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Prologue
Backstage at Ford’s Theatre in Washington, DC, people were rushing around doing their different jobs, and all of them had happy expressions on their faces.
One woman stopped in front of us for a moment and said, “Two minutes to curtain, two minutes to curtain.”
Soon the music started, bright spotlights went on, and the announcer’s smooth, clear voice boomed, “Ladies and gentlemen, the President of the United States is about to honor our heroes …”
Nut paced back and forth, yapping, “Heroes, heroes, heroes. Do you hear that, Lib? This is so exciting! We are heroes. I’ve never been a hero before.”
Such a fuss was being made, and all I wanted was to take a nap.
PP whined, “Well, I’ve been a hero, on 9/11. Now all I want to do is get to Hollywood, appear in my movie, and become a star.”
I snarled and snapped back, “We all know about you being a hero, PP. We’ve heard it a million times.
As we waited to be introduced, my mind wandered and I recalled how we ended up in Washington, DC, and not in Hollywood, California.
Chapter 1
THE GHOST
I love being a retired champion racing dog. I can curl up on my soft bed which is in front of a large window in the living room. Mommy puts a lot of puffy pillows and blankets in front of the window so I shouldn’t get a draft. I can lay down any time I please; accept of course when one of the family takes me out for a walk.
I had just drifted off to dream land when the Nut (a runt of an Italian Greyhound, who is my adopted sister) came running into the living room, screaming hysterically. “Lib, Lib, Lib, a ghost, a ghost, a ghost is in the house. Get me out of here!”
I lifted my head from my bed and said, “What are you talking about, Nut?”
“A ghost! It’s following me! It’s going to grab me up and carry me away to ghost land. It’s horrible. I’ll never see any of you again.”
PP (a retired show dog, who thinks she is a Diva) got up from her bed and joined the Nut, in the center of the room.
I said, “Calm down. Take it easy, no ghost is going to take you away.”
“Yeah,” PP said, giggling, “why would a ghost want you?”
“They shouldn’t, they shouldn’t, they shouldn’t,” cried the Nut, her eyes full of tears.
PP sat down and considered the situation out loud. “Well, maybe they do. You’re small and it would be easy for one of them to carry you away. Yes, I can see it now. A white, monstrous ghost lifts you up. Your eyes bulge from fright, your paws and tail flap like mad while you scream hysterically in the air, ‘No, no, no, put me down, help me!’ But the ghost takes you away. There you go … up, up, and away … into ghost land you go.”
The Nut howled, “Shut up!”
“PP,” I said. “Stop, you’re upsetting the Nut. She has enough problems. And the both of you are interrupting my concentration.”
The Nut ran in circles, yapping, “There it is, there it is, there is the ghost. It’s following me.”
I slowly lifted my tired body from my bed to see what was going on.
PP pointed her nose in the Nut’s direction and laughed. “That’s some scary ghost!”
I said, “It’s not a ghost.”
The Nut barked frantically while she ran in circles. “It’s not funny, it’s not funny, it’s not funny. It’s a ghost, a ghost, a ghost, I tell ya!”
I reassured her there is no ghost and begged her to stand still.
“No, no, no!” she screamed.
PP said, “Yes, yes, yes.” Then she asked the Nut, “Were you in the kitchen while Gran Ma was baking?”
“Yes.”
“Sleeping on the new mat that Gran Ma put down next to the pantry?”
The Nut yowled, “Yes, so what?”
PP said, “Probably some of the flour fell onto your tail.”
Nut abruptly stopped moving and looked at her tail. With a sigh of relief, she barked once and then proceeded to lick her tail clean.
PP and I had a good laugh.
That’s just one example of what my loving, wacky, adopted sister, Nut, will do. Gran Ma calls her Peanut. Her official name is Faun. She is a runt of a fifteen-year-old Italian greyhound who weighs no more than twelve pounds and has all kinds of problems. For some reason she has a habit of repeating things three times. I appropriately call her The Nut and sometimes just Nut.
Then there is my other adopted sister, The Diva. Isis is her real name. She was a champion show dog (Best in Show) at the Westminster Dog Show in New York City. It’s sometimes hard to believe that she was a heroine on 9/11. While trying to save a man’s life she was knocked out and woke up in the pound—these days, that’s called the Humane Society. They didn’t know her real name so because of the patch of colored hair over her eye, they called her Patches.
It’s a shame that our family didn’t know her real name because they had big fights about what to name her. Gran Ma liked calling her Patches. Mommy and Daddy thought she was too pretty to be called that.
Mommy said, “She is white and very elegant. Precious—that’s what we should call her.”
Daddy chimed in, “Princess, that’s the name she should be called. She looks and acts like royalty.”
After long discussions they finally settled on the name Precious Princess.
Daddy never has much to say. He works a lot. When he has time, he gets down on the floor, looks me in the eyes, and barks! He would never make it as a greyhound.
One day, when he wanted to get up he put one hand on the floor, pushed himself up, and yelled, “Help me, I’m stuck. I’ve got a pain in my back! HELP, HELP, HELP!”
Mommy ran in, frowned, and said snappily, “What are you doing?”
In pain, he grumbled, “What does it look like? Help me up, please.”
Mommy said, “Dear, how many times must I tell you that you are not a greyhound!”
That’s the wonderful and crazy family that adopted me.
Chapter 2
BORE IN
Let me tell you a little more about myself and my unusual adopted family.
My kennel home was up north, where it was cold most of the time. We traveled to many different greyhound racing tracks. The ones I liked the most were where the weather was warm. One day I overheard my handler talking to some of the other handlers. He said, “Looks like we’re going to Florida this season.” When I heard this, I was happy. My tail wagged without my even thinking about it. I couldn’t wait to get to a warmer climate.
While running in my last race, I bore in. That’s a bad thing for a champion greyhound like me to do. I was taken off the track. Oh, for those who don’t know what “bore in” means, you may read about it in my first book, OFF THE TRACK, or look in the glossary in the back of this book.
Being taken off the track wasn’t bad, but it was boring. I sat in my kennel and watched other retired racers being adopted. It seemed that if I had white hair or was bigger, I would have been adopted sooner. I wasn’t one of the prettier ones. But that was OK. I learned to have a lot of patience.
I wondered how I would know which family would love to adopt me.
My friends told me it would be love at first sight and we would both just know.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, a family came in and was interested in looking at me.
“May I see the greyhound in that cage?” a kindly-looking lady with brown hair said, pointing her finger at me.
My heart pounded while the kennel master walked over to take me out of my kennel.
When the lady’s eyes met mine, I knew that my friends were right—it was love at first sight. I wanted to go home with her.
I gracefully jumped out of my cage, and my handler handed my leash to her. We walked together slowly and I leaned in and rubbed against her leg. She bent down to kiss my forehead, and then she said, “You are going to come home with us to Florida.”
I batted my long, brown eyelashes, and my heart pounded with excitement. She loved me and so did her family.
It was a long ride to what was going to be my new home in Florida.
To make a long story short, I was adopted into a wonderful family, renamed Libby, and they call me Lib for short.
Now I have been here a while and can say they aren’t all wonderful all the time.
Yes, Mommy and Gran Ma do fuss over me. Mommy is always kissing me and Gran Ma feeds me lots of yummies. The only thing I didn’t like to hear was Mommy telling Gran Ma, “Stop giving Lib so many yummies. She is going to get fat.”
Mommy forgets that greyhounds don’t get fat. We don’t have fat cells. Oh, maybe a few on the base of our neck and some above our tail. We have muscles over our bones and, of course, skin over the muscles. By the way, we don’t have fur, like regular dogs. We have hair, like you.
“That’s right, Lib. You and I don’t have fur, we have hair.”
“Nut, you are not a real greyhound.”
“Not real? Not real? Not real? What’d mean, what’d mean, what’d mean?”
“Go away, you’re bothering me. I’m trying to tell my story.”
“I’m not a greyhound, not a greyhound? Not a greyhound? But I look like you, only smaller.”
“You are an Italian greyhound, an IG. Now go away.”
“I’m just trying to help, Lib.”
“Fine. Then go away, Nut.”
“Boy, you just don’t appreciate me.”
“Go away. Go away or else …”
“I’m going, I’m going, I’m going.” She turned and with her tail between her back legs, took slow baby steps out of the room.
As I was saying, as far as I was concerned I wasn’t getting fat and besides, one can never get enough yummies!
Chapter 3
THE PACKAGE
The Nut was sleeping in the living room. PP was too excited to sleep. All she could think about was going to California.
I could hear Mommy talking.
“I’ll be back shortly. I have food shopping to do. Please look for the package that is coming today.” Mommy reached the door, turned around, and said, “I’ll be taking Lib to the dog track for the Christmas party.”
My heart started to pound. My mind raced … the dog track! I don’t want to go back there.
Sounding surprised, Gran Ma asked, “Why aren’t you taking the Nut and PP?”
“It’s just too much, all three of them together. I only have two hands.”
Gran Ma said, “Well, maybe if Kal (Daddy) gets back from California, he could help you and then you all could go.”
“That’s possible, Mom. Oh, and don’t forget when the package comes, please put it in a safe place.”
Gran Ma exclaimed, “It’s OK, dear, the girls and the package will be fine. See you soon.”
Mommy left the house and Gran Ma carried on with what she was doing in the kitchen.
We went back to dozing, but a few minutes later the Nut jumped up and down, squeaking, “It’s not fair, it’s not fair, it’s not fair that we’re not all going to the party and—”
The high-pitched sound of the doorbell interrupted the Nut and made my ears twitch.
The Nut turned to me and yelped, “Lib, who’s at the door?”
“How would I know?”
“You know everything,” the Nut squeaked. “You’re smart.”
I got up and started toward the door.
Gran Ma ran from the kitchen, yelling, “It’s here, it’s here.”
The Nut and I looked at each other and we both yelled, “What’s here?”
Huffing and puffing, Gran Ma rushed into the living room to where the Nut and I were standing. PP was still stretched out on her bedding. Gran Ma’s flowered apron was covered in white powder. In her hand she was holding a spoon coated with thick chocolate.
When the Nut noticed the chocolate, she went nuts and jumped up and down screaming, “Chocolate, chocolate, chocolate.”
She sprang up on her hind legs and tried to reach the spoon. But she missed and dropped back to the floor. She tried again.
Gran Ma yelled, “Get down, chocolate is no good for you. You’ll get sick. I have to answer the door. Now watch out.”
The Nut was unstoppable. She sprang up again. Her mouth wide open and with her tongue hanging out, she took a big lick from the spoon and fell backward. When she hit the ground a horrible scream came from deep inside her little chest.
I felt a sudden sick feeling in my stomach.
Gran Ma looked down at the Nut and said, “See what happens when you do things you shouldn’t. Now get up, you’ll be OK. I have to answer the door.”
I was praying the Nut would be OK. She just laid there with her eyes closed as Gran Ma stepped over her.
I went over to the Nut and sniffed her muzzle. Her breath smelled like a Hershey bar. Her eyes and mouth popped open, and it was hard to understand what she was saying.
PP lifted her head and snarled at us. “Oh, be quiet. You both woke me up from a great dream.”
The Nut lifted her head and screeched, “Tell me, tell me, tell me, what did you dream about?”
“Nut, don’t move,” I pleaded. “You might be hurt from the fall or be sick from the chocolate.”
“I don’t think so, Lib. Look; I can move all my parts and I feel just fine.” She quickly got up, shook herself and walked in a small circle. She than went over went over to PP and said, “Please, please, please, tell me about your dream.”
I barked at them once to get their attention. “Both of you be quiet. Mommy is going to take me back to the dog track! My worst nightmare is going to come true.”
PP said, “Nut, I dreamed that—”
The Nut said to me, “You don’t even know where Mommy is going to take you, Lib.”
On the verge of crying, I cleared my voice and said, “The dog track. They are going to take me back there.”
The Nut jumped up and down and yapped, “No, no, no, Lib, Mommy said you were going to a Christmas party at the dog track.”
PP cleared her throat and said, “I’ve never been to a Christmas party.”
“Me either,” squawked the Nut.
Still upset, I asked the both of them, “Does either of you know anything about a package coming?”
“What kind of package? What kind of package? What kind of package?” yapped the Nut.
PP barked, “I think I heard Mommy say something about a DVD coming. It’s supposed to be a movie of the school play that Daniel was starring in.”
“OH!” The Nut howled, “He’s a star just like PP is gon’na be. I’m gon’na be a star too.”
I cocked my head and said, “Dreamed on Nut.”
Chapter 4
I DON’T WANT TO GO
I was turning over in my comfortable bed when I saw Mommy coming.
She reached my bed and sweetly said, “Come on, Lib, you’re going to love it where we’re going.”
I felt warm and comfortable and didn’t want to go anywhere. I could hear the rain on the window. But, to not hurt Mommy’s feelings, I pretended I was happy to see her. I lifted my head off the pillow, smiled at her, and wagged my tail. I got up on my front legs and stretched my back out and yawned.
Mommy was now standing by the front door and was getting impatient. “Let’s go, young lady,” she said.
Slowly, I walked over to her. She was holding my new red collar that had a picture of a small green tree on it.
While placing it around my neck and fastening it, she whispered into my ear, “You are going to love where we are going.” She kissed me. “It was where you used to race.”
It was as if a ton of bricks fell on me. I screeched, “RACE, oh no! Not the Florida Kennel Club (a greyhound race track). I was not always happy there.”
Why does she think that I would love it there? Even though when I won, I did get a yummy.
The thought of going there made my insides quiver. Memories flashed through my mind like lightning: racing in the heat, long and boring car rides, trying to sleep on lumpy shredded newspaper on the hard, steel floor of our cramped cages. Some of my friends used to cry and complain about their sore and achy bodies.
I’d rather be sleeping on my comfortable, soft, pink bed, or go to the doggie park, where I meet my friends.
When I left the track, I never wanted to race again. I am out of shape. I’d probably drop dead if I tried it. That would be my worst nightmare. Besides, it’s raining right now.
However, the rain didn’t stop Mommy from coaching me to get into the SUV for the car ride.
While I watched the scenery and knew we were getting closer to the track, my heart started to race. I was a nervous wreck. Mommy drove slowly while turning into the racetrack entrance. Mommy parked the car. She opened the back door, picked up my leash, and tugged on it for me to come out. I didn’t want to.
I whined to myself, I don’t want to go back to my old life!
I reluctantly jumped out.
We made our way through the big doors and I could see a large tree in the corner of the room that had colored lights blinking on and off. It was the biggest Christmas tree I had ever seen. Next to it was a very large candlestick holder with eight candles on it. I’ve never seen anything like that before.
Two enormous signs on the wall grabbed my attention. One was red and green and it read: Merry Christmas. The other, in blue and white, read: Happy Chanukah and I though what is Chanukah?
Interrupting my thinking, Mommy said, “Lib, this is fun. Look at all the greyhounds here. Isn’t this exciting?”
Not to me. It was confusing, with lots of noise, lights blinking on and off and all kinds of unusual smells.
I’m lucky I have the ability to concentrate and tune things out. I concentrated on one lady with her greyhound. I could hear her laughing and talking to her friend. “It’s amazing how none of the greyhounds have accidents here.” She said
I thought, If the Nut were here, she would have one of her accidents and embarrass us.
My nose twitched as a fragrant smell came from a colorful table that was in the middle of the room. I sniffed, and than stretched out my neck to see what was tickling my sensitive nose. My eyes almost popped out.
On top of the festive tablecloth sat a large display of beautiful collars, delicious-looking yummies, and small statues that looked just like me. My imagination ran wild: Is Mommy going to shrink me and put me up there?
The squeaky voice of the lady behind the table jolted me back to reality.
“What a beautiful Grey you have.”
Mommy smiled and said, “Thank you. Her name is Libby.”
The woman was pleasant and asked Mommy if it would be OK to give me a yummy.
Mommy replied, “Sure, Lib would love that.”
I wagged my tail when the lady put out her opened hand with a yummy in it. I gobbled up the yummy. When Mommy saw how much I liked them, she bought me some. I knew right then that this was going to be a fun day—just like Mommy said.
Chapter 5
SCAR
I couldn’t believe my eyes. Only a few feet away from me stood Miss Oatendoton, my very best friend. We used to race together.
I couldn’t wait to talk to her. As we got closer my ears stood up, I gave out a woof, and my tail shook with joy. I strained at my lead, trying to pull Mommy over to Miss Oatendoton.
When we reached her, she and I rubbed our bodies together and sniffed each other. Our tails flew back and forth from the excitement.
Miss Oatendoton shrieked, “Miss Tiger, is it really you? Look at your fancy collar and the neat Christmas ornament hanging from it. Oh, it is so good to see you.”
“It’s me alright, Miss Oatendoton. But I’m not called Miss Tiger anymore. It’s Libby, and I’m called Lib for short.”
I talked fast and told her all about my crazy new life. I had just begun to tell her about going to Hollywood, when Mommy tugged at my lead and started pulling me away.
I barked loudly to Miss Oatendoton, my voice straining to say, “We are all going to Hollywood, California, so PP, her Royal Highness Precious Princess the beauty queen, can become a movie star.” My voice trailed off as we began to walk away. “Maybe you could visit us in Hollywood?”
I had so much more to tell her and I wanted to know what was happening in her life. I was curious about the pretty six-pointed star hanging from her collar.
Miss Oatendoton called out to me, “Be careful, Miss Tiger—oh, I mean Lib—Scar is here!”
“Scar, who is Scar?”
Miss Oatendoton started to answer, but her mommy pulled her leash and off they went in the opposite direction.
While Mommy and I were walking around I began to think about the old days at the track. Miss Oatendoton and I were good friends. She was fun to race against. She gave it her all. But of course I always won. After a race she’d say, in her southern drawl, “I would have loved to come in first, but you are faster than me. But I’m not discouraged, I’ll keep trying.” She was a good sport.
Then there was that horrible Mr. Lump Lump. He made my life miserable. He used to push me away from the water bowls and trip me when we went onto the track. He was gigantic for a greyhound. So tall and heavy, with black hair, and a long ugly scar going down his leg.
As I daydreamed I could see someone approaching us. Was this still my daydream or a real-life nightmare? My eyes almost popped out my head. I couldn’t believe it. It was really him, Mr. Lump Lump.
He bellowed, “We meet again!”
I stood there tongue-tied, lost for words, I just batted my eyelashes.
In his deep, booming voice he said, “Well, Miss Tiger, it’s been a long time since I’ve seen ya. Looks like life is still treating you good.”
I really didn’t want to talk to him. Meekly, I said, “Yes, things are fine. I’m not called Miss Tiger anymore. Everyone calls me Libby, or Lib, for short.”
He growled, “They call me Scar.”
I pointed with my nose to his leg. “Oh, is that because of the scar on your leg?”
He shook his head in agreement.
My mind raced back to a time when we were racing together. I was in the lead, as usual. I heard Mr. Fuddle Duttle let out a wailing howl as we were turning the bend. I couldn’t imagine what happened. When I reached the finish line I looked back and saw poor Mr. Fuddle Duttle on the ground, screaming in pain. There was blood all over. I instinctively knew something was very wrong and I had to help him, but my handler had already put my leash on and was taking me over to the paddock. I strained at my lead as I looked over at what happened. Mr. Lump Lump was standing over poor Mr. Fuddle Duttle. Mr. Lump Lump looked down at Mr. Fuddle Duttle as he lay there in a pool of blood and smirked as blood dripped from his face My mind was reeling with anger..
At the paddock, my friends were talking about Mr. Fuddle Duttle’s accident. From the look I had seen on Mr. Lump Lump’s face, I didn’t think it was an accident.
Chapter 6
CHRISTMAS PARADE
The Nut was bouncing up and down and squawking, “The Christmas parade is today, today, today! Let’s go.”
Mommy and Gran Ma came over to us in the living room, to give us some Christmas spirit. When they stepped back to admire their work, PP and I sat there, with antlers on our heads and a bell around the necks.
PP gave me a sideways glance and whined, “Lib, these dumb things—”
“Oh, be quiet,” I said.
She babbled and rambled on anyway. “The antlers are heavy and I can hardly keep my head up. The rubber band around my neck is too tight. It’s going to leave a mark on my beautiful neck. And I can’t swallow.”
Annoyed at her, I barked, “Stop complaining, PP. Besides, you already have a scar on your neck.” I was trying to be patient—really.
She seemed upset as she answered, “That’s different, Lib. Remember I told you about how I saved a man’s life in the disaster of 9/11.”
“Yes, so what? That happened a long time ago. That has nothing to do with the rubber band around your neck now.”
PP growled and snapped back, “My neck is sensitive and I can’t swallow. The constant ringing of the bells on the collar is driving me nuts.”
As usual the Nut, in a squeaky voice, blabbed, “I want to wear antlers and have bells around my neck, too.”
The Nut didn’t understand how PP and I felt, being dressed up as rein-dogs.
PP said in a shrill voice, “You want bells around your neck? You are a nut, Faun.”
I howled at her, “Be nice to the Nut. You know she always feels left out when she doesn’t do what we do.”
The Nut stood up erect and trumpeted, “That’s right, Lib, you tell her.”
Trying to control myself, I looked down at her and said, “Nut, you really shouldn’t be jealous. You’re going to be wearing antlers, and a bell around your neck, in the Christmas parade, too. And next year we’ll celebrate Christmas in Hollywood.”
The Nut yapped, “Do they celebrate Christmas there?”
“All over the world.”
“How do you put Christmas all over the world, Lib?”
“Nut, you don’t put Christmas all over anything. It’s a holiday.”
PP barked and said, “Are you for real? All of a sudden you don’t know what Christmas is and you probably don’t know what New Year’s is either.”
“Just testing everybody, ha-ha-ha! I know what they both are.”
“OK,” I said, “what is New Year’s?”
“It’s when Mommy and Daddy have a lot of strange people come over and there’s all kinds of food on the tables. They have the house filled with balloons. I love the balloons.”
I nodded my head. “Yes, you sure love the balloons. I remember when you jumped up and grabbed a red one with your front teeth, and when it broke everyone screamed. Some lady spilled her drink on me.”
PP laughed. “I remember that, Lib. A funny-looking little umbrella landed on your head.”
“That’s true. I did feel foolish with the umbrella on my head. But after I ate the cherry that fell out of the glass and I licked the wet stuff off of me, I was feeling real good.”
Chapter 7
GETTING READY
It was raining hard a couple of days after New Year’s, and there was a lot of confusion in our home. We were getting ready to move to Hollywood. Though we thought it would be fun and exciting, none of us expected what was to follow.
The three of us walked slowly from room to room. Everything in the house was topsy-turvy. Lamps usually on tables now sat on the floor. Pillows and blankets were piled high. In the Florida room, a stack of newspapers was heaped on top of a box. A few papers were scattered on the floor.
The Nut looked worried, and whined, “Lib, I think Daddy is collecting all those newspapers because there aren’t any in Hollywood.”
I could see she was serious. It was hard not to laugh. “Silly girl,” I quietly giggled.
Her eyes widened. She said, “H-he is p-planning t-to w-whack me with them.”
Over a loud clap of thunder I screeched, “Don’t be ridiculous. Why would he want to hit you?”
“I had an accident the other day and Daddy yelled, ‘I’m going to whack you if you don’t stop peeing in the house!’ ”
The Nut was getting on my nerves. I said, “Has Daddy ever hit you?”
“No,” she meekly replied at the same time as the lights went off and the wind howled and the house shook.
PP cried out, “It’s an earthquake, just like they have in California!”
The lights flicked on, back off, and on.
The Nut screamed, “It’s a ghost, it’s a ghost, a ghost, we’re going to die! We’re going to die! It’s a ghost and we’re going to die!”
At that moment the wind made the most terrible racket, and all our ears stood up.
“Did you hear that? We’re gonna die! I’m scared,” she yelled, and peed at the same time.
It was a good thing she was standing on one of the newspapers.
PP and I said in unison, “It’s only the wind, Nut.”
“I bet yaw it’s a ghost and he is making the wind blow on the tree in the front yard and it is going to fall on the house and the roof will cave in and it will squash us dead!”
I shook my head and mocked her. “Squash us dead! Really, now.”
Teasing the Nut, PP kept insisting we were having an earthquake.
I barked at them. “We are not having an earthquake and no one is going to die.” All the noise was getting to me. I just wanted to curl up and take a nap. Against my better instincts, I said in a firm voice, “Follow me, girls.”
We carefully made our way to the couch on the other side of the Florida room. PP and I slowly dragged ourselves onto the couch. Wasting no time, the Nut flew onto the couch. When she is so scared, she gets such energy!
With her long legs, PP scrunched up the pillows. Then she walked in a circle a couple times, plopped down in the middle of the soft plumpness, and closed her eyes.
We could hear Mommy telling Gran Ma how great it’s going to be to live in Hollywood and how she always wanted to see the Grauman’s Chinese Theatre and the Hollywood Walk of Fame.
Gran Ma said to Mommy, “You know, it is possible that PP’s name and paw prints could be imbedded into that walk of the stars.”
PP looked quizzically at me and said nothing.
The Nut yapped, “How do you walk on stars? I don’t get it.”
“Oh be quiet, Nut,” I muttered. I glanced around the room and sighed. Memories flooded my mind. “PP,” I said, “do you remember the time you were bored and thought you’d go crazy if you couldn’t go to the doggie park and run?”
“Oh yes, Lib. I thought I’d crawl out of my skin!”
The Nut interjected, “Gee, PP, I didn’t know you were like a snake. Can I see you crawl out of your skin? I want to see that.”
PP said, “Are you trying to be funny?”
I knew the Nut was annoying PP, so I cut in. “Nut, we were talking about PP being bored, remember?” I turned to PP and said, “You showed a lot of creativity when you jumped up on Mommy and Daddy’s king-size bed and started spinning around in circles. You were lucky that Daddy didn’t catch you spinning on his bed.”
PP closed her eyes, pointed her long nose up, and said, “Oh Lib, I can just see myself spinning. It was great fun!”
I muttered, “You became a blur.”
PP responded, “When you and the Nut barked, it got me excited and made me spin faster.”
“Yep, I know. We liked to see you get dizzy and plop down, and then get up and spin in the opposite direction.”
“Why didn’t you and the Nut spin with me?”
“I couldn’t, and the Nut was afraid you’d step on her. Remember I had hurt my hip in the bathtub?”
PP said, “What a shame. You both missed out on a lot of fun.”
With a big grin on her face, PP burst out, “Lib, I’m so happy I’m going to be a movie star. Do you think Mommy will buy me a diamond-studded collar and let me get my toenails painted?”
I snapped, “How should I know?” (I still wanted to take a nap.) “I don’t get it, PP. I thought you didn’t like getting groomed fancy. Don’t you remember Kareem the Afghan, at the dog show? You said you were glad you didn’t have to go through all that grooming.”
Puffing out her chest and pulling her ears back, she exhaled a long sigh. “Lib,” she said, “You don’t understand. A star is different.”
“Explain that to me. How is it different?”
In the next few moments, lightning flashed, a clap of thunder shook the house, and the lights went out again.
A horrifying scream came from the living room: “Help! Help! Help!”
We both jumped up.
“Let’s go see what it is,” I yelled. I didn’t recognize who was screaming.
As we hurried off in the direction of the scream I could see out of the corner of my eye that PP’s tail was tucked in between her legs and her ears were folded back. That was a sure sign she was scared. To tell you the truth, I was a little nervous myself. It was a weird scream.
We dashed into the living room and saw the Nut’s shadow flickering on the wall. Neither of us had realized she left the couch while we were talking.
Worried, I barked, “Are you OK? We heard a horrible scream.”
The Nut bounced up and down and giggled loudly. “Fooled ya, fooled ya, fooled ya, and scared the two of yaw, ha-ha-ha.”
I barked angrily and said, “You sure did.”
Laughing loudly and sounding self-assured, the Nut yelled, “I’m not afraid of storms anymore! Remember the promise I made you, PP?”
Annoyed, PP answered, “You’ve made so many promises, Nut, that you never ke—.”
Quickly the Nut interrupted, since her voice was getting hoarse. “It doesn’t matter. I’ve overcome my fear of storms. What matters is I’m not afraid, I’m brave.”
I grunted, “I’m proud of you.” Trying to control myself, I added, “You didn’t have to tell us in such a scary way. I hope you will keep on being brave, because living in Hollywood is going to be different than living here.”
The Nut’s ears went up and she asked, “What do you mean, different?”
“You’ll find out,” I said.
Chapter 8
THE STORM
The lights flickered back on and the storm continued.
The Nut’s bulging brown eyes looked up at me, and in a cracked voice she said, “What do you think our new house will look like?”
PP spoke up first. “It probably will be a pink Spanish mansion. We’ll call it Casa Isis.” She cocked her head and went on. “Each one of us will have our own room and will be able to have as many yummies as we want, whenever we want them. There will be lots of flowers and trees. We will even have our own private dog track, which of course will be fenced in. We’ll be able to run to our heart’s desire. It will be wonderful.”
The Nut coughed and cleared her throat. She said, “Wait a moment, PP. How could you be so sure it’s going to look like that? Maybe the house will be little and there won’t be enough room for all of us. They’ll have to get rid of one of us—or maybe two. That would be dreadful! I don’t think going to Hollywood is such a good idea.” She sniffled and coughed again.
Raising my voice to gain their attention, I said, “Nut, PP, you’re both getting carried away. No one is going to get rid of us. Remember, PP is going to make a movie in Hollywood and become a star. And Gran Ma adores you. Besides, Daddy has a new job out there. It’s too late now. We’re going to Hollywood and that’s that.”
A loud clap of thunder startled the Nut and she began to shiver.
PP said to her, “I see how brave you are.”
The Nut took a deep breath, shook her body, tucked her tail between her legs, and in a quivery voice, squealed, “I’m as brave as I can be right now. I’m not perfect.”
PP looked at me and said, “Lib, the Nut is probably right. I don’t think she can become any braver than the time when we were all in the bathtub.”
“What are you talking about, PP? Bathtub?”
“Don’t you remember when Mommy and Daddy and Gran Ma went to the movies and left us alone?”
“They’ve done that a lot of times.”
“Lib, that night was different.”
The Nut had to “put her two cents in.” Her voice cracking, she said, “What are you getting at, PP, and what do you mean?”
After thinking about it a few moments, I said to PP, “I’m puzzled. What movie are you talking about? So what did she do?”
The Nut said, “What did she do, what did she do?”
Apparently she couldn’t remember either.
PP sighed. “You two are getting old. How could you forget what happened? Maybe this will jar your memories. There was a bad storm, just like tonight, lots of thunder and lightning. Then Mommy gave us some yummies, kissed us, and left with Daddy and Gran Ma.” She stopped there, expecting that clue to be enough.
I said, “PP, they always do that before they leave the house. What’s different about that?”
She stretched her long, white, slender legs and continued. “After everyone left, we settled down on our beds. Lib, you were the first to fall sleep. You started snoring and—”
My ears stood up and I barked at her, “Snore! Excuse me, I don’t snore.”
In a hoarse voice, the Nut piped in, “Oh yes you do. Oh, you do, you snore.”
Talking over the Nut’s cracking voice, PP went on: “I had one eye open and could see the Nut was not asleep.”
The Nut yapped, “I don’t remember that.”
PP told us both to close our eyes and try to remember. She said, “A thunderstorm, a suitcase, a funny-looking hat, the bathtub … remember?”
The Nut’s voice was getting very raspy but she interrupted anyway. “A hat, a bathtub, huh, what suitcase?”
PP was frazzled. “Oh Nut, you must remember! Lib, that’s when you hurt your hip.”
I opened my eyes and said, “A bathtub … hurt my hip.” It was like a light bulb went on in my head. It all came back. I barked to the Nut, “Yes, I remember. Nut, how could you forget?”
I could see that she started to remember. She gulped, hung her head, and timidly said, “That happened a very long time ago.”
I snapped back, “It sure did. You made a deafening sound when the doorbell rang and your scream woke us up. You were hysterical, snarling and growling, jumping up and down, yelling, ‘There’s a madman at the door. He has a hat on that’s covering his face and he’s holding a suitcase. There’s probably a gun in it. He is going to shoot us! Everyone into the bathtub,’ you screamed. I knew something must be wrong because you always hated to go into the tub. You insisted it was for our protection.”
The Nut said, “Lib, if we didn’t go into the tub, that man would have shot and killed us dead. I knew if we got into the bathtub the bullets couldn’t go around the corner, into the tub.”
I said, “We were really dumb for listening to you. We reacted to your fear.”
PP raised her eyebrows and said, “How stupid we were to jump into that tub. What were we thinking?”
“We weren’t thinking, PP,” I said.
“It all happened so fast, Lib.”
“I know. When I jumped in, I slid and twisted my hip. The Nut jumped in and hid in between your legs. She was screeching, ‘We’re gonna die, we’re gonna die.’ It seemed like forever before she quieted down. I remember how terrible it was trying to get out of that—”
The Nut butted in. “Oh, I still don’t understand why your face was scrunched up.”
“Hip pain, Nut. It still hurts to even think about it.” I gave my hip a couple licks while PP continued the story.
“When everyone came home, Mommy said to Daddy, ‘I’m sorry I forgot about the insurance man coming tonight. I guess we’ll have to reschedule the appointment.’ ”
“Yes, PP. I remember Mommy coming over to me, and she couldn’t understand why I was limping. She patted my head and said, ‘My poor Lib, you are getting old, just like me.’ She never found out what happened that night.”
Chapter 9
ON OUR WAY
PP, Nut, and I lay cramped on the living room floor with piles of boxes around us. We couldn’t help but overhear Mommy and Gran Ma talking in the kitchen.
“Not all the boxes are completely ready to go,” Mommy said.
“What do you mean, not ready?”
“I didn’t seal some of them up.”
“Oh, don’t worry about that, dear,” Gran Ma replied. “The moving men will seal the rest of the boxes.”
The Nut was sitting on the chair next to the window, mimicking Mommy. “Seal the rest of the boxes, seal the rest of the boxes, seal the rest of the—”
At that moment a loud, strange noise came from outside. The Nut froze and PP ran in between the boxes to the window.
Nut screeched again, “Boxes, boxes, boxes. Why do we need so many BOXES?”
In the meantime, PP poked her nose through the curtains and shrieked, “Whoa, Lib, you should see the size of the truck that is out there. It’s humongous!”
I walked over to see how big the truck really was.
I stumbled over some of the boxes and howled, “Ouch! I stubbed my toe. I can’t wait to get rid of these stupid boxes.”
The girls didn’t say a word. They were too engrossed with looking out the window.
When I got there I couldn’t see out because the Nut and PP were in the way.
I barked at them. “Watch out, move over, girls. I want to see, too.”
I pushed my nose in between the two of them. Reluctantly they made some room for me.
Wow, I couldn’t believe my eyes. I’ve never seen anything that huge. I think you could have fit a house in it. It looked like a big cave on wheels.
PP whined, “Why is it that big?”
I turned my head and pointed my nose at all the boxes and barked, “PP, look at all that stuff that has to go into it.”
The Nut started to shake and yap at the top of her lungs. “They are going to take the whole house and put it in there. But they aren’t going to put me in there, not going to put me in that big thing! They’re not! They’re not! They’re not!”
PP yelled at her, “If you don’t shut up, they will pick you up and take you away.”
“Oh no they won’t!” she screamed back.
PP tormented her, saying, “See, you’re not brave like you promised. You’re a scaredy-cat. Afraid of a truck! Ha-ha.”
The Nut’s eyes widened and she quickly snarled back, “No, I’m brave. I’ll show you all.”
Concerned about the Nut’s attitude, I wondered, What did she mean, she’ll show us all?
We were startled when the doorbell rang.
PP said to the Nut, “This is it. They have come for you. The men in the big red truck are going to take you away.”
“Oh, be quiet, PP,” I said. “Nobody is going to take anybody away.”
The Nut ran out of sight.
I yelled to her, “Where are you going?”
She didn’t answer.
PP said, “Forget it, Lib. She’ll never change. She is a scaredy-cat and a nut.”
“Oh, that’s not nice to say.”
“Well, it’s true. Forget it. Mommy and Gran Ma are coming.”
The doorbell rang again and Mommy went over and opened the door. We all scampered over to see what was going on. Standing there were two funny-looking men. One of them was tall and skinny and had a beak-like nose. The other was short and fat and wore thick eyeglasses.
She let them in and we all started to sniff their legs.
They seemed OK. They didn’t make much of a fuss over us. They patted our heads.
The skinny one said, “Nice doggies. Now go away so we can do our work.”
“What nerve he has, calling us doggies,” PP barked.
I said to her, “He obviously knows nothing about our breed.”
“Yeah,” yapped the Nut, “they don’t know notin’.”
Chapter 10
PENNSYLVANIA
It was getting dark outside, and it seemed to us as if the moving men were never going to get done. PP and I were tired so we curled up in a corner and went to sleep.
I don’t know how long we were sleeping, but I could hear Mommy’s footsteps coming toward us.
Quietly she said, “OK, girls, it’s time to go.”
I slowly opened my eyes and yawned. I could see it was dark out.
PP stretched her long legs and grunted, “What’s going on, Lib? I was dreaming I was in Hollywood becoming a star.”
“PP, you don’t have to dream. Mommy is going to take us there now.”
In a soft voice, Mommy said, “OK, girls, it’s time to leave and go to Pennsylvania.”
Our ears all popped straight up. Pennsylvania! This was the first we heard of going to Pennsylvania!
PP’s eyes welled up.
The Nut screamed, “They can’t do this to me. I’m supposed to go to Hollywood to be a star with PP.”
“No, you’re not,” whined PP. “I’m going to be a star.” Looking deeply into my eyes, she said, “Lib, I don’t get it. Why are we going to Pennsylvania?”
“Oh, be quiet,” I answered a little too loudly.
All of us were confused. The plan was supposed to be that Daddy would fly to Hollywood to get a house ready. I never heard anyone talk about going to Pennsylvania.
As Mommy put PP’s and my leash on us I could hear by the tone of Gran Ma’s voice that she was getting impatient.
“Hurry up, Betsy.” (That’s what she calls Mommy.) “I can’t wait to see Marc and Dianne. Daniel and Rachel must be quite big by now.”
After thinking hard, it came to me … Marc, Dianne, Daniel and Rachel, her great-grandchildren …
PP interrupted my thoughts. “Lib, what’s the matter? You have a funny look on your face.”
“I remember now, PP.”
“What do you remember?”
“It was before you came here. Mommy was excited that her family was coming to visit us. She and Daddy and Gran Ma felt bad that they couldn’t see their grandchildren grow up. But they were happy that they were coming here for a vacation. I remember Mommy talking about snow and how cold it was in Pennsylvania and how the kids should move back here to Florida. I remember their visit. Daniel was so small that I towered over him. Mommy had flipped her lid.”
“Why do say that, Lib?”
“I was minding my own business, just standing and gazing out the window, figuring how I could catch the squirrel that was scampering in the front yard. The next thing I knew I heard Mommy and Daniel coming into the room and—”
“It was rude of them when you were in such deep thought.”
“That’s not the worst of it, PP. Something happened to Mommy’s mind.”
“What do you mean?”
“She flipped out! Her mind snapped!”
“No.”
“Yep, she thought I was a horse!”
PP yelped loudly, “A horse!”
“Do I look like a horse, PP?”
“Of course not.”
“PP, it was awful. She lifted Daniel and put him on my back. And yelled at me, ‘Giddy-up.’ … I don’t want to see those kids,” I said, shaking my head.
The Nut said, “Lib, you’re wrong. The kids loved me. They hugged and kissed me. Everyone told them to be gentle with me since I’m so small.” The Nut woofed and ran off while saying, “Believe it, PP, we are still going to Hollywood.”
Chapter 11
WHERE ARE YOU?
I was getting excited as we walked toward Mommy and Daddy’s SUV.
“It’s going to be a long trip, girls,” Mommy explained. “We’re going to follow the moving van for a few days. Then he will continue on to Hollywood and we will stop at Marc’s house in Pennsylvania, where we will meet Daddy so he can help drive to California.”
Mommy opened the door to the SUV. PP and I looked in and couldn’t believe our eyes!
PP mumbled, “I don’t know why we need to take all these boxes when Mommy and Daddy hired a moving van?”
I said, “Look at all these boxes. How are we going to get comfortable? I’ll never be able to stretch out. What about my bad hip? What am I supposed to do?”
We carefully jumped in.
PP looked for a space to lie down. She pushed one of the boxes with her head so she would have more room. She curled up and lay down.
I thought, What nerve she has. How am I supposed to find a spot? Being older, I should have first preference. Already she is becoming a diva!
I stepped over her with extreme care and she let out a horrible howl, which made me jump.
She quickly lifted her head and screamed at me, “Lib, what you are doing? That’s my tail you’re stepping on. Get off!”
I said, “I didn’t mean to step on your tail. You can see how crowded it is. You should have let me lie down first, though. Besides, you should have tucked your tail under you.”
“I’m sorry. I’m trying to get comfortable. I would like to get some more sleep. I must look my best.”
“Like I shouldn’t!” I snarled.
I finally found a spot and curled up, too.
The constant humming of the engine helped us fall asleep. When the morning sun shone into the car it awakened PP.
She blinked her eyes, looked around, and yawned. She asked, “Where’s the Nut, Lib? I don’t see her stretching her shrimp body or hear that reverberating shrill that she makes in the morning.”
We both looked around and called for her. There was no response.
“Maybe she’s playing hide-and-seek,” I said.
PP became hysterical and howled, “Nut, where are you?”
In a whisper, I said, “Be quiet. Mommy and Gran Ma are talking and I’m trying to listen.”
Our ears stood up while we eavesdropped.
We couldn’t believe what Gran Ma was saying: “Don’t worry, all the girls are in the back.”
PP yapped, “Lib, she’s not …”
I shrugged my shoulders. “I know.”
Mommy yelled, “Faun, where are you?”
Gran Ma shouted, “Oh Peanut, let’s not hide. Come out, come out, wherever you are.”
It took a few moments for them to realize she wasn’t coming out of anywhere. She wasn’t with us and she wasn’t with them. She was somewhere, but where?
Gran Ma said, “Betsy, it’s your fault. You are always in a hurry. Peanut is probably still at the house and scared to death.”
“Ma, I thought you had her on your lap.”
“No, Betsy, I thought you put her in the back with the girls.”
“I hope we didn’t leave her at the house. Because we can’t go back to get her. We’re too far away.”
With concern and fear in her voice, PP blurted out, “Lib, do you think she’s OK? Where do you think she is?”
“I don’t know.”
The cell phone rang and Mommy answered it.
PP started to jabber, “Maybe it’s about—”
“PP, be quiet,” I told her, “I can’t hear what Mommy is saying when you’re babbling.”
“What are they talking about?”
“Mommy said something about a ghost in the back of the truck.”
“Lib, you must have misunderstood them.”
“I don’t think so. Mommy just told them that there is no such thing as a ghost and they shouldn’t be scared of the strange noises coming from the back of their truck. And it’s probably just boxes bouncing around and rubbing together.”
“Lib—”
“Shush, PP. Mommy is telling them again that there is no such thing as a ghost and if they are so scared, then we all should pull into the next rest stop and see what’s going on.”
Chapter 12
SOUTH OF THE BORDER
“Lib, do you believe in ghosts?”
“I don’t know. Anything is possible.” Trying to get PP’s mind off the ghost, I pointed my nose toward the car window and said, “Look at that crazy sign we’re passing.”
PP whined, “There are a lot of signs on the highway.”
“It’s a funny sign, PP.”
“What was so funny?”
“You never SAUSAGE a place! You’re always a WEINER at Pedro’s!”
She gave me a blank look.
“You just don’t get it. Saw such, sausage … winner, not wiener.”
“It’s dumb, dumb, dumb, Lib.”
“Oh, look at these signs, PP.”
Straining, she stretched her neck to see the next one.
I was glad I distracted her thoughts off the Nut and ghosts.
We drove for a short distance and then PP exclaimed, “Wow, I can’t believe what I’m seeing! Look at those bright colored lights flashing—and in broad daylight. Look up there, Lib. It looks like a humongous hat on a tall tower that almost reaches the sky.”
“When I used to travel on the road I saw some interesting things, too.”
“Like what?”
“Oh … be quiet, now. Mommy is saying something to Gran Ma.”
“But I want to know what—”
“Shut up, PP—”
“It’s not nice to say shut up. I just wanted to know …”
Mommy was talking so loud that I couldn’t hear PP. But I sure could hear Mommy.
“It’s OK, dear, we are almost at South of the Border.”
PP said, “I also wanted to know how much farther we have to go?”
“I don’t think it’s far,” I said. “I can see the South of the Border sign from here.”
“I don’t.”
“Well, I do.”
“What does it say?”
“I just told you, South of the Border.”
“What’s a border, Lib?”
“PP, that’s something that the Nut would say.”
“Oh Lib, do you think she’s OK?”
I thought to myself, I sure hope so. But you never know. Something bad could have happened to her.
So I wouldn’t upset PP, I said, “You know the Nut is tough even though she’s afraid of her own shadow.”
Mommy drove into the parking lot of South of the Border. We looked at each other and couldn’t understand why we couldn’t see the Nut there.
“Look, PP, there’s our moving truck parked just ahead.” My heart pounded and I pointed my nose out the partially opened window. I couldn’t wait to get out of the SUV and see what was making the noise in the back of the truck. I also wanted to stretch my legs because my hip was starting to bother me.
Mommy inched into a parking space and gave a loud sigh. She said, “I can’t wait to see what is going on inside that truck.”
Gran Ma kept saying, “Where do you think the Nut is? Do you think she’s OK?”
Mommy replied, “Please take the girls out and take them for a walk. I’ll meet you at the truck.”
When Gran Ma opened the door, PP gracefully jumped out. I took a little longer. Like I said before, my hip was hurting me.
Gran Ma was encouraging me to jump. “Come on, Lib, you can do it, old girl.”
Doesn’t she realize I hate being called “old girl”? I’m not as old as the Nut. She’s fifteen years old. That’s one hundred and five years, the way people figure.
I was dying to find out what was happening.
We walked in the special area and did our business. After stretching my legs I felt much better and so did PP.
Gran Ma seemed to be taking us in the wrong direction—the opposite of where the truck was parked. I signaled PP with my ears. (I’m able to put one ear up and the other down at the same time. When PP sees this she knows it means we both pull our leashes together in one direction.)
PP gave me an unhappy look and whispered, “I don’t want to go to the truck. Lib, they were talking about ghosts in the truck. I’m not going over there.” She uttered a long and pitiful whine.
I said, “Oh yes we are, PP. Come on.”
I pulled on my leash as hard as I could. Gran Ma tried to pull in the opposite direction. Poor PP was in the middle.
Because Gran Ma loves me so much, Gran Ma said, “Oh, Lib, what am I going to do with you? I really wanted to stop at the ladies’ room, but OK, I’ll wait. We’ll go your way.”
PP had no choice but to follow.
Chapter 13
ARE THERE REALLY GHOSTS?
As we approached the parked moving van, a spooky feeling came over me. My imagination started to get carried away. What if there really is a ghost in that truck? It sure is big enough for one to fly around in there.
I wondered what one would look like. Would the ghost have eyes, a nose, and a mouth? Would it be a boy or a girl? And how would I know the difference? Would it fly out when the truck door was opened and swoop down on us and maybe even carry one of us away—like PP told the Nut?
I heard Mommy saying, “Now open those doors and let’s see that ghost.”
Interrupting my thoughts, PP’s voice quivered when she said, “Maybe the moving man shouldn’t open that door.”
“For someone who saved a life on 9/11 in New York City, you’re scared there might be a ghost? PP, where is your sense of adventure? I’m disappointed in you.”
“Not funny, Lib. That’s different.”
“How?”
“I know what a person is. I don’t know what a ghost is. Do you?”
At that moment Mommy screamed, “Open those doors now or you won’t get paid!”
“Lib, what if a ghost jumps out and attacks everyone?”
“PP, I already thought about that and that’s just it.”
“What do you mean?”
“It was just a passing thought.”
I could hear in the tone of PP’s voice that she was really scared. I was dying to tease her. I thought of saying something like “We would all disappear and never see each other again!” But I didn’t have the heart to do it because what if there really was a ghost? Oh, I was getting carried away, too.
Before I could answer PP, Gran Ma got into the act.
She yelled at the moving man, “For heaven’s sakes, open that door! If you don’t, I’ll do it myself.” While saying that she started to move forward at a rapid pace and our collars tightened.
I was worried that PP and I would choke to death if she kept pulling us. I imagined PP and me, dropping dead right there on the grass. Both of us dead as a doornail! Well, at least we wouldn’t have to worry about a ghost.
Everyone would forget about the noise in the truck. They would turn around while PP and I would let out the most horrific howls and fall dead to the ground.
But Gran Ma stopped in her tracks, and PP stepped on my foot.
I howled in pain. “My paw, PP. Watch out, move away.”
She barked back, “I’m sorry, Lib, it wasn’t my fault. Gran Ma stopped short.”
Mommy was still shouting at the beaky-looking moving man to open the truck door.
He screamed, “Slugger, gets your butt out here!”
Despite the tense situation, PP had to laugh. She said, “Slugger? What kind of name is that? And ‘gets’?”
My patience was running short. I answered, “I don’t know. Who cares? What difference does it make? More important is that someone has to open the doors.”
We watched Slugger come out of the truck.
PP giggled softly and said to me, “Slugger! Lib, look at the size of him. He didn’t look that big back at the house.”
“PP, he didn’t grow since we saw him. You just weren’t paying attention.”
She mumbled something under her breath and gave me a funny look. I ignored her and kept my eyes on Slugger, who was lumbering to the back of the truck where we were all standing.
He was incredibly wide. When his thick, black glasses slipped down his nose, he pushed the glasses back with a stubby, sweaty finger, and said in a rough, deep voice, “What do you want now, Blink?”
Another weird name. But when I thought about it, it did make sense to call him Blink because he was tall and paper thin. And in the blink of an eye you could miss him.
Blink answered, “Someone has to open the doors, Slugger, or we won’t get paid.”
“You do it, Blink.”
“Not me.”
“Why not?”
“There’s a ghost in there!”
“See, Lib? Even he thinks there’s a ghost in the back of the truck.”
“Oh, be quiet, PP. I want to hear what they’re saying.”
“Slugger, we won’t get paid.”
Gran Ma pulled us closer to the truck and said, “Slugger, you won’t get paid.”
“Do it now or I’ll do it myself,” Mommy yelled.
Blink bellowed back, “You can’t do that, lady! You are not covered by our insurance!”
“Fine. Then one of you—”
“OK, OK, we’ll open it up.”
PP pressed her body against mine and said, “Lib, I’m scared.”
“Of what?”
“You know.”
“What, a ghost?”
“Yeah. What if a ghost flies out of the truck?”
“We’ll duck! Ha-ha. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure the ghost doesn’t get ya.”
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