.

"You're just a mask!" she cried aloud. "Just a mask

agai n!"
Laughi ng gleefully, she tossed it up in the air and
caught it.

It can be renoved only once, the store owner had to
| d her.
Only once by a synbol of |ove.

Well, 1've done it! Carly Beth told herself happil
y. I've renoved it. And don't worry —I'IlIl never p
ut it on again!

Never!

She suddenly felt exhausted.

|'ve got to get hone, she told herself. It's probab
|y cl ose to m dnight.

Most of the houses were dark. There were no cars m
oving on the streets. The trick or treaters had al
| gone hone.

Carly Beth bent to pick up the scul pted head. Then
, carrying the mask and the plaster head, she bega
n wal ki ng qui ckly toward her house.

Hal fway up the driveway, she stopped.

She reached up and exam ned her face with one hand.

Do | have ny old face back? she wonder ed.

She rubbed her cheeks, then ran her fingers over he
I nose.

s it my old face? Do | |ook Iike ne?

She couldn't tell just by touching.

"I'"ve got to get to a mrror!" she exclained out |lo
ud.

Desperate to see if her face had returned to nornma
|, she ran up to her front door and rang the bell.
After a few seconds the door swung open, and Noah
appeared. He pushed open the storm door.

Then he raised his eyes to her face —and started t
O Scream

"Take off that mask! Take it off! You're so ugly!!"
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"No!" Carly Beth cried in horror.

The mask nust have changed her face, she realized,

“"No! Oh, no!"

She pushed past her brother, tossed down the head

and the mask, and ran to the hallway mrror.

Her face stared back at her.

Perfectly normal. Her old face. Her good old face.

Her dark brown eyes. Her broad forehead. Her snip

of a nose, which she had al ways w shed was | onger.

"Il never conplain about ny nose again, she though

t happily.

Her face was normal again. Al normal.

As she stared at herself, she could hear Noah | augh

i ng at the doorway.

She spun around angrily. "Noah —how could you?"

He | aughed harder. "It was just a joke. | can't bel

i eve you fell for it."

"I't was no joke to ne!" Carly Beth exclained angril

y.

Her not her appeared at the end of the hall. "Carly
Bet h, where have you been? | expected you back an
hour ago."

"Sorry, Mom" Carly Beth replied, grinning.

|'"'m so happy, | may never stop grinning! she though

t

"It's sort of a long story," she told her nother.
Sort of a long, weird story."

"But you're okay?" Ms. Caldwell's eyes narrowed as
she studi ed her daughter.

"Yeah. |'m okay," Carly Beth said.

"Cone into the kitchen," Ms, Caldwell instructed
her. "I have sone nice hot cider for you."

Carly Beth obediently followed her nother to the k
| tchen. The kitchen was warm and bright. The sweet
cider aroma filled the room

Carly Beth had never been so glad to be hone in al
| her life. She hugged her nother, then took a sea

t at the counter.



"Wy didn't you wear your duck costune?' Ms. Cald
wel | asked, pouring out a cup of steam ng cider. "
Were have you been? Way weren't you with Sabrina?

Sabrina has called tw ce al ready, wondering what
happened to you."

"Well . . ." Carly Beth began. "It's sort of a |ong
story, Mom"

"I'''mnot going anywhere," her nother said, setting
the cup of cider down in front of Carly Beth. She
| eaned agai nst the counter, resting her chinin o

ne hand. "Go ahead. Talk."

"Well . . ." Carly Beth hesitated. "Everything is f

i ne now, Mom Perfectly fine. But —"

Before she could say anot her word, Noah burst into

the room

"Hey, Carly Beth —" he called in a deep, raspy vo

ice. "Look at ne! How do I look in your mask?"



