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Sometimes when I think about it, I can’t believe what
happened.   In fact, it seems like it was all a horrible
nightmare—that it never really happened at all.  Like
it was a dream.

Or, at the very least, an awful dream.
My name is Jessica Harrison, and I live in

Bloomington, Minnesota.  Minnesota is in the
northern midwestern part of the United States.  It’s in
a part of the country where we have lots of lakes, and
four very different seasons: spring, summer, fall, and
winter.  Bloomington is a pretty cool place to live. 
The best part about it is that it’s in the same city as the
hugest mall on the planet: The Mall of America.  In
case you’ve never heard of it, this mall is so big that
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there is even an amusement park in it, and not one of
those dinky ones with only a couple rides.  This one is
7 acres big!  There are also over five hundred stores
and restaurants.

Pretty incredible, I know.
But what happened to me in this mall is even more

incredible than that.
My mom and dad have always been pretty cool

about me going places as long as there is a chaperone.
You know—someone older to watch over you.  I do
have an older brother named Mark, and I always beg
him to take me to the mall, but he just got his drivers
license, so he goes there with all his friends and leaves
me at home.

But I wish my brother and his friends would’ve
been at the mall on the most terrifying night of my
life!

It all started when one of my teachers, Mrs.
Shoquist, planned a field trip to the Mall.   School had
just started and this was the first trip of the year.  In
one of my new classes, we’re learning how to run a
store.  Our whole class was really excited, especially
me and my best friend, Rachel Owens.  We love
clothes, and we decided that someday we would have
our own clothing store . . . maybe even our own line of
clothes.
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Rachel is one of the most popular girls in school,
but she isn’t a snob or anything.   She just loves
clothes as much as I do.  Her favorite outfit is jeans
with really fancy shirts.

That’s one of the reasons that we love to go to the
mall, to look at the clothes.  We couldn’t wait for this
field trip . . . especially since Rachel and I had a secret.

We had decided that when we got to the mall we
would sneak off to see the new clothes.  If we snuck
away, we could cover all of the stores and be back just
in time to catch the bus back to school.  Mrs. Shoquist
wouldn’t even miss us.

It sounded simple.
It wasn’t.
We weren’t just going to get into trouble . . . we

were about to discover a secret—a secret that would
lead to the most shocking, horrible experience of our
whole lives.
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Our bus pulled up to the mall at noon.  We all had to
wear school name tags, just in case we got separated
from the group . . . which is exactly what Rachel and I
wanted to do.  We thought that we knew our way
around this mall, even though it is so gigantic.  It’s so
huge that people come to the Mall of America on their
vacation—that’s just how fun it is.

But it wasn’t going to be fun today.  Not for
Rachel and me, anyway.

When we got inside the mall, the first thing we got
to do was have lunch in a food court.  Yum!  There are
lots of great places to eat, and lots of different
restaurants to choose from.  And, it was always so
busy there that we thought this would be the perfect
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place to sneak away. 
We each got to pick the place where we would

eat.  I decided to have Chinese food and Rachel went
for pizza.   We ate quickly, then just acted like we
were taking our trays back.  We were about to make
a clean getaway to go explore, but the biggest
blabbermouth of the whole class—Riley Kline—yelled
out that we were leaving without permission.  We
stopped dead in our tracks.  With quick thinking we
ducked down into two other chairs and acted like we
were still eating.

We thought for sure that big mouth Riley had
jinxed our plan.  When Mrs. Shoquist looked at us, we
smiled and shrugged our shoulders like we didn’t
know what Riley was talking about.  Mrs. Shoquist
nodded at us and frowned at Riley.  Then, when she
turned her head we stuck our tongues out at Riley.
This made Riley so mad that she finally just looked
away.

When the coast was clear, we slowly got up again
and snuck to the tray return.  When we got there we
looked around, just to make sure that nobody saw us.

“Anybody watching?” I whispered to Rachel.
“Nope,” she replied.  “I don’t see anyone.”
We stood there for a minute, then we ran to the

other side of a big fountain and ducked behind it.  We
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took off our name tags and stuck them in our
backpacks, so that nobody would know we weren’t
where we belonged.   

We were in the clear!  Operation “Sneak-Away”
was a success—or so we thought.

Little did we know that somebody was looking.
From the moment we got off the bus, we were all
being watched.

Not only were we being watched . . . but as we
walked toward our favorite store, we were being
followed!

Just as we reached the front of the store a large,
freaky-looking hand reached out in front of us to stop
us.

I gasped.
Rachel gasped.
We both jumped.  We were in trouble now, but it

was just the beginning of our nightmare.
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A man glared down at us, and when we saw his face,
Rachel and I gasped again.

Something about this man was really creepy.  He
had frozen black eyes, and a nasty snarl on his face.
He seemed to be taller than anyone I ever knew, and
he had slicked-back, black hair that almost looked
plastic.

“What do you think you’re doing?” he snarled, in
a voice that made my skin crawl.

“I . . . I . . . we . . . we . . . ” Rachel stuttered.  She
was so scared she couldn’t even speak.

“We’re with a class field trip, sir,” I said.  I
fumbled for my name tag in my backpack to show
him, but I was so nervous I couldn’t find it.
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“Then why aren’t you with your field trip?” he
sneered.

“We are!  Really!” I replied.
“I don’t believe you!” he shot back.  “You’re

coming with me!”  Then he made us walk in front of
him.  Rachel and I just looked at each other.  Now she
was more mad than afraid.  But this man wore a blue
uniform and a badge, and he carried a walkie-talkie.
Our parents would be so mad at us.  Mrs. Shoquist,
too.  I was sure that it would be a long time before we
got to go to the mall again, if ever.

But what we didn’t know was that it would be a
long, long time before we even got out of the mall.

It seemed like we had been walking forever when
I realized he wasn’t taking us back to the group at all.
We headed down a long, dark hallway.  Our footsteps
echoed off the bare walls and ceiling.

When I asked the man where we were going, he
just glared at me with a blank, strange look on his
face.

“Rachel,” I whispered quietly without turning my
head.  “He . . . doesn’t look real!”

“No,” Rachel replied.  “He doesn’t.  He looks like a
robot or something.”

We turned the corner to another scary, empty
hallway.  I had never been in this part of the mall
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before and I didn’t think that Rachel had, either.  He
unlocked a door and opened it up.  Behind the door
was a room about the size of my bedroom.

“Wait in here,” he ordered us in that creepy voice
of his.

Afraid to make him mad, we did what he said.
He slammed the door behind us.  Wherever we

were, it was cold . . . and so dark that I couldn’t see my
hand in front of my face.  We stood there, petrified
with fear, too scared to move.

Then we could hear the lock turn, and his loud
footsteps walking away.  I knew we were in a lot of
trouble already . . . but things were about to get worse.



10

4
The first thing I did after I heard his footsteps fade
away was to try and find a light switch.  I would be a
lot less frightened if I could see where we were!

I groped in the dark until I felt something cold
and metal and smooth.

The doorknob!  The light switch had to be here
somewhere!

I placed the palms of my hands on the wall and
swept them around.  After a moment, my left hand
touched a small nub on the wall.

Please, I thought, please be a light switch.
I flipped it on and bright light flooded all

around . . . and Rachel and I couldn’t believe our eyes.
We were in a tiny, box-like room.  No windows,
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no doors, nothing.  Not even a table or a chair.
“Jessica, what’s going on?” asked Rachel.
“I don’t know,” I replied, shaking my head.

“Maybe he thinks we stole something.” Which seemed
silly to me because I would never steal anything in my
life.  Neither would Rachel. 

Then I started thinking about that strange man
again.

“You know,” I began, “there was something very
odd about that guy.  Did you notice?  He almost
looked fake, like he wasn’t human.  Like one of those
store mannequins.”

“A what?” asked Rachel.
“You know . . . those fake models that they put the

clothes on.  They look like plastic humans.”
“Oh yeah,” said Rachel.
It seemed like we were locked in that room

forever.  Finally, after what seemed like a long, long
time, we heard noises.   Rachel and I listened as we
stared at the door in terror.  In a way, we were glad
someone was coming for us, because we had been
alone for so long.

But I was certain that something was not
right . . . and that’s what scared both of us.

Now we could hear footsteps coming down the
hall . . . the same shuffling sounds that the guard
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made when he walked.  But as the footsteps drew
nearer, it sounded like there was more than just one
person.

Then we could hear talking.  I could hear a
woman’s voice.

“Rachel!” I whispered.  “That sounds like Mrs.
Luchien, the mall manager!”  She was the woman that
had come to our class to talk about the mall with us
kids.  Maybe everything would be okay, now that she
was here.

Boy, was I wrong.
They were getting closer. Their voices became

clearer, and I could hear that freaky-looking security
guard saying that he had told our teacher that we
were in the room and we couldn’t get out.

“Splendid,” Mrs. Luchien said.  “Soon we’ll have
all of them.  That’s just what we need.  The more we
have, the better!”

Rachel and I freaked.  All along, we had thought
that something was wrong.

Now, we knew it.
And we knew something else: we had to get out

of there.  We had to escape somehow.
I ran over to a big metal vent in the corner of the

room and tried to pry the cover off, but it was no use.
I started digging frantically in my backpack.
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“What are you looking for?” asked Rachel.
“Something to pry that vent off with,” I replied.

“We have got to get out of here!”
Rachel started to dig in her backpack, too.
“I’ve got it!” she exclaimed, and she pulled out

her name tag and ran over to the vent.  The thick
plastic of the tag was just the right size to wedge the
vent from the wall just enough so that we could pull
it off.

On the other side of the door, I could hear keys
jingling.

“Hurry!” I hissed frantically.  “They’re almost here!”
Rachel snapped the vent cover off just as I could

hear the jingling of keys being pushed into the lock.
I grabbed my backpack and followed her through the
vent.

There was another room on the other side of the one we
were in!  I had thought that what would be behind the
vent would be, well, you know . . . a vent.  I didn’t
think it would connect to another room.

I reached back through the vent opening, grabbed
the cover, and pulled it back on . . . just as we heard
the door open.

Whew!  That had been a close one . . . but where
were we now?  The room we were in was like some
huge storage room with lots of boxes and crates.
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“Where are we?” Rachel wondered aloud, her voice
just barely a whisper.

“I don’t know,” I replied quietly.  “But look!  There’s
a window over there!”

We both tip-toed to the window . . . but when we
saw what was on the other side of the glass, we both
gasped at the same time.

“Oh no!” I said.
It was now nighttime.
“Man, we have been here a long time,” Rachel

said.
Just then, in the other room, we heard shouting.

It was Mrs. Luchien . . . and she wasn’t happy that
we’d escaped.

“Find them!” she shouted angrily.  “I don’t care
what it takes!  We must find them!”

“Jessica?” Rachel peeped.
“Yeah?” I replied.
“I think we’re in a lot of trouble.”
I would have answered, but I didn’t need to.  I

knew we were in for it.
And when a door suddenly sprang open and light

burst forth, I knew that the real trouble had started.
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“We have got to find them now!” I heard Mrs. Luchien
scream.  “We must find them!”

Wow, I thought.  What did we do to make her so mad
at us?

Rachel and I ducked down behind some boxes,
and we didn’t make a sound or move a single muscle
until we heard the door slam and the footsteps and
voices moving away.

From where we were hidden we could see
another window, and on the other side of the glass
was another room.  A faint glow illuminated boxes
that were stamped “WIGS.”  There were dozens of
boxes of wigs.

“I’ll bet that’s where the security guard got his hair,”
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I whispered.  Rachel giggled.
We waited for a moment, hunched down behind

the boxes.  We wanted to make sure those two creepy
people were gone.

“I think the coast is clear,” said Rachel.
We tiptoed to the door. Luckily, it wasn’t locked.

We hurried down the hallway as quietly as we could,
on the lookout for Mrs. Luchien and the weirdo
security guard dude.  We passed lots of hallways and
corridors.

“Gosh, Jess,” Rachel said quietly.  “I hope we don’t
get lost.” 

Finally, we could see the light from the main mall
area ahead.  We knew that we had to be really careful,
just in case they were waiting for us at the end of the
hall.

When we got to the end of the hallway we slowly
peered around the corner.

The mall was completely empty!
“Something is really strange,” said Rachel.
“Yeah,” I agreed.  “There should be night crews

around, cleaning things up and stuff.”
Then we noticed that we were right next to

Macy’s, which is a huge department store.  The main
entrance door was wide open.  I thought that was
weird.   Weren’t they supposed to lock up all the
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stores at night?
“I bet we can get outside through Macy’s,” I said.
Rachel’s eyes lit up.  “I know we can!  My older

sister used to work there, and they always left the
emergency exits open from the inside.  You can’t get
in from the outside, but we’ll be able to get out.
Follow me!”

We ducked down and ran as fast as we could into
the open doors and behind the racks of clothes.  We
needed to hurry, but we also wanted to make sure
that no one saw us.

Just then, Rachel stopped, and I bumped into her.
“What’s wrong?” I asked.
“Did you see that?” she said.
“See what?” I replied.
Just then, Rachel ducked into a rack of clothing.

She was completely hidden.
“Jess!  Hide!”
I slipped into the same rack, and now I was right

beside her.  We were both hidden within dozens of
shirts and slacks on hangers.  The fabric smelled fresh
and new.

Rachel reached out and made an opening in the
clothing so we could see around the department
store—and it was then that I saw what had scared
Rachel.
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And now it scared me, too.
Mannequins . . . the plastic figures that were used to

display clothing . . . were coming to life all around the
store!






