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A Surprise Phone Call

Ring! Ring!

Hi! I am Karen Brewer. I am seven years old. I was about to eat my breakfast when the phone rang. The phone hardly ever rings on school mornings at Mommy’s house. This could be exciting, I thought.

“I’ll get it!” I cried, jumping up from my chair. I hoped it was not a wrong number.

It wasn’t! It was Grandma Packett. She is Mommy’s mother. She and Grandpa Packett were calling all the way from London, England. They were on vacation and it was their last stop before coming home.

There was a lot of noise on the line. I could hardly hear what Grandma was saying. She kept asking me to speak louder. Finally I had to shout. (Mommy always asks me to use my indoor voice at home, but this was special.)

“I’m glad you are having a good time, Grandma!” I shouted. Then Grandma said something I could not hear, so I asked her to say it again. This time I heard her.

“Wow! I’m going to put Mommy on now!” I said.

This was gigundoly exciting! Grandma wanted to know if there was anything special she and Grandpa could bring home from England for me and Andrew. (Andrew is my little brother. He is almost five.)

I gave Andrew the message. Then I sat down and started to think. What did I want from England? Let’s see.

At school, my teacher, Ms. Colman, told us about the guards who walk back and forth in front of Buckingham Palace. I wondered if Grandma could bring one of them home. I could take my guard to school for Show and Share! No. He might get in trouble for leaving his post.

Winnie-the-Pooh came from England. Maybe I should ask for a Winnie-the-Pooh bear. No. I could find one of those at any toy store.

Suddenly I had a great idea. I knew exactly what I wanted. I wanted a real English baby doll. That would be so neat. I did not know anyone who had one. Not even Pamela Harding, and she has everything. (Pamela is in my second grade class at Stoneybrook Academy. We don’t like each other one bit.)

Mommy was still talking to Grandma. I did not want to interrupt, so I wrote on a napkin in big letters:
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Then I asked Andrew what he wanted and I wrote that too. He wanted a doubledecker bus. (It was hard to spell. But I did it. I am very good at spelling.) I hoped the bus would be big enough for my baby doll to ride in.

I waved the napkin in front of Mommy. Mommy told Grandma what Andrew and I wanted. Then she turned to us and nodded. That meant Grandma had said yes.

Wowee! I was going to get a new baby doll. An English baby doll. I would take very, very good care of her. I would dress her in beautiful clothes. I would comb her hair. And I would introduce her to Nancy and Hannie. Nancy Dawes and Hannie Papadakis are my two best friends. Nancy lives next door to Mommy’s house. Hannie lives across the street and one house over from Daddy’s house. We are in the same class at school, and we call ourselves the Three Musketeers. Maybe someday I would make Nancy and Hannie the godmothers of my doll. They would like that.

There was just one problem. Where would my doll live? At the big house or at the little house?
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Karen Brewer, Karen Two-Two

Big house, little house. Little house, big house. Some kids have just one house. But not me. I have two houses. That is why I, Karen Brewer, also call myself Karen Two-Two. And I call my brother Andrew Two-Two. (I thought of the names after my teacher read us a book called Jacob Two-Two Meets the Hooded Fang.)

When Andrew and I were really little, we lived in the big house with Mommy and Daddy. But then Mommy and Daddy got divorced. They still loved Andrew and me a lot. They just did not want to live with each other anymore.

When Mommy moved out of the big house, she moved into a little house. That’s where Andrew and I live most of the time. Mommy got married again to a man named Seth. Now he is my stepfather. There is plenty of room in the little house for the four of us. There is also room for our pets: Rocky and Midgie (Seth’s cat and dog), and Emily Junior (my rat).

Daddy stayed in the big house. (He grew up there.) Andrew and I live there every other weekend and on some holidays, plus two weeks in the summer. Daddy got married again, too. He married Elizabeth. Now she is my stepmother.

It is a good thing Daddy has such a great, big house. There would not be room for my big-house family in a little house. Here are all the people who live at Daddy’s: Daddy, Elizabeth, and Elizabeth’s four kids (my stepbrothers and stepsister). They are Charlie and Sam, who are so old they’re in high school, and David Michael, who is seven, like me. (But he likes to remind me that he turned seven first.) Kristy is thirteen and the best stepsister in the whole world.

There is also my adopted stepsister from Vietnam, Emily Michelle. She is two and a half. (I named my rat after her.) And there is Nannie, Elizabeth’s mother. Nannie is … well, I don’t know exactly how old she is. But she’s old enough to be my step-grandmother. Nannie came to live at the big house to help out after Emily arrived.

Those are the people at the big house. Here are the pets. (I do not know how old they are, either.) Boo-boo is Daddy’s fat, mean, old cat. Shannon is David Michael’s big Bernese mountain dog puppy. Goldfishie is Andrew’s goldfish. Crystal Light the Second is my goldfish. (Crystal Light the First died.)

Sometimes it is hard living in two houses, but mostly I am really good at it. It helps to have two of lots of different things. I have two stuffed cats that look exactly alike: Moosie, who stays at the big house, and Goosie, who stays at the little house. I have two unicorn shirts and two pairs of pink sneakers (my big-house sneakers are dirtier than my little-house sneakers). I have two bicycles. I even have two pieces of Tickly, my special blue blanket. I used to have only one Tickly. But I kept forgetting to bring my blanket back and forth. So I had to rip Tickly in half, to keep a piece at each house.

That’s okay for a blanket. But I cannot rip everything in half. Emily Junior stays at the little house and Mommy takes care of her when I am gone. And Crystal Light the Second stays at the big house and David Michael takes care of her. He takes care of Goldfishie, too.

I could never, ever rip my new baby doll in half. And no one would be able to take care of her the way I would. But I was not too worried about where to keep my doll. I would figure something out. I always do!
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Hyacynthia

“Well, Goosie, it has been almost one whole week since Grandma Packett called. Mommy says she and Grandpa will be home any day. Then I will have a new doll and you will have a new friend. I want you to be very nice to her,” I said.

“Karen, would you please come set the table?” called Mommy. “Dinner is almost ready.”

“I’ll be there in a minute,” I answered. Then guess what. The doorbell rang.

“I’ll get it! I’ll get it!” I called. I was downstairs in two seconds. But Seth had already opened the door. It was Grandma and Grandpa Packett. Hurray!

Grandma scooped me up in her arms for a big hug. Then it was Grandpa’s turn.

“We got back to Stoneybrook yesterday. But we had jet lag,” said Grandma. “Now we are all rested and we have surprises for everyone.”

Grandpa carried a big shopping bag full of presents into the living room. He handed Mommy a fluffy pink shawl. He handed Seth a book called David Copperfield. And he handed Andrew his double-decker bus.

Then Grandma took out a box for me. I carefully untied the ribbon. My new baby doll might want to wear it later. I opened the box and looked inside. When I saw my doll, I could not move. I could not talk. I just stared and stared.

Grandma put her gently in my arms. She was the most beautiful doll I had ever seen. She had big round eyes and rosy cheeks. She was wearing a light blue dress with a white lace collar.
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“Thank you, Grandma and Grandpa,” I said the minute I got my voice back. “I love my baby doll so, so much.”

“That is a very special, very expensive doll, Karen,” said Mommy. “Having a doll like that is a big responsibility. You must be careful with her.”

“She is not like dolls we get in toy stores here,” said Seth. “If anything were to happen to her, she would be very difficult to replace. You must not take her anyplace where she could be lost or hurt.”

“You don’t have to worry about me,” I said. “I will take very good care of my baby doll.” I rocked her in my arms. She had traveled a long way to get to me.

In no time, I had answered the problem of where my baby doll would live. I whispered in her ear, “Wherever I go, you go. When I am at the little house, you will be at the little house. When I am at the big house, you will be at the big house, too.”

I knew I would never forget her the way I forgot Tickly. I was much more grown-up than I used to be.

Mommy invited Grandma and Grandpa to stay for dinner. But they had to leave. I ate fast. Then I called Nancy and told her to come right over.

I took my doll up to her new room. I wanted to introduce her to Emily Junior and Goosie. But I had to give her a name first. I made a list of my favorites: Amy, Jessie, Cynthia, Melanie, Samantha …

I was still writing when Nancy came over.

“Oh, Karen! She is the most beautiful doll ever! May I hold her? Please? Please?” asked Nancy.

“All right,” I said. “But you have to be very careful. She is expensive and would be very difficult to replace.”

I carefully put the doll in Nancy’s arms. She held her and rocked her just the way I did. I could tell Nancy liked her a lot.

“What are you going to name her?” asked Nancy.

I showed her my list. “I think I like Cynthia best,” I said.

Nancy held up the doll. “Hiya, Cynthia!” she said. Then she stopped and said it again, “Hiya, Cynthia. That’s a good name. It is better than plain Cynthia.”

“You’re right! It is much better,” I agreed.

I wrote it down and looked at it: Hyacynthia. It was a gigundoly beautiful name.

“Goosie and Emily Junior, meet Hyacynthia, your new friend,” I said.
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Sharing Time

What a great morning! The first thing I saw when I opened my eyes was my new doll, Hyacynthia. “Good morning, Hyacynthia,” I said. “I hope you slept well.”

The second thing I saw was my calendar. It was Wednesday and that is a Show and Share day at school. Perfect. I could bring Hyacynthia and show her to my whole class.

“Do you want to come to school with me?” I asked Hyacynthia. “Nancy will be there. And you can meet Hannie. And Ms. Colman. And my husband, Ricky.” (I married Ricky Torres one time at recess. I guess that makes him Hyacynthia’s daddy.) “And Pamela Harding.” (She will be so jealous.)

I hurried downstairs to ask Mommy.

“Can you be careful with Hyacynthia at school?” she asked.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes, yes!” I answered. (I wanted Mommy to know I meant it.)

“I do not think you should pass her around,” said Mommy.

“I won’t,” I said.

“I think you should give her to your teacher to hold,” said Mommy.

“I will,” I said.

“And I do not think you should take her outside at recess,” said Mommy.

“I won’t,” I said. “I will be so, so careful.”

“All right, then, you may take Hyacynthia to school,” said Mommy.

Hurray! I got a basket from the laundry room and lined it with blankets. I put Hyacynthia into it. Then I tucked a blanket on top of her.

When I got to school I ran straight to my room. “Hi, Ms. Colman!” I said. “I brought my new English baby doll for Show and Share.” I lifted the blanket to show Ms. Colman.

“She is lovely,” said Ms. Colman.

“Will you please keep her under your desk? I have to be very careful with her,” I explained.

“Of course,” said Ms. Colman. (Ms. Colman is nice. I like her a lot.) The bell rang and kids started coming into class.

I sit in the front row with Ricky and Natalie Springer. That is because the three of us wear glasses and can see better up front. Hannie and Nancy sit in the back. I always turn around and wave to them. I saw Hannie. But I did not see Nancy. I wondered where she was. At least she got to meet Hyacynthia last night, I thought.

The morning went really fast. In no time, I heard Ms. Colman announcing Show and Share. It was time to introduce Hyacynthia.

When I picked her up from her basket, everyone was gigundoly impressed. I heard some of the girls say, “Wow!” You should have seen Pamela Harding’s face. And Ricky whistled. (The boys may have thought he was joking. But I knew he liked Hyacynthia.)

“My grandma and grandpa brought Hyacynthia all the way from England,” I said. “She was just a baby doll without a name when they brought her. Then my good friend Nancy, who is absent today, named her.”

I wrote my doll’s name in big letters on the blackboard, so no one would forget it.

After school, I went straight to Nancy’s house. I had to find out why she was absent.

I rang the bell. No answer.

I looked in the garage. No cars.

I ran home and called the Dawes house over and over. Still no answer.

Where was Nancy?
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Appendicitis

I was still trying to reach Nancy after dinner. I kept calling and calling. Finally Mrs. Dawes answered the phone.

“Hi. This is Karen,” I said. “Is Nancy home?”

“I’m sorry, Karen. Nancy is not home. I don’t want to upset you, but Nancy got appendicitis and had to go to the hospital for surgery. She’ll be fine, but she has to stay there a few days.”

Oh no! Poor Nancy! I felt really upset. I could not help it. But I wanted to act grownup.

“Will you please tell Nancy I miss her and I hope she feels better soon?” I said.

“Of course I will, Karen,” said Mrs. Dawes.

“And tell her that Hyacynthia misses her, too, okay?” I added.

“I will, Karen. Thank you,” said Mrs. Dawes.

I hung up the phone fast. “Mommy! Mommy! Seth!” I called.

Mommy and Seth came running. I was already crying.

Mommy took me in her arms. “What is it, Karen? What happened?”

I told them about Nancy and her appendicitis.

“Nancy will be all right. Really, she will,” said Seth. He explained that we all have an appendix in our bellies. It’s on the right side and it is not very big. He says it is about the size of a small pencil. If it starts to hurt, it has to be taken out.

“But no one needs an appendix anyway, so Nancy will not miss hers,” continued Seth. “I’m sure Nancy is being well taken care of. So you do not have to worry.”

“You can come talk to us any time you need to. But for now, you might feel better if you keep busy,” said Mommy.

I knew just what to do. “May I make a phone call? I want to call Hannie.”

“That’s a good idea,” said Mommy.

I called Hannie and told her about Nancy. Hannie was upset. But she felt better when I told her no one needed an appendix anyway.

“I am going to make a card for Nancy,” I said. “I will bring it to school tomorrow so everyone can sign it.”

Hannie said she would make some paper flowers.

I wanted to make one more call before I went upstairs. I dialed the number at the big house. I was happy when Kristy answered.

“Hi, Kristy,” I said. I told her about Nancy, too. Kristy is really good to talk to. That is why she is such a great stepsister. She said I could call her any time. I knew she meant it.

I was finally ready to make Nancy’s get well card. It had to be extra special. I found a big piece of oak tag. I got out five different colors of Magic Marker, glue, and sparkles. I even took the ribbon from the box Hyacynthia came in.

“You don’t mind if I use this on Nancy’s get well card, do you?” I asked Hyacynthia. Hyacynthia said she did not mind one bit.

It took me a whole hour, but by the time I was finished I had made the most beautiful card ever. I used the markers to draw stars and confetti. I glued Hyacynthia’s ribbon at the top. And I wrote GET WELL SOON in sparkles! If that did not make Nancy feel better, nothing would. I signed it from me and Hyacynthia. And tomorrow I was going to ask everyone in school to sign it.

The card was lovely. I was still worried. But not as much as before. When I got into bed, I made a wish.

“Please help my friend Nancy Dawes get better fast,” I whispered.

There. That should do it, I thought. Then I closed my eyes and went to sleep.
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Get Well Soon

“Ms. Colman! Ms. Colman!” I was the first one in my class on Thursday morning.

“I have very important news to tell you. Nancy Dawes is in the hospital. She had to have an operation,” I said.

“Thank you for letting me know, Karen,” said Ms. Colman. “As a matter of fact, I spoke with her mother last night. I am very sorry Nancy is in the hospital. But Mrs. Dawes says she is doing just fine.”

“She will be even better when she gets this card I made! I brought it to school so everyone could sign it,” I said. I unwrapped Nancy’s giant get well card. I could see Ms. Colman was impressed.

“I am sure that will cheer Nancy a lot,” she said. “Why don’t you take the card around before attendance?”

Oh, goody! Kids were starting to come in already. I was sorry I had to tell them such sad news. But I had to for Nancy’s sake. This was an important job.

“Did you hear about Nancy?” I said. “She is in the hospital. She had a very serious operation and she does not have an appendix anymore.”

“What’s an appendix?” asked Natalie Springer.

I had been hoping someone would ask me that. More kids were coming in. I waited so I could tell everyone. I saw Ricky. And Bobby Gianelli. Then Hannie walked in.

“Hi, Hannie!” I called. “I am telling everyone about Nancy.”

Pamela Harding walked in with Leslie Morris and Jannie Gilbert. I could see Pamela was jealous that everyone was crowding around me.

I repeated the news about Nancy and her operation.

“And for those of you who do not know what an appendix is, I will tell you. It is inside your belly — on the right side. You do not need it, so if it hurts, it gets taken out.”

(Natalie Springer was rubbing her belly. She’s funny about things like that.)

“I made a get well card, and everyone who wants to can sign it. I would pass it around, but the glitter could come off. So if you want to sign Nancy’s card, line up in front of me.”

Hannie got to sign it first because she was a fellow Musketeer. She wrote something really nice: “There’s no such thing as two Musketeers. Get well soon. I miss you!”
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I heard Pamela say she’d make her own card. But Leslie said Nancy might feel bad if they did not sign mine. So they got in line.

More kids were coming in. Terri and Tammy, the twins. And Hank. And Audrey. I let Hannie hold the card while I went to tell them about Nancy. I did not want anyone else telling them. They might get things wrong.

I started from the beginning.

“Did you hear about poor Nancy?” I asked. And I told them the whole story.
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The Hospital

Fourteen, fifteen, sixteen … I was counting the names on Nancy’s get well card when Mommy pulled up in front of school.

“Look how many people signed Nancy’s card!” I said. “I got every kid in class, plus Ms. Colman. And I got Mr. Mackey.” (He’s the art teacher. He said the card was very beautiful.) “I got Mr. Berger.” (He teaches next door.) “I got Mr. Fitzwater.” (He’s the janitor.) “I even got Ms. Garber to sign.” (She’s our principal.)

“I want to write my name,” said Andrew.

“Don’t worry. There is plenty of room,” I said. “Mommy, will you sign the card, too? And then can we go to the hospital? I want Nancy to get her card right away.”

I was glad the hospital was not very far. I could hardly wait to visit Nancy.

That is why I was so, so mad when we got there and the man at the desk said I was not allowed to go see her.

“Children under twelve may not visit patients unless they are immediate family,” he said.

“We’re Musketeers!” I replied. “That is family.”

The man smiled. “I’m sorry,” he said. But he still would not let me see Nancy. I explained that I had a very important card to deliver.

“I will be glad to see that she gets it,” said the man. He reached over the desk for Nancy’s card.

“Wait,” I said, pulling it out of reach. “I have to make sure the card goes to the right Nancy. My friend’s name is Nancy Dawes. That’s D-A-W-E-S. D like in dog, A like in apple, W like in wig,” (I hoped he wasn’t wearing one) “E like in egg, S like in socks.”

“D-A-W-E-S,” said the man. “I have her name right here on my list. She’s in room three-oh-nine.” He reached for the card.
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“Wait!” I said, pulling it back again. “Maybe they switched her room. Could you take it up to her yourself? Please?”

The man was not smiling anymore. But he promised to take the card to Nancy on his coffee break. He reached for the card. Finally I gave it to him.

Mommy took my hand and started leading me away.

“That’s D-A-W-E-S!” I called over my shoulder. “And thank you!”

When we got into the car, Mommy told me she was not one bit happy with my behavior.

“But I had to be sure Nancy got her card. And I made sure to say thank you,” I told her.

By the time we got home, Mommy was not mad anymore. She gave me a snack. Then she said I could call Nancy.

As soon as someone answered at the hospital, I asked for Nancy and started to spell her name.

“I already know how to spell it,” said the man on the phone. (It was the same man as before.) “You will be happy to know that your friend has your card. If you hold on, I’ll connect you.”

The phone rang twice. Then Nancy answered. She sounded like she always did! She said she loved her card. She was sad, though, that she could not see me. Nancy sounded lonely.

Suddenly I got an idea. Maybe I could not visit Nancy. But I knew someone who could. Kristy! She was thirteen. She could go in my place!

The next day would be Friday. Andrew and I were going to the big house. I did not want to tell anyone my plan just yet. But the minute I got to the big house, I was going to talk to Kristy.
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Karen’s Special Gift

It was Saturday morning at the big house. Mommy had driven Andrew and me there the day before.

“Good morning, Moosie. Good morning, Hyacynthia,” I said. (I had introduced them Friday night. They were instant best friends.)

The other thing I did when I got to the big house was talk to Kristy. I told her my plan about visiting Nancy at the hospital. Kristy knows Nancy because Nancy comes over to play at the big house all the time. Kristy said she would be happy to go. (I told you she was a great sister.)

I got dressed, fed Crystal Light the Second (I had forgotten to do it Friday night), then hurried downstairs.

Andrew was there eating a bowl of Crunch-O cereal. I poured myself some.

“How’s Hiawatha?” he asked.

“Who? Oh, you mean Hyacynthia!” I said.

“Right. You could let her ride my bus if you want,” said Andrew.

“Thanks. Maybe later,” I replied.

Then Kristy came in. “I am almost ready to leave,” she said. “I want to get to the hospital as early as I can.”

“I wish I could go,” I said. “Maybe if I dressed up in Nannie’s clothes, they would think I was Nancy’s grandmother. I could put powder in my hair to make it gray. I could borrow Nannie’s glasses. I could …”

Kristy was laughing. “I don’t think it would work,” she said. “I better go myself. Is there anything you want me to give Nancy?”

I had to think. I had already given Nancy the card. But she is one of my two very best friends. I wanted to think of something else. And I did. I knew just what Nancy would like best.

A visit with Hyacynthia! I could lend Nancy my doll to keep her company while she was in the hospital. I would miss Hyacynthia, but Nancy needed her more than I did just then. And Hyacynthia would be back with me soon.

“I want you to take Hyacynthia to Nancy,” I said. “I think she would like that.”

“Are you sure?” asked Kristy, wide-eyed. (I could tell she thought I was a really great friend.)

“Sure,” I said proudly. “I’ll be right back.”

I ran upstairs to pack Hyacynthia’s traveling basket. I put in some toys, her favorite book about Paddington Bear (he came from England, too), a rattle, a diaper, and a hat and a sweater in case she got cold.

“You are going on a little trip, Hyacynthia. But don’t worry. You will not be gone for very long. You are going to stay with our good friend Nancy. She’s the one who helped name you, remember? She loves you a lot. Almost as much as I do.”

“Is Hyacynthia ready to go?” called Kristy from downstairs.

“She’s ready!” I answered. I kissed Hyacynthia, covered her with a blanket, and brought her downstairs.

It was hard giving Hyacynthia to Kristy. But I knew I would have her back soon.

“Say hi to Nancy for me,” I said.

“I will,” said Kristy. She closed the door behind her.

“Good-bye, Hyacynthia!” I called.
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Hyacynthia’s Trip

“Do you want to play with me?” asked Andrew. “We could dress up like creepy creatures.”

“I can’t. I am waiting for Kristy,” I answered.

I was sitting in the living room of the big house. I was not reading a book. I was not watching TV. And I was not going to play dress-up. All I could think about was Kristy coming home. I had to hear how Hyacynthia’s trip had been.

Daddy came into the room. “Nannie and Elizabeth are going to bake some cookies, Karen. Why don’t you help them?”

“I can’t, Daddy. I am waiting for — ”

I did not get to finish. The door opened. Kristy was home!

“Hi, Kristy!” I cried. “How was Hyacynthia?”

“Shouldn’t you be asking about Nancy? She was the one who had the operation,” said Kristy.

“I know. But I talked to Nancy already. This is Hyacynthia’s first trip away from me,” I explained.

“Well, Nancy and Hyacynthia are doing just fine,” said Kristy. “Nancy says she feels better every day. She will probably leave the hospital next Tuesday.”

Goody, I thought. I wanted them both to come back soon.

“Nancy was so happy to have Hyacynthia. It was really generous of you to give your new doll to your friend,” said Kristy.

Hyacynthia had not been away for very long. But I missed her already. Even so, I felt proud I was sharing her with Nancy.

Now that Kristy had told me everything was all right, I could bake some cookies.

“Your job is to mix the batter,” said Nannie when I went into the kitchen. “We are making our special oatmeal raisin cookies.”

They were special because we used the raisins to make faces.

“One, two, fee, four …” Emily was counting the raisins. We needed ten. (That was how high Emily could count.) Two raisins for the eyes. Two raisins for the nose. And six raisins made a smile.

Ring! Ring! Elizabeth answered the phone.

“It’s for you, Karen. It’s Nancy,” said Elizabeth. She passed the phone to me.

Nancy sounded really happy.
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“Thank you so much for Hyacynthia. She is such good company,” said Nancy. “Guess what!” she continued. “The doctor said if I am feeling all right, I can go back to school a week after I get out of the hospital. That means I could be at school a week from Tuesday.”

“That’s great!” I said. “Is Hyacynthia having a good time?”

“Oh, yes,” said Nancy. “I read her part of the Paddington book. I gave her some of my Jell-O. And … oh, the nurse is here now. I have to hang up. ’Bye. And thanks again for Hyacynthia.”

“ ’Bye,” I said.

I started to feel a little ache in my belly. Maybe I was getting appendicitis. Maybe I was just worried about Hyacynthia. There is nothing to worry about, I told myself. Hyacynthia is safe with Nancy. And they will both be home next Tuesday.

I went back to making cookies. Two raisins for the eyes. Two for the nose. Six for the mouth.

When the cookies were ready, we had a little tea party. (I was sad Hyacynthia was not there. She would have loved it.)

I tried to keep busy the rest of the day.

The next morning was Sunday. On Sundays I go back to the little house. Uh-oh, I thought. I was going to have to go back without Hyacynthia.

Mommy was not going to be happy at all.





[image: image]


The First Lie

Honk! Honk! Seth was waiting outside the big house to take Andrew and me home.

“How was your weekend?” he asked.

“It was fun,” I said. “I helped bake funny-face cookies. I brought some for you and Mommy.”

“They’re good. I ate six!” said Andrew.

“Thanks, Karen,” said Seth. Seth must have had things on his mind. Lucky for me. He did not ask about Hyacynthia once.

But as soon as we walked into the house, Mommy saw that I did not have my doll basket.

“Where is Hyacynthia?” she asked.

Double uh-oh. This could be worse than I had thought.

“I brought you funny-face cookies. I helped bake them,” I said cheerfully. I hoped she would forget her question. She didn’t.

“Where is Hyacynthia?” Mommy repeated.

“Yeah, where is Hippopotamus?” asked Andrew. “She did not ride my bus all weekend.”

I gave Andrew a mean look. I needed to think. Somehow I got the feeling it would be better if I did not tell Mommy exactly where Hyacynthia was. She might not think the hospital was such a good place for my doll.

“Well, um … um … I forgot her at Daddy’s house,” I said.

“Oh, Karen, you didn’t,” said Mommy.

She did not look too, too upset. After all, she knew Hyacynthia would be safe at Daddy’s house. I leave things there all the time.

Only I didn’t leave Hyacynthia. I would have remembered to take her with me. Now Mommy would not know how grown-up I am.

And she would not know what a kind and generous friend I am. I gave my brand-new English baby doll that I love to a sick friend. I wished I could tell Mommy. But I was afraid she would not understand.

“You will be without Hyacynthia for two weeks now until you go back to Daddy’s. I think maybe that will teach you not to forget her again,” said Mommy.

Boo. Two weeks without Hyacynthia. But, wait. I had lent her to Nancy. And Nancy was coming home Tuesday. I would get Hyacynthia back then. But what would I tell Mommy when she showed up?

Maybe I could hide Hyacynthia till the next time I came back from Daddy’s. No. That would be too hard.

I know. I will tell Mommy that I asked Hannie to get my doll from Daddy’s house and bring her to school.

Oh, boy. I could see how quickly one little lie could turn into two little lies. Well, as soon as I had Hyacynthia back, it would be over. I knew I should not lie. But so far my lie was just a little one.

Maybe I should not have sent Hyacynthia to keep Nancy company. I had thought I was being nice. But now I had broken a rule. And I did not want Mommy to be mad.

Oh, boy! It’s hard to follow grown-up rules. Sometimes it is hard just to figure out what the rules are!
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The Big Mix-Up

It’s Tuesday! It’s Tuesday! Nancy might come home today. And if Nancy comes home, Hyacynthia will come home. I will get to see my best friend and my best doll at the same time.

Mommy drove me home from school and said I could go straight to Nancy’s after my snack. (Peanut butter crackers always get stuck to the roof of your mouth. It takes forever to get them unstuck.)

I drank my milk. Then I headed for Nancy’s house. Mrs. Dawes was waiting at the front door. Good news or bad news?

Good news! Nancy was home!

“Hi, Nancy!” I called. I started running upstairs. Then I stopped. Mrs. Dawes was saying something to me.

“Karen, I want you to know how generous we think you are. It was so nice of you to give your doll to Nancy.”

Huh? I knew it was nice of me to let Hyacynthia keep Nancy company in the hospital. But it was only a loan. Mrs. Dawes must have been confused.

I ran the rest of the way to Nancy’s room. I gave my best friend a gigundo hug!

“Welcome home, welcome home, welcome home, home, home!” I sang. (I made that song up right on the spot.)

“Thanks, Karen. I missed you so much. And I missed Hannie and Ms. Colman. I want you to tell me everything that happened at school while I was gone. I mean everything fun. No schoolwork or anything,” said Nancy.

“Okay,” I agreed. “And you have to tell me everything about the hospital. Did you get lots of presents? Were there any kids to play with?”

“I will tell you everything, but first I have to show you something,” said Nancy. She lifted her pajama top up a little way.

“Wow! That is neat!” I cried when I saw Nancy’s scar. I have some little round scars on my knees. But this one was longer and kind of squiggly.
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“I think we should give your scar a name,” I suggested. “Let’s call it Squiggles.”

“Okay!” said Nancy. “After all, I helped give Hyacynthia her name.”

I was so excited about seeing Nancy again, that I had almost forgotten about my doll. I looked around the room. At first I could not find her.

Then I saw her in Nancy’s doll bed. She was tucked under a blanket. And she was wearing a bonnet I had never seen before.

“Where did that come from?” I asked.

“I made it,” said Nancy. “I am making an entire outfit for Hyacynthia.”

Nancy showed me the things on her bed. A little shirt. An apron with a sash. A necklace with tiny beads.

Was Nancy making all these things for my Hyacynthia? That would be really nice of her. But wait. Maybe Nancy’s mommy was not confused. Maybe she thought I really had given Hyacynthia to Nancy.

Oh, no! Nancy thinks I gave her Hyacynthia to keep!
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Karen’s Problem

Now what? I did not think I should explain my problem to Nancy. She was recovering from a serious operation. (Not everyone has a scar that is big enough to name.) I wanted to go home and think about this.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” I said. “Ms. Colman asked me to give you the homework assignment. But she said to tell you that you do not have to do it if you’re tired.”

“Oh, I am very, very tired,” said Nancy, falling back on her bed. “I am much too tired for homework.”

I could tell Nancy was trying to be funny. I made myself laugh a little so she would not feel bad.

“I think I better go,” I said. “If I stay too long, you really will get tired. And that would not be good at all.”

“All right,” said Nancy. “Thanks for coming over.”

When I got to the door, Nancy was already stringing beads on Hyacynthia’s new necklace. I was in big trouble! I ran downstairs and straight back to the little house.

“Is Nancy home from the hospital?” Mommy asked when I came in.

“Yes, Mommy,” I answered.

“How is she?” Mommy asked.

“Good,” I said.

I did not want to talk much. I needed to go to my room to think. Maybe Goosie would have an idea.

“Oh, Goosie. How can I tell Nancy that Hyacynthia was just a loaner?” I asked.

I held Goosie up to my ear. No answer.

“Some help you are. In less than two weeks Mommy expects me to bring Hyacynthia back from the big house. How am I going to solve this problem in less than two weeks? What am I going to do?”

Then I realized that things could get even worse. What if Mrs. Dawes talks to Mommy? I thought. Maybe she’ll say something about how generous I am. And what if Mommy talks to Daddy? Maybe she will ask him how Hyacynthia is, and he will tell her Hyacynthia is not there!

Even Goosie looked worried. I had to think of a plan.

I could go to Nancy’s house again the next day. I could steal Hyacynthia back when she was not looking. (I wondered how long they keep dollnappers in jail?) Of course, I would have to replace the real doll with an imposter. But how could I? Seth said it would be very difficult to replace Hyacynthia. I wondered how much plane tickets to England cost.

Oh, boy. All I had done was tell one little lie so Mommy would not be upset. Now I would have to fly all the way to London!
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The Secret

“You have been very quiet lately, Karen. Is anything wrong?” asked Seth. It was Tuesday morning. We were having breakfast.

Yes, I thought. Something is wrong. But I cannot tell you what it is.

“I guess I miss Hyacynthia,” I said. (At least I was not lying again. I really did miss her.)

“Well, you will see her soon,” said Mommy.

Keeping such a big secret was not easy. Every time I opened my mouth, I was afraid I would give it away. I was afraid I would say, “Please pass the Hyacynthia,” instead of, “Please pass the hamburger.” Or I might say, “I am going next door to play with my doll,” instead of, “I am going next door to play with my friend.”

So I tried to talk as little as possible. That was gigundoly hard for me. You probably noticed I like to talk a lot. But so far, so good. Mommy and Seth were not asking many questions.

When I got to school, guess who was there. Nancy! It had been a whole week since she had come home from the hospital.

Nancy was a big star. Everyone wanted to hear about her operation. A group of kids was crowded around her in the yard.

“I cannot show you my scar, but it is right here,” Nancy was saying. She pointed to the spot. (I noticed she did not tell anyone we named her scar Squiggles. We would tell Hannie about that later.)

“Thank you, everyone, for all the nice things you wrote on my get well card. That was a neat present,” said Nancy. “I got another present from Karen. She gave me her English baby doll, Hyacynthia, to help me feel better.”

“Wow!” said Ricky. “What a great friend you are.”

The kids turned to look at me. Now Nancy and I were both stars!

Then Hannie ran into the yard. Hannie had not seen Nancy since before she went into the hospital.

“Welcome back! I missed you!” said Hannie. She gave Nancy a big hug.

The Three Musketeers were together again. Hurray!

Soon a new group of kids was gathered around Nancy. Nancy was telling the story over again. She made sure to tell them how I gave her Hyacynthia to keep her company.

“Really, Karen?” said Hannie. “You gave Hyacynthia to Nancy? That is so great.”

Even though I was a big star — and I love being a star — I was starting to feel a little uncomfortable. I was glad when the bell rang and we had to go inside.

On the way in, I heard Pamela Harding say to Leslie, “I cannot believe Karen gave her doll away. I did not know she was so generous.”

Well, I was not so generous. I had not really given Nancy my doll. I only loaned it to her. But that was nice, too, wasn’t it?

Things were getting out of hand. I was so confused. Maybe I should just let Nancy keep Hyacynthia, I thought. At least then I really would be nice. Nancy loves Hyacynthia. She would take good care of her. And I could visit whenever I wanted.

There was just one problem. Mommy. She would be very unhappy.





[image: image]


The Second Lie

“Come on, Karen! Andrew! It’s time to go to Daddy’s,” called Mommy.

Most of the time, I love going to Daddy’s. Something is always happening there. That is because of all the people — and animals, too.

But one thing would not be happening that weekend: I would not be finding Hyacynthia and bringing her home. That was all Mommy could talk about on the way to Daddy’s. Andrew was no help, either.

“Now, remember, Karen you must bring Hyacynthia back with you on Sunday,” said Mommy.

“Okay,” I promised, even though I knew I could not.

“I miss Fire Hydracynthia,” said Andrew. This time he was laughing and holding his sides.

“Very funny,” I said.

“You know something,” admitted Mommy. “I miss Hyacynthia, too.”

Oh, brother! It was not bad enough that my doll was expensive and could not be replaced. Now on top of everything, Mommy missed her!

At the big house, I said hi to everyone, then went to my room. I looked around. I was hoping that somehow, by magic, Hyacynthia would be there. She wasn’t.

I fed Crystal Light the Second. If I cannot take care of my doll, I though, at least I can take care of my fish.

After dinner, I sat down to watch TV. I thought and old Mister Ed rerun might cheer me up. (Mister Ed is a talking horse. He is always getting in trouble. Sort of like me.)

I sat in front of the TV for a long time. I did not even notice that David Michael had sat down next to me.

“Hey, Professor!” he said. (He calls me that because I wear glasses.) “I changed the channel about an hour ago and you didn’t say anything!”

“You didn’t say anything about our costumes, either,” said Andrew. Emily was standing next to him.

“What costumes?” I asked. “Those are your pajamas.”

“We were wearing the costumes before. We were creepy creatures, with wiggly tin foil things on our heads.”

“I am sure they were very nice costumes,” I said. It was time for me to go to bed.

Kristy came in to read with me. We were reading a book of Aesop’s fables. They are little stories that say something important when you get to the end. I wished there was a fable about giving dolls away.

“Do you want me to read ‘The Hare and the Tortoise’?” asked Kristy.

“Okay,” I agreed. That was a good one.

I could hear Kristy’s voice. But I could not concentrate on what she was saying.

“… and so Hare, the fastest of all, won the race just like he said he would. Right, Karen?”

“Right,” I said.

“Karen, you know Hare doesn’t win the race. Tortoise does. We have read this about a zillion times.”

“Sorry, Kristy. I guess I am sleepy,” I said.

“Well, here is a butterfly kiss even if you did not hear a word I read,” said Kristy.

“Thanks. Good night,” I said.

Saturday and Sunday were no better. All I could think about was the trouble I was in.

Honk! Honk! Late Sunday, Seth came to pick up Andrew and me. When we walked in the door of the little house, guess what Mommy asked me.

“Karen, where is Hyacynthia? Did you forget her again?”

“Hey!” said Andrew. “I did not see that doll all weekend.”

Suddenly everyone was looking at me. Mommy. Seth. Andrew. I had to say something.

“I lost Hyacynthia,” I lied.
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The Hate Letter

“Karen, how could you? How could you lose the one thing you were supposed to be extra careful with?” said Mommy.

“I lost her two weeks ago. But I was scared to tell you. So I said I forgot her,” I admitted.

“So not only did you lose your doll,” said Seth, “you lied to us, too.”

Twice, I thought. Because I did not forget her and I did not lose her. I had given her to Nancy. But I was not going to tell anyone that now.

“Karen, please go to your room and think over what you have done,” said Mommy.

As soon as I got there, I closed the door and started crying. I picked up Goosie and held him. (Goosie is a big help when I am upset.)

“How did everything get so complicated, Goosie? All I did was try to be nice. I sent my big sister to visit my sick friend. And I loaned my friend my doll. That’s all.”

If only I could have gone to the hospital myself. This never would have happened. Then I thought of something. This mess was not my fault. It was Kristy’s.

If Kristy had not let Nancy think I was giving her my doll, I would not be in trouble. Kristy should have told Nancy it was just a loan. (Of course, I had not said those exact words to Kristy. But she should have known anyway.)

I put Goosie down and picked up some paper and a pencil. This called for a letter:
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I read my letter over. Perfect, I thought. Except for one thing. I erased “Dear.”

I put the letter in an envelope. I wrote the big house address on the front and stuck on a stamp. On the back I drew a skull and crossbones. If I was ever allowed out of my room again, I was going to mail the letter.

I do not think I had ever been so mad at my big sister before.
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Help From Ms. Colman

By the time I got to school on Monday, I knew I needed some help. Grown-up help. I did not want to ask anyone at the big house. Or at the little house, either. That would get too complicated.

Ms. Colman was about to make the morning announcements. Hm, I thought. Ms. Colman. She’s nice. And smart. I decided that instead of going out to play at recess, I would talk to her about my problem.

“Pssst. Karen!” It was Nancy calling from the back row. She wanted me to wave hi. I did not really feel like it. But I waved anyway.

The morning felt like it was a week long. Finally, recess came. When everyone was gone, I went to Ms. Colman’s desk.

“May I talk to you about something important?” I asked.

“Of course you may, Karen,” answered Ms. Colman.

I took a deep breath and told her the whole story. Fortunately, I did not have to start from the very, very beginning. Ms. Colman already knew Hyacynthia from Show and Share. She knew she was a special doll. She knew that Grandma and Grandpa Packett had brought her all the way from England. And she knew that Nancy had helped name her.

I started from the part where Mommy and Seth had told me I must be careful with my doll and not lose her or leave her anywhere.

I told her how I could not go to visit Nancy at the hospital because I was too young. So I had asked Kristy to go instead. And I told her how I had sent Hyacynthia with her as a loan to keep Nancy company at the hospital.

“That was very nice of you, Karen,” said Ms. Colman.

“But then Mommy got mad because I came home from the big house without Hyacynthia. And I was scared to tell the truth, so I lied. I told Mommy I just forgot Hyacynthia.”

“Go on,” said Ms. Colman.

“Well, then everything got all mixed up. See, Kristy let Nancy think I was giving her Hyacynthia. When I went to Nancy’s house, I saw Hyacynthia in her doll bed. Nancy was making little outfits for her and thanking me for the wonderful present.”

Finally, I told Ms. Colman how I lied again and told Mommy and Seth I had lost Hyacynthia.

[image: image]

“Now Mommy and Seth are mad at me. And I am mad at Kristy and Nancy. And I do not have my doll. And it is a whole big mess!” I said.

I could tell Ms. Colman was thinking about my problem. After awhile she said, “It seems to me there is just one thing to do. You should talk with Nancy.”

“I can’t do that,” I said.

“Why not?” asked Ms. Colman. “You and Nancy are very close friends.”

“But I do not want to hurt her feelings,” I explained. “She thinks I gave her the doll. If it turns out it was only a loan, she might feel bad.”

“Karen, think about talking to Nancy. It might be the only way to clear things up,” said Ms. Colman.

“Thanks,” I said. “I promise I will think about it.”

I thought about it for the rest of Monday. I thought about it on Tuesday. I thought about it all day Wednesday.

Then at dinner on Wednesday, I asked Mommy if I could bring my charm bracelet to school for Show and Share.

“No, I’m sorry, Karen,” Mommy replied. “Not until you have shown me you can be more responsible. I cannot let you take anything valuable out of the house.”

That did it. I was finished thinking. I was going to follow Ms. Colman’s advice.

Tomorrow, I will talk to Nancy, I thought.
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Stupid Kristy

“Okay, dollnapper, hand over Hyacynthia.” No. I could not say that.

How about, “Look, pal, the jig is up.” (I do not know what a jig is, but I heard someone say that in a movie once.) Anyway, that would not work, either.

It was Thursday afternoon. I was standing in front of my mirror. I was trying to figure out what to say to Nancy. Finally I decided just to go to her house. After all, I had never had trouble talking to Nancy before.

I told Mommy where I was going and marched over to the Daweses’. I marched straight up to Nancy’s room. I sat down on her bed.

“Hi,” I said.

“Hi,” said Nancy. “You know, you have been acting a little strange lately. Is anything wrong?”

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Hyacynthia sitting in the doll bed. She was wearing her new outfit. She was even wearing the beaded necklace. I decided I better start talking. And I did. I told Nancy the whole story, starting from the part where I gave Kristy my baby doll to take to the hospital.

“See, Kristy was on her way to visit you and she asked if there was anything I wanted to give you. I thought you would like a visit from Hyacynthia. So I gave her Hyacynthia. But she was only a loan. It was stupid Kristy who let you think I was giving you my doll for keeps!” I said.

There. I had told Nancy the whole story. I was ready for her to be mad that the doll was only on loan. But guess what. That was not what she was mad about.

“It’s not Kristy’s fault,” cried Nancy. “She was nice to me in the hospital.”

“She may have been nice, but she was stupid. And her stupid mistake got me into a lot of trouble,” I said.

“You’re the one who is stupid!” said Nancy.

“I am not!”

“You are, too! And I do not need your stupid old doll. Here, take her.”

I grabbed Hyacynthia. I did not want to stop to take off the dumb clothes Nancy had made for her.

“I will send you the clothes,” I said.

“Oh, who cares? Just keep them.” Nancy turned her back on me.

“I am not talking to you anymore. You and Hannie can be the two Musketeers, for all I care,” I said.

I marched out of Nancy’s room in a huff and straight back to the little house.

Mommy and Andrew were on the couch in the living room, reading together. I tossed Hyacynthia down next to them.

“Here. I found her,” I said angrily.

Then I marched upstairs.
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Telling the Truth

I was back in my room. It seemed like I was spending half my life there.

“I hope you are not mad at me, Goosie,” I said. “Everyone else is.”

I held Goosie up. He said he was not mad at me. Good. I started to feel better.

I heard the door downstairs open and close. That meant Seth was home. In a little while there was a knock at my door.

“May we come in?” Mommy asked.

“All right,” I replied.

Mommy and Seth came in with Hyacynthia. They put her on the bed and sat down next to me. One on each side.

“It’s time for us to have a talk, Karen. A truthful talk,” said Seth.

“We would like to know what has been going on with you. We would like to know where Hyacynthia came from all of a sudden. And we would like to know why you are so angry,” said Mommy. (She sounded pretty angry herself.)

For the third time that week, I took a deep breath and got ready to tell the story. The truth could not possibly make anything worse now, I thought. I tried my best. I tried to be nice to Nancy. Now she’s mad at me. I tried to keep Mommy from getting angry. But I made her angry anyway.

This time I started the story from when I got the bright idea to send Kristy to the hospital in my place. I said how I had sent Hyacynthia along to keep Nancy company — until she came home from the hospital.

“Kristy let Nancy think I was giving her my doll for keeps. Then I did not want to take Hyacynthia back because I did not want to hurt Nancy’s feelings,” I said.

“Oh, Karen, honey,” said Mommy when I was finished. “I can see now how difficult this has been. And we were being awfully tough on you. I’m sorry. I really am.”

“We’re both sorry,” said Seth. “But why didn’t you just tell us the truth to begin with?”

“I thought you wouldn’t like it,” I replied.

“The truth is always better,” said Mommy.

“I don’t think so,” I said. “I just went over to Nancy’s house and told her the truth. And now we are not even talking.”

“Don’t worry. You two will patch things up. You always do,” said Mommy.

That was the end of the talk. No one said anything about how I should take care of my doll in the future. No one said anything more about telling the truth, or about being responsible.

Mommy just gave me a hug. Then Seth did, too. And he gave Hyacynthia a pat on the head.

When they left, I took my baby doll into my arms. No matter what else had happened, I was gigundoly glad to have her back.
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Friends Again

“How are you feeling today, Karen?” Ms. Colman asked me on Friday.

“Better. I got my doll back,” I replied. I did not want to tell Ms. Colman that Nancy and I were not friends anymore. I did not want her to feel bad.

When I sat down at my desk, Hannie came over. “Hi, Karen. This note is for you. It’s from Nancy.”

Here is what the note said: “To Karen, ex-Musketeer. You are not my gym partner anymore.”

I wrote back: “Good!”

“Please give this to Nancy,” I said to Hannie.

“Okay,” she replied. “But I am not a messenger service. This is the last note.”

When I finished my reading assignment, I turned around and waved to Hannie. I hoped Nancy knew I was not waving to her. (They sit next to each other.)

“All right, class,” said Ms. Colman. “Everyone please get your things and line up for gym.”

I was first in line. Nancy was ready, too. But she kept letting kids get in front of her so we would be as far apart as possible. She ended up all the way at the back of the line.

I had to be gym partners with Natalie Springer. She is kind of a drip. Especially when it comes to gym.

It was turning into a long day. Being mad at Nancy Dawes, dollnapper, was no fun.

It turned out Nancy thought it was no fun being mad at me, either. On Saturday morning, she came over to the little house.

“Hi, Karen,” she said. “I want to talk to you. I want to say I’m sorry. I know that everything that happened with Hyacynthia was just a big mix-up. You were being nice when you sent her to keep me company at the hospital. I guess I got embarrassed when I realized you wanted her back. I want us to be friends again.”

“I want to be friends, too,” I replied. “I am sorry I got mad and called you stupid. I know you’re not.”

We both felt a little uncomfortable then. We did not say anything for a minute. Then I thought of something.

“I know you like Hyacynthia a lot. I even thought of asking you to be her godmother someday. But I have a better idea,” I said. “We could have joint custody. Sort of like my mommy and daddy. That way we could share her. She could live with you for two weeks, then with me for two weeks.”

“Wow, Karen! That would be neat. Thanks,” said Nancy.

“I have to ask Mommy first,” I said. “I do not want to get into trouble again. At least not so soon.”

Mommy said it was all right. She said Nancy and I just had to try as hard as we could to be careful with Hyacynthia.

We were on our way back to my room to tell Hyacynthia the good news when the phone rang. Mommy answered it.

“Karen!” she called. “It’s for you. It’s Kristy.”
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Sharing Hyacynthia

Oops. I was remembering something. Something about a letter. A mean and nasty letter to Kristy.

“You did not sign the letter, Karen,” Kristy was saying. “But I know it was from you. I’m confused. What did I do?”

“I better tell you the whole story,” I said. And for the fourth time, I took a deep breath and explained how Hyacynthia was only supposed to be a loaner. And that I got mad at Kristy for letting Nancy think I was giving it to her for keeps.

“But I know it was not your fault,” I said. “I didn’t really explain things when I gave you my doll. I am sorry I sent you the hate letter. I do not hate you one bit.”

“It’s okay,” said Kristy. “I am sorry I caused such a mess.”

I felt a million times better. Nobody was mad at anybody anymore. I started thinking maybe I should have told the truth to begin with. It looked as though Mommy and Ms. Colman were right. The truth does work.

Vroom! Vroom! Andrew was racing his bus through the living room.

“Buses are not supposed to go so fast,” I told him.

“There is a policeman on board. We have to chase a robber!” said Andrew. “After we catch the robber, do you want to give Hyacinnamon a ride on my bus?”

“It’s Hyacynthia. And, later we would love a ride,” I replied. But just then I had a better idea.

“Do you want to take Hyacynthia for a walk in my doll carriage?” I asked Nancy. I was happy. That seemed like a good way to celebrate.

“Okay,” Nancy agreed.

We went upstairs and bundled up Hyacynthia.

“I really like her new outfit. Do you have any more beads? Maybe we could make matching necklaces for ourselves. And we could make one for Hannie, too,” I suggested.

“Sure,” said Nancy.

Hyacynthia was all dressed and ready to go. We decided to take the carriage downstairs first. Then we would put Hyacynthia in it. We did not want her bumping down any stairs.

We put her gently in the carriage. Then we covered her with a blanket and pushed her carefully out the door.

“ ’Bye, Mommy! We’re taking Hyacynthia for a walk now,” I called.

When we reached the sidewalk, we just stood there. Who was going to push the carriage first?

“I know what,” I said. “Let’s push the carriage together.”

We each took a side. Then we rolled our baby doll proudly down the street.
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