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Birthday Blues

Mary Rose Onetree was angry. She leaped

into the front seat of the car and slammed the

door hard. When her father stared at her, she

looked away.

Her sister, Jo-Beth, was angry, too. She was

already in the back seat. Her lips were set in a

straight, hard line. She sat with her arms

folded so tightly that her fingers left marks on

her skin.

"Well," said their father, as he glanced from

one to the other. "We're a happy little group,

aren't we?"

"You can force me to go on this trip to wher-

ever we're going." Mary Rose's face was stony;

her fingers were gripped in her lap. She spoke

without looking at her father. "But I am not

going to enjoy myself," she threatened.
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"She's mad because she wanted to go to

Amy Beck's house just so she could see Amy's

brother Jordan. She's in love with him," Jo-

Beth explained. "Even though she hates

Amy," she added.

"Amy Beck happens to be my very best

friend in the whole world," Mary Rose

snapped. "And for your information, Jo-Beth,

eleven-year-old girls do not fall in love. Dumb
old thing," she muttered.

Jo-Beth's eyes widened in surprise. "But

you always said you hated Amy Beck. You
said she was stuck-up and selfish and— "

"That was last month. Don't you know any-

thing at all? Honestly!"

Mr. Onetree studied his daughter's flushed

face. "I remember, when I was eleven . . ."he

began.

Mary Rose held back a groan and slid down
in her seat. Why did grown-ups always tell

you what they did or said or thought when
they were your age?

Before her father could go on, she said in

an impatient voice, "Daddy, that was hun-

dreds of years ago."

Her father allowed a small smile to appear



and quickly disappear. He started again,

"Hundreds of years ago, when I was eleven, I

had a mad crush on a girl named . .
." He

stopped to search his memory. "Alice? Anna-

belle? No, Angelina. That was her name. An-

gelina something or other. I thought she was

so beautiful, with her red hair that curled

around her pretty face, and blue eyes so deep

I wanted to drown in them."

"Daddy!" Jo-Beth wriggled with embarrass-

ment. Sometimes her father got mushy with

their mother, kissing the tip of her nose, or

calling her Princess or his Golden Girl. Stuff

like that. Grown-ups could be rather silly, she

thought.

Mr. Onetree turned to grin at her. "Ange-

lina couldn't see me for sour apples. She broke

my heart. I wanted to die. For a couple of

weeks, anyway."

"And then what happened?" Mary Rose

couldn't help being curious. Jordan Beck was

as mean to her as the long-ago Angelina had

been to her father. Jordan Beck acted as if

Mary Rose didn't exist. If he did notice her,

he pretended not to know her name.

"Yes, Daddy. What happened?" Jo-Beth



was eager to know.

Mr. Onetree winked at her. "I got inter-

ested in trading baseball cards. Now, you've

told me about Mary Rose's problem. I'm not

starting the car until I know what's bothering

you, Jo-Beth."

Jo-Beth was not one to keep her emotions

bottled up for long. "I'll tell you," she said at

once. "I was eight years old yesterday. Eight!

And you know what happened?"

"The world came to an end?" her father

suggested.



"If you're going to make fun of me— "

"No. I'm not. That wasn't fair of me, Jo-

Beth. I apologize."

"I had to go to school, just like it was an

ordinary day."

Mary Rose turned around to stare at her

sister. They looked somewhat alike, with their

fine, straight brown hair and dark brown eyes.

But Mary Rose's face seemed to be changing.

She looked more grown up. And she sounded

a little more grown up now, most of the time.

"Of course you had to go to school," she

told Jo-Beth. "Everybody has to, even on a

birthday."

"Is that a law or something?" Jo-Beth

wanted to know.

If it was, she would change it someday. Her

eyes took on a dreamy look.

Someday Jo-Beth would marry a prince.

No, a king. That way she could be queen right

away. Then she would pass a law. No one

would be allowed to go to school or work on

her birthday. It would be a national holiday.

Flags would fly; parades would strut by; pres-

ents would come pouring in from everywhere.



"Hurrah for good Queen Jo-Beth," the peo-

ple would shout.

She would be especially kind and gracious,

even to Mary Rose and Harry Two, who at

age six months now cried buckets just because

he was teething.

She was shaken from her dream by the si-

lence in the car. It pressed in on her ears.

When she opened her eyes, she saw her father

and sister staring at her.

Mary Rose said, "It's not as if we've forgot-

ten. You're having a party tomorrow."

"No, wait. I think there's more to it than

that. Am I right, Jo-Beth? Do you want to tell

us about it?"

Jo-Beth started to speak, then she decided

against it. They wouldn't understand at all.

Yesterday morning she had leaped out of

bed just as the sun splintered the darkness of

the night in the east. She had dashed to the

mirror and studied her image. She was eight!

She had waited a whole year to be eight. The
face that stared back at her looked exactly as it

had the night before. Nothing had changed!

Her hair hadn't curled. Her eyes hadn't

turned blue. No sprinkle of magic dust had



turned her into Cinderella at the ball. She was

still just plain old Jo-Beth.

Mary Rose had caught her at the mirror.

"I bet I know what you're thinking," she

had said in that superior voice she used. "You

and your imagination. I bet you thought you'd

turn into the Snow Queen. Or that you'd grow

wings and fly like Peter Pan. Or something."

"Don't be so childish, Mary Rose."

Jo-Beth had stalked past her sister with her

head held high.

And here she was, Jo-Beth told herself,

stuck in this car with her father and sister, on

the way to who knew where.

As if Mary Rose could read her mind, she

now asked, "Where are we going, anyway?"

"It's a surprise."

Jo-Beth sat up straight. "A surprise?" she

repeated. "A birthday surprise?"

"In a way, I suppose. And I'm sure you'll

both be delighted."

"Are we going straight there, Daddy?"

"Of course," he replied.

The two girls looked at each other and nod-

ded, as if they shared the same thought. Of
course? There was no such thing for Mr. One-



tree, whom their mother called Spur-of-the-

Moment Harry. He wrote a column for a

newspaper and claimed he needed to get out

and see people and investigate new places as

he drove along. A few of those spur-of-the-

moment side trips had had some unexpected

results.

"Can you at least tell us where there is?"

Mary Beth wanted to know.

"Uh-uh. Can't. You have to wait and see.

But I guarantee it will be different."

Different! That was what worried Mary

Rose.

Different! Jo-Beth sat up, eager all at once

for the trip to begin.

Different meant a new adventure, didn't it?

Jo-Beth sank back in her seat, her eyes

aglow. Whatever it was, she was ready for it.
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You Have Been Warned

Their father surprised them. He didn't dash

off the main highway onto some interesting

side road but drove straight on at a steady

fifty miles an hour.

There were stops, though, along the way.

Jo-Beth always had an urgent need to go to

the bathroom whenever she was in the car for

a long while. Mary Rose hated gas station

bathrooms and used them with great reluc-

tance.

"I probably have the world's record for

holding my nose," she announced as she fled

outdoors, closely followed by Jo-Beth. "I hate

when you make us stop hke this."

"You made us stop once, too," her sister was

quick to point out.



"Stopping for food isn't real stopping. It's a

necessity."

Jo-Beth grinned. "So is this."

Mary Rose ignored the comment, just

walked back to the car with great dignity.

"She's such a child,'' she complained to her

father.

Jo-Beth made a face. "Look who thinks she's

all grown up."

Mary Rose's expression was scornful. "I am
practically grown up. I'm just past eleven. In

two years, I'll be a teenager."

It was unfair, Jo-Beth thought. First no

one had made a fuss about her birthday.

And Mary Rose would be a teenager years

before her. No matter how fast she grew

older, she would never catch up with Mary

Rose.

Both girls seated themselves in the car with

grim faces.

Mr. Onetree had had enough. "If you girls

don't lighten up . .
." His voice trailed off.

"You'll what. Daddy?" Mary Rose sounded

hopeful. "You'll turn around and take us

home?"

What a wonderful prospect. Maybe there
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would still be time to go to Amy Beck's house.

Maybe Jordan would smile, and say, "Hi,

Mary Rose. You want to go to Freddie's for an

ice cream soda?" instead of throwing her a

blank look and a "Yo, kid. How's it going?"

"Absolutely not." Mr. Onetree was quite

firm about that. "You girls will thank me be-

fore the day is over. Mary Rose, we're almost

there. Take a look at the map."

He was proud of the way she could read a

road map, proud he could depend on her for

sensible and accurate directions.

"Look for Blair Road. We take the next

right after that."

When Mary Rose bent her head to study

the map, Jo-Beth shrieked, "We just passed it.

Daddy."

She had an eagle eye when it came to road

signs. She was always first to spot them, espe-

cially if they were the least bit unusual. She

was in luck once more.

"Daddy! That sign. It says Trolley Tracks to

Bygone Days."

Mary Rose shook her head. "Not again,"

she sighed. "Not another one of Jo-Beth's

signs." She crossed her fingers on both hands

11



and made a wish. Nothing helped. Her father

turned in just past the sign.

It seemed to the girls that the road would

go on for mile after weary mile, but at last

they spied a huge structure straight ahead.

Mary Rose sat up straight. "That looks like

a hangar. For airplanes," she explained to Jo-

Beth.

Jo-Beth began to bounce on her seat, her

eyes bright and expectant. "That's it, isn't it.

Daddy? You're going to take us for a ride in a

helicopter. I've wanted to go on a helicopter

ride all my life," she added, although the idea

had never occurred to her until this moment.

Mr. Onetree smiled. "Nope. No plane ride."

Mary Rose could see how disappointed her

sister was. She turned to her father. "I don't

think that's asking too much. A helicopter ride

would only take a few minutes. If it costs a lot,

I have some money saved up— "

"You don't understand," her father inter-

rupted.

By this time, they had stopped in front of

the hangar. A tall, burly man with thick gray

hair and a wisp of a gray-black beard hurried

toward them. He stuck a large, powerful hand
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through the open window.

"I'm Stan Thorne. Glad you could make it,

Onetree," he said.

Mr. Onetree beamed. "The owner of Trol-

ley Tracks."

"The one and only," the man agreed.

"I can't see why we can't take one teensy

little helicopter ride," Jo-Beth complained.

Mr. Thorne looked puzzled. "Helicopter?"

he repeated. "There are no helicopters here."

"But this hangar," Mary Rose pointed out.

"Don't you have bunches of airplanes in

there?" Jo-Beth wanted to know.

"Why, honey," Mr. Thorne said. "Didn't

you understand my sign? This is a trolley car

museum."

"A museum," Mary Rose echoed. She

glared at her sister as if it was Jo-Beth's fault.

Then she added, unfairly, "You and your mu-
seums."

"You and your Jordan Beck," Jo-Beth

flashed back. She poked her father's shoul-

der. "What kind of a birthday present is a

trolley car museum?" She was close to tears.

"Now don't jump to conclusions," he re-

plied. He opened the door, stood beside Mr.
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Thorne, then walked toward the hangar with

him. The girls ran to catch up, but neither

one looked at each other nor said a single

word.

Once inside, they were overwhelmed. As far

as the eye could see, in every direction, were

trolley cars: small trolleys, huge trolleys. Open
cars and closed cars. Double-deckers. Cars

with curtains. Cars with women's names, like

Althea and Rebecca and Pauline.

Mr. Onetree whistled in amazement. "I've

never seen a collection like this. It must have

taken you years."

"My dad started it . . . what, honey?" he

asked when Jo-Beth spoke.

"Those iron stairs that are all twisty going

round and round and up and up . .
."

He smiled. "They lead to my apartment. I

live up there."

"In a museum?" Mary Rose glanced

around. "Doesn't it get kind of spooky at

night?"

"Creaks and noises and maybe a kind of

whistling-wind-through-the-cracks kind of

spooky?" His laugh boomed and echoed back.
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"I only believe in things I can see, touch, smell,

or feel, honey."

Just then an elderly man, dressed in a dark

blue uniform trimmed with silver buttons,

came up to them. He put his forefinger up to

his dark blue cap in a quick salute.

"Here's Hoot, my all-around man here.

Meet the Onetrees, Hoot."

"My pleasure," he muttered, though the

small scowl that turned his eyes squinty told

them it was no pleasure at all.

Thorne slapped him on the back. "Hoot is

mighty possessive about the museum. He was

a trolley car motorman way back. I have an

idea. While Mr. Onetree and I have our in-

terview, Hoot, why don't you show these

young ladies around?"

As they watched their father and the mu-

seum owner go round about on the steps, all

three were silent. Then Hoot said, "Name is

Turner. Hoot Turner. Come on. I'll show you

around."

Jo-Beth was curious. "Why would anybody

want to collect trolley cars?" She said it as

though she meant dinosaurs.
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Hoot swung around to stare at her. "Why?

History, that's why. Stories. People. Olden

days. Golden times. That's why."

He marched off a little way, then turned

back. "You might as well come along. I want

to make one stop first."

He led the way to a rather long trolley,

which seemed quite dingy and worn. Like the

others, it sat on tracks that went nowhere.

When he turned to caution them about the

steps, he nodded his head toward the car.

"She's not much to look at, but you come back

next year. She'll be shiny and bright as a new
penny."

The girls followed him inside, then stopped

to stare all around in amazement. At one end

of the trolley was a sofa bed with a wall lamp

leaning over it as if about to fall. In front of

the sofa, a long table held magazines stacked

in neat piles. In the center was another table

and one chair. A medium-size refrigerator

stood beside a two-burner electric stove.

"It looks like somebody lives here," Mary
Rose said.

Hoot Turner didn't answer, just pointed to
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himself. "You girls like to have some milk and

doughnuts?" he began as he pulled open the

refrigerator door. He peered inside, pushed

some items front and back, then turned and

barked at them. "All right. Who stole my
doughnuts and milk?"

Mary Rose and Jo-Beth stepped back.

He slammed the door shut and turned his

attention to the table. "All right," he de-

manded, "what's going on here?"

Jo-Beth grabbed her sister's hand and held

it so tight that Mary Rose winced.

"What's wrong?" Mary Rose tried to sound

brave.

"You ask me what's wrong. I'll tell you,

young lady. When I left here this morning to

go on my rounds, I left dirty dishes on that

table. I left my magazines all over the place. I

was going to clean up later," he said, as if

Mary Rose had accused him of sloppiness.

"But you did clean it," Jo-Beth said in a

small voice. "Everything here is as neat as a

pin."

That was her mother's favorite expression.

She'd look around at the girls' rooms, get a

stern look in her eye, and say, "I want these

18



rooms neat as a pin when I come back, un-

derstood?"

"Maybe Mr. Thorne cleaned it up." Mary

Rose offered what she thought was a logical

explanation.

"Sam Thorne? The boss? Have you got but-

tons for brains? Oh, hey, I'm sorry," he said,

when he finally noticed how the two girls

stared at him. "I had no call to talk to you

young ladies that way. I just keep getting riled,

see?"

"No, we don't see," Mary Rose spoke right

up. Jo-Beth was proud of her. Mary Rose

could be a tiger, sometimes, especially when
she stood up for her rights.

"It's just that strange things have been hap-

pening around here lately."

Jo-Beth's ears perked up. "Like how,

strange? Like scary strange?"

"You said a mouthful, missie. Things disap-

pearing. Trolleys made spick-and-span. And
then there are the sounds. Ghosts, that's what

it is. Ghosts of the past haunting this place."

"There's no such things as ghosts," Mary
Rose announced.

"No? Then who cleaned up this place? Who
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stole my milk and doughnuts?"

Jo-Beth was scared, but she couldn't help

giggling. "Mr. Turner— "

"Hoot."

"Hoot, Ghosts can't eat. They don't have

bodies."

"And they don't have hands, either. Even if

they did, they wouldn't be strong enough to

pick up dishes." Mary Rose sounded defiant.

Jo-Beth admired her sister. Mary Rose was

so brave, so dependable. She made you feel

safe.

"Mary Rose is right— "Jo-Beth began, and

stopped in midsentence.

A voice, high, thin, wavering, made the fine

hairs on her arm stand at attention.

"Beware," it called, stretching the word so

Jo-Beth could almost see the letters spread

out in thin wisps. "H — o— o— t.

H — o— o— t. You have been warned.

B — e— w— a— r— e."

20



How Do You Wrap a Ghost?

Hoot Turner took a deep breath. He pressed

his lips together so hard they seemed to dis-

appear into his mouth.

"I don't like this place." Jo-Beth shuddered.

"I don't want a ghost for a birthday present."

Mary Rose gave her a sharp glance. "You're

so ridiculous. You can't give a ghost to any-

body. How would you wrap up a ghost for a

birthday present, anyway?"

Jo-Beth closed her eyes. How would you

wrap a ghost? Throw an invisible net over it,

then tie it with an invisible bow? Even though

she was frightened, she wanted to giggle.

Mary Rose noticed Jo-Beth's closed eyes but

went on just the same. "There are no such

things as ghosts, and that's that."
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"Oh yes there are," Jo-Beth contradicted.

"I've seen ghosts— "

"Ghosts on television don't count. Ghosts in

books don't count." Mary Rose was quite firm

about that.

Hoot Turner shook his head. Then he told

Mary Rose, "Sister, when a voice out of no-

where calls you by name and gives you a warn-

ing, you better watch out."

Before he could go on, Jo-Beth grabbed her

sister's arm. "Let's go find Daddy. I want to go

home this minute."

"Shhh," Hoot Turner hissed. He turned his

head to the right and listened. He turned his

head to the left and listened.

The girls turned their heads, too. An awful

silence filled the immense hangar.

"What do you hear?" Jo-Beth asked, her

eyes fearful.

"Nothing. Not a sound," he said. He
glanced at the two girls, who studied him with

wide, worried eyes. He made a small chuck-

ling sound. "Listen to me, will you? I must be

getting old. That was no ghost. Just the wind

whistling through this big barn of a place. Big,

quiet places with not a living soul around ex-

22



cept for me and the boss, of course— well,

they get to you after a while. Know what I

mean? I guess I let my imagination run away

with me."

Jo-Beth stared at him in wonder. Imagina-

tion made him hear a voice? She couldn't be-

lieve it. No matter how hard she imagined

things, no one spoke to her. Certainly not a

ghost that said 'B — e— w— a— r— e.'

Especially not a ghost that said 'beware.'

"Okay," Jo-Beth agreed at once. "It was the

wind. Can we go get my father now?"

Hoot Turner sounded apologetic. "Now, lit-

tle lady, Mr. Thorne said I was to show you

girls around, and I always listen to the boss.

What will he think if I bring you both back,

scared silly with some weird story about a

ghost? I'm sorry I got you girls all worked up
over nothing. Let's look around, okay? I

promise you'll find this place real interesting.

And just think, you can tell your friends you

were here even before the museum opened.

How about that?"

He didn't wait for an answer. "First off, let's

go to this next trolley."

"Do we have to?" Jo-Beth whispered to her
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sister, but Mary Rose had already followed

Hoot Turner. Jo-Beth went after them with

great reluctance.

The trolley car was completely open on both

sides. Rows upon rows of hard wooden seats

lined each side.

The girls stared in delight. Seated on the

benches were . . .

"Dolls!" Jo-Beth exclaimed. "I mean dum-
mies. Like the ones in department store win-

dows."

"Mannikins," Mary Rose corrected.

Jo-Beth gave a small sigh of exasperation.

Why did Mary Rose have to be such a know-

it-all?

"There are lady dummies, too. I mean man-

nikins. No, I guess I mean ladykins," she said.

"And boykins and girlkins and babykins." She

grinned at Mary Rose, who just made a face,

then turned to Hoot Turner.

"Why did he want mannikins— " she threw

Jo-Beth a furious look— "in here? Won't

they be kind of scary to visitors to the mu-

seum?"

"Oh no. See, Mr. Thorne wants visitors to
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get some idea of what it was like, back in the

late 1890s. See? Everyone is dressed the way

they did then. Even the kids."

Something caught Jo-Beth's eye. She

walked quickly to the back of the trolley,

turned, and called, "Not everyone. These

mannikins are bare naked."

"Don't be ridiculous," Hoot Turner

snapped. "All the mannikins have ..." He
broke off and stared. His face turned red.

"Now who did that?" he barked.

Mary Rose, who had joined them, spoke up
at once in her sister's defense. "Why are you

asking us? We've never even been in a trolley

museum before."

Hoot Turner scratched his head, then ran

his hand over his face, squashing his nose to

one side as he did so.

"If there's one thing I hate," he said angrily,

"it's mysterious goings-on."

"Let's get out of here." Mary Rose was un-

comfortable. Mysterious goings-on? Not for

her, thank you just the same.

But Jo-Beth wasn't uncomfortable. The
mannikins fascinated her. She walked back to-
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ward the front of the trolley, stopping here

and there to examine them more closely.

"They're all smiling. They look so happy.

From the way they're arranged, you'd think

they were real families. See, Mary Rose? Some
of the manni I mean ladykins, are hold-

ing babies."

Mary Rose ignored her sister. "Why are

they so happy?" she asked Hoot Turner. "It

makes you feel good just to look at them."

Hoot Turner couldn't help smiling as well.

"This was a special car provided by the trolley

company. All these people were going to a

park set up by the company— "

"Like going on a special bus tour," Mary

Rose interrupted.

"Right. The park had rides for the little

ones, picnic areas . . . the kids played all kinds

of games— one-foot races, baseball. You
name it. Going there, some of the young men
might play a banjo."

"What's a banjo?" Jo-Beth wanted to know.

Hoot Turner went to one of the figures and

removed an instrument from its hands. He
began to strum his fingers along the strings.
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Some of the strings were missing, and the

banjo was badly out of tune, so Hoot Turner

replaced it in the mannikin's hands. Then he

pointed to another instrument.

"You girls know what this is, don't you?"

"A guitar," they said together.

"Well, going to the park, the banjo was the

right thing to play, all tinkly and jazzy. Com-
ing home, when everyone was tired, and the

kids were sleepy and worn out, one or two or

more gentlemen would strum the guitar and

sing soft, sweet songs."

Mary Rose sighed. "That's so romantic."

Jo-Beth studied her sister. Was sensible,

down-to-earth Mary Rose imagining herself

on a trolley, with dumb old Jordan Beck ser-

enading her with a soft, sweet song? Jordan

Beck? The boy who never used more than two

words in a sentence? Catch Jo-Beth going

sappy over someone like that.

"See?" Hoot Turner's voice broke into Jo-

Beth's thoughts. "This man had a baseball

bat."

He took the club, posed as if he was up at

bat, then swung it.
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"CRRR-ACK!" he shouted. "That's a home
run."

Just then a voice boomed from a loud-

speaker.

"Hoot. Thorne here. Mr. Onetree would

like to see your collection of canceled trolley

passes. Let the little girls wander around by

themselves. They'll be fine. Get here on the

double, Hoot. Thorne out."

Hoot Turner was thunderstruck. "Your

daddy wants to see my collection. Nobody's

asked to see them in years." He took a deep

breath. "Imagine that. Say, listen. I've got to

run back to my place. Here." He thrust the

baseball bat into Jo-Beth's hands. He grinned.

"In case you meet a ghost. Just swat it with

this."

He tore out of the trolley. They could hear

his footsteps echoing on the hard cement.

The girls stared at each other. Jo-Beth held

the bat in a tight grasp.

She had to swallow hard before she could

speak.

"He wants me to hit a ghost? With a baseball

bat?"
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"You're so silly. There are no ghosts. How
many times do I have to tell you that?" Mary

Rose was impatient. "And even if there was a

ghost, how would you hit him? The bat would

go right through him."

"That's right," said a voice from nowhere.

"Never hit a ghost with a baseball bat."

Jo-Beth shrieked, and Mary Rose jumped.

Is Mary Rose's heart beating as fast as mine

is right now? Jo-Beth wondered. One quick

glance at her sister showed that Mary Rose

was just as frightened as she was.

When she could find her voice, Jo-Beth

whispered, "Who said that?"

Mary Rose looked all around cautiously. "I

don't know," she began to whisper back and

stopped short when the voice spoke again.

"Never ever hit a ghost with a baseball bat.

Not ever."

Jo-Beth's feet began to take her almost au-

tomatically to the exit, but Mary Rose grabbed

her.

"Who's saying that? Or are you afraid to

show us who you are?"

Jo-Beth was overwhelmed by her sister's
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courage. Here she was, ready to jump out of

her skin while her brave sister was prepared

to argue with a ghost.

"I'm saying that. Here I am. Over here."

Though the girls circled with care, they

could see no one.

Then Jo-Beth licked her lips, which had

gone suddenly dry, and said, "Mary Rose.

Don't look now. But I think it's coming from

that teddy bear. The one that little girl— I

mean, girlkin, is holding."

"Teddy bears don't talk," Mary Rose an-

nounced. "Stuffed animals do not talk."

"Yes, they do, Mary Rose. Remember my
doll. Baby Crystal? When I pulled a string,

she said 'I love you' and Tm hungry' and Tm
sleepy.' Things like that."

Mary Rose marched to the bear, snatched it

from the mannikin's grasp, and examined it

closely.

"There are no strings on this bear," she an-

nounced. "It's just an old, beat-up teddy bear

that's ready for the trash can."

"Oh," said the bear. He sobbed, in little,

short, gasping breaths. "How would you like it

if I said that about you?"
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"I'm getting out of here," Jo-Beth shouted.

Mary Rose fled after her, still clutching the

jDear, as if she wanted to drop it but didn't

know how.

"I want Daddy," Jo-Beth said in her best

no-nonsense voice. "NOW."
Mary Rose had second thoughts.

"No," she said in a firm voice. "I said I don't

believe in ghosts. If I run away now, I'll never

know if they really exist. You can go back to

Daddy if you want to. Just give me that base-

ball bat. I'm going to find out what's going on

around here even if
—

" She stopped and

drew a long breath. "Even if it's the last thing

I ever do."

Jo-Beth looked back to where the iron steps

curled round and round. They seemed miles

away. No way was she going to cover that dis-

tance alone.

"I'll help you, Mary Rose," she said bravely.

But she couldn't help wondering if this would

be the last thing she would ever do, too.
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They're Alive!

"What are we going to do first?" Jo-Beth

asked.

Mary Rose was uncertain. True, she had

said she was going to find out what was hap-

pening. But where should she begin?

That was a puzzle, and she was almost sorry

now she had been so positive. Then she pulled

back her shoulders, lifted her chin, turned to

her sister, and said with determination, "We'll

have to search all the trolleys."

Jo-Beth was staggered.

Search all the trolleys? She looked left and

right, then all around. All she could see was a

vast area covered with trolleys.

Search them? All of them?

Jo-Beth sighed. "Do you know how long
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that would take us?" she demanded. "About a

skillion years, that's how long."

Mary Rose was annoyed. "There's no such

word as skillion. Why do you always exagger-

ate everything?"

"Me? I've never exaggerated anything in

my whole life," Jo-Beth defended herself.

When she saw the expression on her sister's

face, she added, "Well, maybe one or two

teeny weeny exaggerations."

Mary Rose didn't answer. She was thinking

hard.

Jo-Beth waited a moment, then asked im-

patiently, "How do we start looking for a

ghost, anyway?"

The two girls stared at each other.

How did one look for a ghost? Wait for

something to shimmer and glow? Look for a

ghastly white presence? Listen for a wailing,

eerie voice? A laugh that turned your blood

cold?

Or wait to see a chair moving by itself, a

pillow tossed in the air?

When Jo-Beth asked these questions aloud,

Mary Rose shuddered. The same thoughts

had occurred to her.
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Was she about to change into a Jo-Beth?

Never, she told herself firmly. One person

with too much imagination in the family was

enough. She wondered briefly if Harry Two
would take after Jo-Beth and their father, or

be practical, like Mary Rose and their mother.

She realized she had been quiet long

enough now to worry Jo-Beth, who looked

both baffled and frightened.

"Listen, Jo-Beth. Just do whatever I do,

okay?"

Jo-Beth nodded. But she promised herself

that if they did find a ghost, she would scream

loud enough to wake the dead. Then she

would faint. She didn't know what people did

exactly when they fainted, but she had seen

enough movies and TV to understand that it

was best to close one's eyes first. Maybe,

though, she would roll her eyes around in her

head before fainting.

That should prove to Mary Rose that a little

eight-year-old child should not be on a ghost

hunt.

That would show her father that it was a big

mistake to take his daughter to a museum for

her birthday. He would feel even worse when
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she told him bravely that she would forgive

him.

Mary Rose interrupted her thoughts by an-

nouncing, "We might as well start with this

next trolley. Then we'll just take them one by

one as we go along."

"That's all right for you to say," Jo-Beth

flashed back. 'You have the baseball bat."

Mary Rose looked at her hand in surprise.

She had forgotten all about the bat. Then she

realized she also held the teddy bear.

"I think I should keep the bat for now," she

replied. "If we do come across the ghost, I'm

taller and stronger than you. I could hit

harder. Why don't you take the teddy bear?"

Jo-Beth backed away. "Me? Take a teddy

that talks? And cries?''

Mary Rose was fresh out of patience.

"Then I'll go in by myself and you can wait

out here."

"I can't wait out here all by myself," Jo-Beth

wailed.

Mary Rose's face grew stormy. "I've had it

up to here with you," she shouted.

Jo-Beth stared at her sister. She looked ex-

actly like their mother when she said that.
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Even the gesture when she said "up to here"

was the same, a sharp slash with her hand

under her chin. That usually happened when
Mary Rose and Jo-Beth were quarreling, and

Harry Two was crying, and something was

burning on the stove.

"Okay." Jo-Beth's voice was weak. "Let's go

in."

But now that she had agreed, she felt as if

her feet had become rooted in the cement

floor. Should she go in ahead of Mary Rose?

How could she? Suppose something was

there, waiting. She had better follow Mary
Rose. But that was just as bad. Suppose some-

thing suddenly came up behind her?

She had a change of heart. "I don't want to

go in first or last or anything. I hate these

trolleys. I hate this museum. I want to find

Daddy and go home this minute."

Mary Rose felt a moment of sympathy for

her sister. On the other hand, she couldn't

stand not being able to solve a puzzle. So at

last Mary Rose shouted, "I'll go in by my-
self."

She moved quickly up the steps and to the

entrance. Then she stopped with a gasp.
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Terror whispered to Jo-Beth: "Run for

your life."

Curiosity urged her: "She found the ghost.

A real live ghost. You have to see what it looks

like."

Jo-Beth went to join Mary Rose, with hands

damped into tight, painful fists but her eyes

shining and eager. She bumped into her sis-

ter, who stood frozen in place, nothing mov-

ing as she studied the inside of a trolley.

Jo-Beth couldn't believe what she saw, ei-

ther.

This trolley was furnished like someone's

living room. Large red velvet easy chairs were

placed in small groups, with small marble-

topped tables in between. In the center were

two red velvet—covered benches, separated by

what seemed to be a low, quilted headboard.

At the far end was a piano. Heavy velvet

drapes were held away from the windows with

long, twisted cords.

What had startled the girls, however, were

the figures.

Men sat in the easy chairs. One held an un-

lit cigar in his fingers. Another read a news-

paper, his glasses perched at the end of his
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nose. Four were playing cards. And still an-

other was seated at the piano.

"Mannikins," Mary Rose whispered, as if

they could hear her.

Jo-Beth knew they couldn't speak or hear.

Still they seemed so real she expected that at

any minute one of them would raise his head

and bark, "What are you kids doing here?"

She stepped back. She didn't like this un-

easy feeling.

"We better get out of here, Mary Rose." She

spoke in a low voice, as if afraid she might be

overheard. "This is really spooky."

Mary Rose didn't seem to hear her. She was

fascinated. "I wonder if that piano is real," she

said to herself.

She made a quick decision.

"Here." She thrust the bat and bear at her

sister. "Hold these while I go look."

Jo-Beth was horrified. She had automati-

cally held out her hands for the bat and bear.

Now her heartbeat thrummed in her ears in a

rapid rat-tat-tat. She didn't mind the bat, but

the bear— what if it began to talk again?

"Wait, Mary Rose," she cried. "Don't leave

the bear with me."
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But Mary Rose was already heading for the

piano.

Jo-Beth called after her with an anxious

warning. "You better come back. They don't

want us here. Can't you tell?"

Mary Rose called back, "I just want to take

a quick look, that's all. And mannikins don't

have feelings."

By this time she was already at the other

end of the trolley. She studied the mannikin

at the piano. He had his head tilted, as if lis-

tening to the tune he was playing. His eyes

shone; his lips were parted in a small, con-

tented smile.

Mary Rose ran her fingers up and down the

keyboard. It was a real piano, but it made no

sound. Then she noticed a small lever and

pressed it.

The piano sprang to life. The keys went up

and down in rapid motion— black keys, white

keys, all the keys from one end of the key-

board to the other.

Mary Rose was so startled, she sprang back.

As she did so, she knocked over the mannikin

on the bench. "Oh, I'm sorry," she gasped.
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"I'm so sorry. Did I hurt you?"

From the other end of the trolley came a

wail of fear from Jo-Beth. "He moved. He
moved. I told you. He's alive. They're all

alive."

It wasn't her imagination. Hadn't the man
with the newspaper lowered it to glare at Mary

Rose? Hadn't the four men stopped playing

cards and turned their heads to stare at Mary

Rose?

"We're doomed," Jo-Beth told herself. It

was one of her favorite expressions. Their fa-

ther would come looking for them and find
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their still, lifeless bodies. And no one would

ever know . . .

"Whatever you're thinking, forget it," Mary
Rose yelled. She knew how Jo-Beth's imagina-

tion went into full speed. She was furious with

herself, so of course she had to blame her

sister.

She had apologized to a mannikin, which

was exactly the sort of thing Jo-Beth would

do. Dumb, dumb, dumb, she scolded herself

as, pale and shaken, she seated the mannikin

back on the bench.

When she rejoined Jo-Beth, she was still ir-

ritated. " 'They're alive. They're alive.' Is that

all you can say? You and your imagination.

They're dummies, dummy. The only people

alive are you and me. What are you so afraid

of, anyway? You have the baseball bat, re-

member? Use it if somebody moves."

Jo-Beth looked down at the baseball bat in

her hand. She had forgotten it was there. She

had the bear, too. But suppose the bear had

decided to talk while Mary Rose was at the

other end of the trolley? She didn't want to

think about that.
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When Mary Rose saw how pitiful her sister

looked, and how small somehow, she put her

arms around her. She often quarreled with

Jo-Beth, particularly when Jo-Beth was im-

possible— moody and stubborn and uncoop-

erative. This time, however, Jo-Beth was

right. It had been frightening— the sudden

burst of music, Mary Rose's gesture that

knocked over the mannikin and made it seem,

for a moment only, to have moved by itself.

She needs me to take care of her, Mary Rose

thought to herself. This was a good time to be

kind.

"I was scared, too," she admitted. "But I

guess it will all look different when the tour-

ists come. There will be lots of talking and

laughing and kids running around. Then

these displays won't look so weird. It will just

be a look back into the long ago, to see how it

used to be in the olden days."

Jo-Beth felt comforted, but she was still un-

easy. "It's like being in a wax museum," she

grumbled.

Mary Rose contradicted her. "Oh no it isn't.

Wax museums are gory-scary."
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She shivered, remembering a trip with her

class to a wax museum. She had had night-

mares for weeks.

Jo-Beth looked all around. "Isn't this scary

enough for you? Mannikins that look like real

people, and voices out of nowhere, and toy

bears that talk and cry?"

"It's mostly because this is such a big place,

and so empty. Of real people, I mean," Mary

Rose added. "Daddy and Mr. Thorne are real

people. I could scream. I'm a really good

screamer. They'd be down here in a minute.

They can save us, Mary Rose."

Mary Rose could feel her blood freezing in

her veins. Jo-Beth had screamed in the

Haunted House once. Just remembering it

made Mary Rose shudder. The Indianapolis

News described it as "Pandemonium Erupts in

Haunted House. Goblins Flee."

She clapped her hand over Jo-Beth's

mouth. "Don't you dare scream. Anyway, we

can't yell for Daddy. You know the rule when

he's working."

Jo-Beth nodded. Her father could be lots of

fun, warm and understanding. But not when

he was working. Never when he was working.
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Their mother had once explained, "When
your father is writing, he has no family and no

friends."

So Mary Rose was right. As usual.

It must be wonderful to be like her, Jo-Beth

thought, able to reason things out in such a

calm manner. Well, maybe when she was older

she would be different, not so emotional and

so easily scared by her own imagination.

She guessed she really had been rather silly,

and too quick to panic. Just the same, she ran

ahead of Mary Rose, eager to leave the trolley.

Mary Rose, pondering what to do next,

walked with eyes cast downward. So, at first,

when she joined her sister, she was not aware

that something was wrong. Then she noticed

that Jo-Beth stood frozen, staring past her.

Not again, she told herself with a sigh. What
wasJo-Beth dreaming up now? Still, there was

something about the way Jo-Beth looked . . .

Mary Rose turned, very slowly.

Jo-Beth opened her mouth in a silent

scream.

Mary Rose turned to stone.

A mannikin stood several yards away, its

eyes burning with anger.
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Dirty, Rotten Crooks

For one long awful moment, silence lay heavy

between them. The girls were in shock; the

mannikin remained motionless.

At last Jo-Beth swallowed, took a deep

breath, and asked, "Are you a ghost?"

Mary Rose turned to her sister and said,

surprised, "I can't believe you said that. Does

it look like a ghost? It's just a mannikin. Man-

nikins are not ghosts."

Jo-Beth wondered how Mary Rose always

had such positive knowledge. How did she

know, anyway? Ghosts could be anything they

wanted to be. They certainly would not get an

argument from Jo-Beth. She did feel, how-

ever, that she had to correct Mary Rose about

one thing.

"It's not a mannikin," she pointed out. "It's
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a boykin. We saw boykins on the trolley that

went to the park, remember?"

It was indeed a boykin, dressed like the oth-

ers they had seen, in a blue shirt with a round

white collar, a black string tie that formed a

loose bow, and short pants. Although the girls

didn't know it, these pants were called knick-

ers. Long black stockings and tightly laced

black shoes and a round-brimmed straw hat

completed the costume.

This boykin looked exactly like all the other

child mannikins they had seen, except for one

thing. This one wasn't smiling. Its eyes were

wide and angry. And then it spoke, in a high,

reedy, tremulous voice.

"You stole my teddy!" it accused Jo-Beth.

"You're mean and you're a crook— "

Mary Rose sprang to her sister's defense.

"Nobody stole your teddy. We found it— "

Jo-Beth interrupted. She had come to a

swift conclusion. "You're not dead," she cried.

"You're alive." She turned with blazing eyes to

Mary Rose, and shouted, "You never listen. I

told you and told you they were alive. But you

didn't believe me. Well, what do you say now?"

Before Mary Rose could reply, the manni-
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kin said, "Of course I'm alive. I've been alive

all my life. Are you alive?"

"Of course I am. But I've never been a boy-

kin that's a dummy— "

The boykin was furious. "I am not dumb.

I'm five years old, and I know lots and lots of

things. George Washington was the first pres-

ident of the United States. Did you know that?

I bet you didn't. I'm only five and I know that.

And I know something else. You're both

crooks. You give me back my teddy."

Mary Rose had opened her mouth a num-
ber of times to interrupt but couldn't get a

word in. Jo-Beth had simply stared at the boy-

kin.

Then, suddenly, the teddy bear began to

cry. In between little hiccups of sobs, it wailed,

"You did so steal me. I don't like you. You
give me back."

Jo-Bethjumped back in alarm. With a feel-

ing of panic, she held the stuffed animal as far

away as her outstretched arm could reach.

Mary Rose was startled, too, but she was

also suspicious. She glared at the boykin.

"How did you do that?" she demanded.

"Never mind!" Jo-Beth could feel goose
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bumps banging into each other up and down
her arms. "Here's your dumb old teddy bear.

I never wanted it in the first place."

She hurled it away from her as hard as she

could. It landed almost at the boykin's feet.

Immediately he stooped, swept it up, and

hugged it close. Then he held it away and

scolded it.

"I told you not to run away. I told you and

told you. See what happened? Dirty, rotten

crooks stole you."

Mary Rose was furious. "Who are you call-

ing a dirty, rotten crook?"

She stepped closer to the boykin, who be-

gan to look frightened.

"There's something very peculiar going on

around here," she went on. "I want to know

what it is. I want to know who you are and

why you're dressed like that, and . . . and . .
."

The boykin drew back, clearly afraid of her

now. Clutching the teddy bear, he turned and

fled.

"Wait!" Mary Rose shouted.

But it was too late. The boykin had disap-

peared around a trolley and was gone.

"Oh no you don't," Mary Rose yelled. "You
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just wait till I get my hands on you."

She ran, and Jo-Beth followed reluctantly.

She hated her sister when she dug in her heels

this way. What made her so stubborn? Who
cared where the boykin went so long as hejust

stayed away for good? Why couldn't Mary

Rose ever leave well enough alone?

"There he is. We've got him now." Mary

Rose sounded triumphant. "I knew we'd get

him."

She was mistaken. The boykin, visible for

the moment, vanished once more.

Jo-Beth stopped abruptly.

"I want to go home. Right now." Her voice

was weepy, the way it always sounded when

she was truly miserable.

"Come on, Jo-Beth, I don't want him to get

away. Let's keep after him. I want to find out

who he is and what he's doing here."

Jo-Beth shook her head. "You can chase

him if you want to. Not me."

Mary Rose shook her head in disbelief. "Are

you telling me you don't want to know what's

going on around here? Aren't you even a little

bit curious?"

"No, Mary Rose. I'm not curious. I'm just
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plain scared and uncomfortable and I want to

find Daddy and go home and I never want to

go to another museum again in my whole life,

not even when I'm married and have children

and they want to go to a museum."

Jo-Beth paused, gulped air, and went on

again nonstop.

"And if Daddy doesn't come soon, I'll just

hold my breath till I turn blue and die and

then everybody will be sorry, especially

Daddy, and I'm eight years old and I didn't

have a happy birthday."

Mary Rose stared at her in amazement. The
words had exploded from her sister like fizz

from a soda pop can after it's been shaken

hard.

"All right," Mary Rose agreed after a mo-

ment of silence. She was reluctant to give in to

Jo-Beth's spasm of speech. She hated not solv-

ing this puzzle, but she did feel responsible

for Jo-Beth.

And maybe, she told herself, Jo-Beth felt

things more deeply because of her overactive

imagination. When they saw a scary movie,

Jo-Beth would be up all night, terrified by her

dreams, while Mary Rose slept peacefully.
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"Okay, Jo-Beth," she said, her voice kindly

and understanding. "Let's go find Daddy."

"Which way do we go?" Jo-Beth asked.

Mary Rose stared at her sister. "Which way?

Don't be silly, Jo-Beth. We just . .
." Her voice

trailed off. Which way did they go? In chasing

after the boykin, Mary Rose had lost her sense

of direction. They were trapped in a maze of

trolleys.

Jo-Beth waited. She studied her sister's face.

"You don't know, do you? Mary Rose! You

don't know. We're doomed. We'll turn into

mannikins and people will come and stare at

us and never know we were real people once

upon a time."

"Don't do that," Mary Rose stormed. She

stopped to think hard, worrying her lower lip.

Jo-Beth immediately felt more hopeful.

Whenever her sister twisted her lip, she some-

how came up with a solution. At last, Mary

Rose's eyes brightened. "Okay. Here's what

we'll do. We'll just keep walking in one direc-

tion. Sooner or later, we'll hit one of the walls

of the building. Then we'll work our way

around the building along the wall . .
."

It took a short while, but the plan worked.
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Once they reached the wall, they were able to

see the winding stairway.

"We're saved. We're saved. Let's go get

Daddy, Mary Rose."

"Wait, Jo-Beth. We'll have to go back."

"Go back? Go backr Jo-Beth couldn't be-

lieve it. "Why would we do something dumb
like that?"

"I still have the baseball bat. It doesn't be-

long to us," Mary Rose explained. "All I want

to do is put it back where it belongs. And you

don't have to worry. I'll know the way back

again now."

Jo-Beth didn't want to be unreasonable. She

also didn't want anyone else to call her a dirty,

rotten crook.

"Okay," she agreed. "But then we'll go find

Daddy, right?"

"Right."

Jo-Beth sighed with relief. Wait till they told

their father about this place. He wouldn't be

so eager to write about it then. He would just

march them out straight to the car. Maybe on

the way home they would stop for a treat. We
deserve a treat, maybe a double-rich chocolate

cake drowning in whipped cream, with lots of
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nuts . . . Her mouth began to water in antici-

pation.

"You know what, Mary Rose," she began

but stopped short. She had just caught a

glimpse of something. Should she tell Mary
Rose? No, better not. It was too late.

Mary Rose had seen her expression change.

She glanced ahead. It was then that she saw

what Jo-Beth hesitated to reveal.

The boykin and his teddy bear had reap-

peared, then darted into a trolley ahead, and

disappeared once more.
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Are You a Friend
of the Family?

"Quick, Jo-Beth." Mary Rose gave her sister a

triumphant smile. "We've got him. Come on.

This time he won't get away."

As she chased after the boykin, she mut-

tered under her breath, "Now we've really got

you. And you're going to talk. Oh yes you

are."

She could feel that warm glow of satisfac-

tion that came when she was at last in control.

It was how she reacted when she finished a

difficult jigsaw puzzle, or solved a math prob-

lem that had given her a hard time.

Jo-Beth pounded after her. She, too, mut-

tered under her breath. But her thoughts

were not at all like her sister's.

I'm only going to be eight years old one
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time in my whole entire life and what am I

doing? I'm chasing a boykin and his dumb old

teddy bear, getting scared out of my socks,

and my hair turning gray . . .

She liked the sound of that. Eight years old

with gray hair. No, not gray. White. Snow
white. And lots and lots of wrinkles.

People would look at her with sidelong

glances, and whisper to each other, "She must

have had a terrible tragedy in her life."

Jo-Beth nodded. She liked the sound of

that, too. A terrible tragedy. She wouldn't

speak, of course. Not a word would pass her

lips. She would just hold her head high and

look brave . . .

By this time she had caught up to Mary
Rose. As she ran the length of the trolley, she

noticed a single printed word that sent a shock

of dread through her.

"Mary Rose," she called, in a strangled

voice.

But did Mary Rose listen? When did Mary
Rose ever listen?

Mary Rose had already walked through the

entrance to the trolley. She came to such an
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abrupt halt that Jo-Beth ran into her. She

snatched at Mary Rose's sleeve and uttered

one word.

"Hearse." The word was a raven's croak.

Mary Rose didn't need to hear that word.

What she saw was more than enough to send

a cold shiver up and down her spine.

A mannikin, dressed in a black suit, faced

her from just a few feet away. Along a bench

on one side of the trolley were four other

mannikins. At the far end, a closed coffin

rested on a stand.
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Jo-Beth inched forward, fascinated in spite

of her fear. As she did so, she stepped on a

metal plate on the floor. The plate moved un-

der her feet.

At once, a number of things happened.

The most mournful music ever played on

an organ filled the air.

The mannikin in the black suit bowed his

head. He clasped his hands in a sorrowful ges-

ture. His eyes were sad. And then he spoke in

a hushed voice.

"Are you a friend of the family?"

"No," Jo-Beth was apologetic. "I'm sorry . . .

ouch! Why did you pinch me, Mary Rose?

That hurt."

"You're talking to it."

Jo-Beth's hand flew to her mouth. Mary

Rose was right. Jo-Beth had apologized to a

dummy. The mannikin had spoken, and she

had actually replied.

Mary Rose had been about to say something

else but stopped when she caught sight of

movement among the mourners on the

bench.

An elderly mannikin with gray hair drawn

back into a tight knot had pressed a handker-
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chief to her lips. Next to her, a young woman
with wide blue eyes and fair hair seemed to

glance toward them with surprise. The third

was a girlkin who studied her shoes with a

grim expression. The fourth was a man who
held a hat in his hands as if about to turn it

round and round.

"Mary Rose." Jo-Beth's voice was low but

urgent. "This is a hearse. It said so outside on

the trolley. This is a funeral."

"It can't be," Mary Rose whispered. She was

stunned. Her eyes were fixed on the scene.

Jo-Beth was right for once in her life. This

was a funeral. She started to inch backward.

Then she changed her mind.

Sure it looked real. But it just didn't make

sense.

Their mother had told Jo-Beth any number

of times, "It's all right to imagine things. But

you have to be sure you know the difference

between what you imagine and what is real."

"In other words," their father had added.

"It's okay to have your head in the clouds as

long as you have both feet on the ground."

Well, Mary Rose knew the difference. None

of this was real.
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Mannikins did not die, so of course there

was no body in the coffin.

Mannikins didn't feel, so of course they

couldn't cry.

Mannikins did not ask you if you were a

friend of the family, because mannikins did

not have families.

This time Mary Rose moved toward the cof-

fin at the other end with a purposeful air.

"Mary Rose," Jo-Beth wailed. "That's not

the way out."

As Mary Rose kept walking, Jo-Beth called

in disbelief, "Are you going to the coffin?"

Poor Mary Rose, Jo-Beth thought. It's been

too much for her. She's lost her mind. I'd bet-

ter get her out of here.

Jo-Beth inched up to her side. "It's all right,

dear," she said, trying to sound like their

mother when she soothed Harry Two after a

fall. "Come with me. I'll take you out. Don't

worry."

Mary Rose glared at her. "This is all fake.

Every bit of it. And I'm going to prove it."

"How? How are you going to prove it, Mary
Rose?"

"I'm going to open that coffin this minute.
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And you know what we'll find?"

Jo-Beth closed her eyes.

What would they find? Dracula? Godzilla?

"I don't want to know," Jo-Beth said.

Mary Rose shook her head. "I can imagine

what you're thinking. Well, you can relax. Be-

cause I know exactly what we'll find. Noth-

ing."

"Nothing?" Jo-Beth was suddenly hopeful.

Of course. Her sister was so clever. It was

wonderful how Mary Rose could think things

through all the time.

Jo-Beth could visualize what would happen

next.

The coffin would be empty. Naturally. No-

body in his right mind would go around bury-

ing a mannikin.

Then there would be nothing more for

Mary Rose to prove. They would leave this

dismal trolley, and as soon as they were out-

side, Jo-Beth would show her sister how firm

she could be when she had had enough.

She would announce in her most positive

voice, "Okay. This is it. Baseball bat or no

baseball bat, I'm going to find Daddy. You can

come if you want to. But I don't care. I'm not
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stepping foot in another one of these trolleys."

She might even add, "Not today. Not ever."

"Okay," Jo-Beth said aloud. "Let's go."

Then she noticed with horror that Mary Rose

had her hand on the lid of the coffin. She

struggled with it briefly, then ordered, "Help

me."

"Help you? Help you?" Jo-Beth repeated.

''Mer

"No. I'll ask old Mr. Friend of the Family to

help. What are you afraid of, anyway? I told

you the coffin is empty."

"I believe you. Honestly, Mary Rose. I do.

If it's empty, why do we have to open it? I

don't like opening coffins," Jo-Beth sobbed.

"I'm not supposed to open coffins. I'm too

little."

Mary Rose grabbed her sister's hand and

put it on the lid.

"Now." Her face was grim. "When I say lift,

you lift."

At that moment, a voice wailed, "Help! Get

me out of here. I can't breathe. Help!"

The girls were paralyzed.

That eerie voice most certainly was coming

from inside the coffin.
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Are There Two of Them?

IfJo-Beth could have grown wings, she would

have flown away. Without a backward glance,

she would have abandoned Mary Rose, still

glued to the coffin. She would have left her

father to his interview. What she would do

was head for home like an arrow to a bull's-

eye.

But she couldn't grow wings. And though

her brain sent a sharp message to her legs,

RUN, her legs refused to respond.

Maybe the next best thing was to scream

loud and long. Her voice, however, failed her.

Mary Rose had been busy with her own
thoughts. She told her sister, "That did it.

Now I will open this coffin."

She had that determined gleam in her eyes

that meant she would worry at this puzzle the
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way a dog worried a bone.

"Help me, Jo-Beth. On the count of three,

let's push as hard as we can."

Jo-Beth shook her head. It went back and

forth, back and forth. Her head said no; her

thumping heart said no.

"Not me," she said. "You can count to a

hundred if you want ..."

Mary Rose ignored this. She did her count-

down slowly— three . . . two . . . one.

Jo-Beth's hands were on the lid. When Mary

Rose said one, she pulled. Together, they man-

aged to lift the lid. It moved upward in slow

motion.

The girls stared, mouths open. Then Jo-

Beth caught her breath. Mary Rose bit her lip

in anger.

"I knew it," she said. "I just knew it. It was

just a trick."

"It's a mean, scary trick." Jo-Beth was fight-

ing mad. 'Just you wait till we find that boy-

kin . .
."

Mary Rose looked again, as if she still

couldn't believe what she had first seen.

The boykin's shabby, worn teddy bear

seemed to fix her with its button brown eyes.

65



Mary Rose made a decision. She reached

down and lifted the teddy bear. Then she

threatened, "If that little monster wants this

bear back this time, he'll have to answer a lot

of questions first."

Jo-Beth moved a few steps away. She knew

the bear was just a small, stuffed animal. She

knew it wasn't alive. But she didn't trust it

anyway.

As they began to leave the trolley, careful

not to step on the metal plate, Jo-Beth was

struck by a sudden thought.

"Mary Rose, how did that boykin put the

bear into the coffin? It took both of us to lift

the lid."

Mary Rose came to an abrupt stop. She

studied her sister as if she couldn't believe

what a sensible question she had asked.

"You're right," she said, after a moment.

"You're absolutely right. That little monster

couldn't have lifted the lid. Do you know what

that means?"

Jo-Beth didn't want to know. But who could

stop Mary Rose from telling her?

"It means," Mary Rose went on, "that some-

one is helping him."
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Jo-Beth felt a cold shiver start at the top of

her head and work itself down to the tip of

her toes.

Someone else?

Two of them?

"I'm out of this place," Jo-Beth said. "This

time I'm really going to get Daddy. And I

don't care if we never give that miserable base-

ball bat back."

Mary Rose had forgotten she still had the

bat. She had put it down to lift the coffin lid.

Then, when she grabbed the bear, she auto-

matically picked up the bat as well. She gave

the bat a brief glance. She was still at work on

the puzzle. She spoke her thoughts aloud.

"So. There are two of them. But one of

them has to be bigger and older. Two little

monsters couldn't have raised the lid. No way.

All right. We'll just have to find both of them,

wherever they are."

Jo-Beth refused to answer. She marched

straight ahead, her eyes fixed on the far end

of the hangar. If she could make it past all

those cars and across that vast stretch, she

would be safe. She would leave this place for-

ever, and ghosts and mannikins who came to
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life could scare somebody else.

Mary Rose seemed to awaken from her

deep concentration. When she noticed the ex-

pression on her sister's face, she felt a twinge

of guilt. After all, Jo-Beth wasn't having a

great birthday.

"Okay, Jo-Beth. You're right. Let's . .
." She

broke off in midsentence. She forgot all about

her sister's woe. Instead, she skidded to a halt.

"Jo-Beth! There he is! I just saw him scoot

into that trolley."

"I don't care if he scoots into a million trol-

leys. You want to go after him, go ahead. I'm

going to find Daddy, Mary Rose. And don't

you try to stop me."

Mary Rose paid no attention. She raced to-

ward the trolley into which the boykin had

disappeared. Soon she, too, vanished into the

car.

Jo-Beth was surrounded by an acre of si-

lence. She was alone, absolutely, totally alone.

Her imagination ran riot.

What would she do if . . . no, she didn't want

to think about that. But suppose . . . no, no,

no.

There was only one thing to do. Find Mary
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Rose. Mary Rose was brave. Mary Rose was

smart.

Jo-Beth flew to the car ahead, climbed in,

and stood still.

Mary Rose was in the center of the car,

hands on her hips, her eyes bright. When she

heard her sister behind her, she put a finger

to her lips.

"Shhhh!" she cautioned.

Jo-Beth didn't need to be warned. She

couldn't have spoken at that moment, no mat-

ter what.
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Hide and Seek

"Do you believe this?" Mary Rose asked at last.

"This is weird, really weird."

At the back of this trolley, a huge scarecrow

stretched from floor to ceiling. A jacket cov-

ered the top part, or tried to, for straw burst

through, and the one button in the center

seemed about to pop. Faded jeans and over-

large sneakers completed the costume. The
head was the largest pumpkin the girls had

ever seen.

"He's looking right at us," Jo-Beth said.

"Pumpkins don't look. They have no eyes.

And even if they did, they couldn't see, be-

cause the eyes wouldn't be real."

How did Mary Rose do it, Jo-Beth won-

dered. How could she always come up with a
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reasonable explanation? Of course, she didn't

believe in dragons or monsters or aliens . . .

"You get scared," Jo-Beth accused. "I know
you do."

"Sure I do," came Mary Rose's quick reply.

"But I know I'm only looking at something

made up, or reading something pretend. I

don't get all shivery when I go to sleep and

climb into your bed the way you do in mine."

"I'm only a little kid," Jo-Beth pointed out.

Jo-Beth used that as a handy excuse quite

often.

"Well, maybe the scarecrow isn't really look-

ing at us," Jo-Beth went on. "But the witches

are."

Near the scarecrow, three witches sat

around a black stove, huddled together as if

they plotted some mischief. All clutched straw

brooms with ragged edges. It seemed as if

they would fly off as soon as their conference

was over.

Toward the center, four witch children

were seated at a table. Small chalkboards were

in front of each one. They held long white

pieces of chalk in their hands.
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The girls edged closer to see if anything was

written on the chalkboards.

"They're doing their homework." Jo-Beth

was enchanted with the idea. "I didn't know
witches had to go to school."

She peered at a word scrawled across the

top of the board, then said it aloud in a puz-

zled voice. ''Witchmatic? What's that?"

"One and one is two. Two and two is four,"

Mary Rose explained. "Only this witch," she

pointed to the figure nearest to them, "has to

solve a problem. See?"

Jo-Beth leaned over and shook her head.

Mary Rose recited: ''If it takes thirty minutes

for three witches to fly across the full moon on Hal-

loween, how many children can they frighten in ten

minutes?''

"I hate those kind of problems," Jo-Beth

said, but Mary Rose paid no attention. She

had already moved on to the next board.

"This one is doing spelling." She laughed.

"Listen. It says 'Correct the spelling in this sen-

tence: Witch weigh can a which way a which?' I bet

you can't do it, Jo-Beth."

"That's easy." Jo-Beth took the chalk and
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wrote in a quick hand, Which way can a witch

weigh a witch?

She beamed. "I'm the best speller in my
class."

Funny how relaxed she felt now. It was all

supposed to be so scary, but this was the most

relaxed time she'd had since they had come to

this museum. She looked all around, then told

her sister, "You know what? I like this trolley.

It's kind of fun. A little bit scary but nice, just

like it is on Halloween," Jo-Beth said.

She gazed at the black cats with hunched

backs and lips parted in snarls and smiled.

She touched one or two pumpkin heads

with lopsided grins which were lined up

around the scarecrow.

"You know what?" Jo-Beth said. "It would

be really scary if they moved. I wonder if we

can get them to do that."

She glanced all around, certain there must

be a way. Then she spotted the metal plate on

the floor. Without a word to Mary Rose, who
seemed to be lost in thought, she went and

stepped on the plate.

Instantly, there was action. Orange lights
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beamed from the eyes of the scarecrow. They
flickered on and off and made the huge figure

look threatening.

The witches around the black stove turned

and stared. Then they cackled. They slitted

their eyes and moved their brooms.

The small witches began to sing in shrill

voices that made the girls wince.
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"School days, school days.

Forget the golden rule days.

Screeching and frightening

And witchmatic

Taught to the tune of a

Large broomstick . .
."

Without warning, all motion and sound

stopped. The orange eyes of the scarecrow

became blank. The witches froze, their

brooms still held high.

"Why did you turn it off, Mary Rose?" Jo-

Beth was exasperated. "I wasn't scared . .
."

Her words trailed off as she saw her sister's

expression. She licked her lips, which had be-

come dry.

"You didn't, did you?" she asked in a shaky

whisper.

Mary Rose didn't reply.

Jo-Beth watched with eyes wide in surprise

as her sister began a slow, thorough search of

the trolley. She peered behind the witches and

even peeked under their long black skirts. She

went from seat to seat and brushed her hand

beneath them in a long, sweeping motion. She
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then dusted her hands by brushing them

against each other.

Finally, she went to the scarecrow and

punched it smack in its middle. Some loose

straw flew out and settled on her hair.

Jo-Beth found she could speak again.

"What are you doing?"

"What do you think I'm doing? Playing hide

and seek, only somebody is hiding and I'm

going to seek until I find him. Or them," she

added, remembering her suspicions.

"You think that boykin is in here someplace

Mary Rose nodded. "Looking for that stu-

pid teddy bear ..." She clapped a hand to her

mouth. "The teddy bear. What did I do with

it?"

"I saw it on one of the seats along with the

baseball bat when I came in," Jo-Beth said.

Both girls ran to the entrance. They
searched every seat.

The teddy bear and the baseball bat were

gone.
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A River of Popcorn

Jo-Beth was glad.

"Good," she said. "Now we're rid of that

dumb old teddy bear. And we don't have to

worry anymore about putting the baseball bat

back. So let's get out of here, okay?"

Mary Rose was furious. "No, it's not okay.

Somebody is playing games with us, and I'd

like to find out who. And why," she added.

"Why are they picking on us? What did we

ever do to them?"

Mary Rose didn't expect an answer, but Jo-

Beth replied anyway. "Maybe they don't like

us being here."

"Why not?"

Jo-Beth shook her head. She didn't know
why not. After all, she and Mary Rose hadn't

wanted to come to the museum. It had been
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their father's idea. And it wasn't the greatest

idea he'd ever had, Jo-Beth thought with re-

sentment. Now, if he had arranged for a he-

licopter ride, or a trip in a hot air balloon . . .

Jo-Beth closed her eyes and dreamed.

Mary Rose hadn't noticed. She was still out-

raged.

"I'm not leaving this place till I find that

kid— "

Jo-Beth opened her eyes. "Boykin," she in-

sisted.

"I don't care what you call him. He's still not

a mannikin that's suddenly come to life. He's

an ordinary kid, and somebody's put him up

to all this now-you-see-me, now-you-don't

fooling around."

Jo-Beth didn't want to hear anymore. She

moved step by step to the exit and left.

Mary Rose noticed at last and ran after her.

Neither one spoke as they headed for the

far side of the hangar. Then Jo-Beth caught

sight of a sign on one of the trolleys. She

stopped so abruptly that Mary Rose had

walked on a little before she realized her sister

wasn't at her side.

She turned, and demanded, "Now what?

79



First you can't wait to get back to Daddy, and

now you've discovered something, haven't

you?"

Jo-Beth just pointed to a sign on one of the

trolleys.

Mary Rose sighed. Trust her sister to find a

sign. It was Jo-Beth's ability to find signs that

seemed to get them into trouble. When she

read the sign, however, Mary Rose perked up.

No way could a simple notice like this create a

problem.

Hot Dogs and Lemonade— 3^

The words had reminded Jo-Beth that she

hadn't had anything to eat for a while. 'Tm
hungry," she announced. "I want a hot dog

and lemonade."

"Who's going to give it to you? This place

isn't even open yet."

"We won't know till we ask. I want a hot

dog, Mary Rose." Jo-Beth dug into the pock-

ets of her jeans. They were empty.

"I don't have a nickel. I don't have any

money at all," she complained. "Lend me a

nickel, Mary Rose, and I'll pay you back when

we get home."

Mary Rose was about to refuse, then
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thought better of it. Their father usually vis-

ited new places the day before they opened. If

that was so now, then of course there would

be supplies in this food trolley.

She sniffed. No fragrant aroma of hot dogs

filled the air. But if there were hot dogs, and

a grill they could turn on . . . her mouth be-

gan to water. Mr. Thorne wouldn't mind, she

thought.

She found two dimes and a nickel in her

back pocket.

"Okay, Jo-Beth. Come on. I'll treat, because

it's your birthday."

"My birthday was yesterday," Jo-Beth be-

gan.

"I know," Mary Rose interrupted. "But you

couldn't celebrate it yesterday because it was a

school day, and the party isn't till tomorrow."

Jo-Beth felt a warm glow. She was the only

one she knew who stretched out a birthday

for three days.

This time the girls went into a trolley with

nothing on their minds but food. Inside, the

car was set up with a long griddle on one side,

plastic cups heaped in a towering pile, and

plastic knives and stirrers. Opposite the grid-

81



die was a long sliding window, which was shut

tight.

Mary Rose searched the refrigerator at the

far end. It was cold but empty. No rolls, no

hot dogs. No food.

"We'll starve to death," Jo-Beth said in a

gloomy voice. "Look how thin I'm getting."

Mary Rose ignored her. They had passed a

huge popcorn machine near the entrance but

had paid no attention.

"Will you settle for popcorn, if the machine

is working?"

Jo-Beth's eyes gleamed. Popcorn! Terrific!

"You've saved my life," she said. "I'm so hun-

gry I could eat a mountain of popcorn."

"Wait. There's a sign, Mary Rose," Jo-Beth

said when they reached the machine.

The sign urged customers to put a dime in

the slot for coins, then wait a moment. A plas-

tic cup would drop and would be held in place

by two metal clips. Then popcorn would fill

the cup.

Mary Rose dropped a dime in the slot. She

waited. Nothing happened. She punched the

slot hard with her fist. "Maybe the dime didn't

fall all the way in," she explained.
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Still nothing happened. With a scowl and

tight lips that showed her impatience, she

kicked the machine.

Jo-Beth was angry, too. "You dumb, stupid

machine," she shouted. And she kicked it.

"Ouch!" said the machine. "That hurt! How
would you like it if I kicked you?"

Jo-Beth jumped back.

"It talked. That machine talked."

Mary Rose glared at her. "Machines don't

talk."

"This one did. You heard it. It must be a

robot. Robots talk all the time— "

"This is not a robot. It's just a plain dumb
popcorn machine. You put in a dime, pop-

corn comes out. That's it."

Mary Rose felt so frustrated, she lashed out

at the machine again. She kicked it so hard,

she could feel a streak ofjagged pain shoot up
her leg.

The machine whirred. The plastic cup

dropped down. Popcorn poured out.

"See?" Mary Rose said.

Jo-Beth pulled the cup out when it was full,

then stood helpless as more and more pop-

corn continued to flow.
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"Stop it," she begged. "Get it to stop, Mary
Rose/'

Mary Rose was stricken with guilt.

"I think we broke it, Jo-Beth. We better get

out of here."

The girls moved in haste to the exit. The
popcorn spilled out and followed them.

Jo-Beth looked back and was chilled.

The machine was alive. It had to be. It had

heard her say she could eat a mountain of

popcorn, and that was what it was determined

to do— create a mountain.

She could see what would happen next. The
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popcorn would continue to gush out of the

machine exactly the way porridge had flowed

and flowed from the magic porridge bowl in a

story she had read. Only that was a fairy tale.

This was real. The popcorn would keep com-

ing; she and Mary Rose would drown in it,

and no one would ever find their bodies. The
headlines in newspapers would scream "MYS-

TERY DEATHS IN TROLLEY OF DOOM."
Jo-Beth knew it was all her fault. But how

was she to know this was a machine that

granted wishes?

At the steps, Mary Rose slipped on some

popcorn and fell, followed by Jo-Beth, who
tumbled over her sister.

As they scrambled to their feet, two voices

spoke at the same time.

"Are you hurt?" Mr. Onetree asked with

concern.

"What do you girls think you're doing?" de-

manded Sam Thorne.

"We didn't mean to do it," Jo-Beth replied.

"We kicked the machine, but we didn't know
it was alive."

Mary Rose's eyes were aflame with anger

when she took in the scene before her. Her
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father held the boykin's hand firmly. The boy-

kin clutched his teddy bear against his chest

and looked fearful. Sam Thorne had an iron

grip on a bigger boy who also wore old-

fashioned clothes from the park trolley. His

brown eyes blazed with defiance. His short red

hair bristled.

"Never mind the popcorn now," she said.

She pointed her finger at the older boy. "I

knew it. You didn't fool me for a minute. I

knew there were two of you."

Sam Thorne gave her a sharp glance. "You

know these kids?"

"No. I just knew somebody was trying to

scare us out of our minds. After a while, I

figured it had to be more than one person."

She paused and frowned. "But I could never

figure out why."

"Scared you?" Mr. Onetree glared at the

older boy. "Scared you how?"

"I'd Uke to know why,'' Sam Thorne said

with impatience. "And I'd like to know what

you're doing here in the first place."

The older boy, who seemed to be about

twelve, clamped his lips shut. He folded his

arms. It was almost as if he had just shouted,
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"I'm not talking. And you can't make me, ei-

ther."

Sam Thorne studied the boy's obstinate ex-

pression. Then he shrugged. "Suit yourself,

son. I'll just have to call the sheriff."

The boykin burst into tears, and begged,

"Tell them, Tom. If you don't, I will."

"Don't say a word, Luke. They can't do any-

thing to us. We're just kids," Tom said.

He turned and stared up at Sam Thorne.

He knew that Sam Thorne meant what he

said even before Thorne spoke again.

"Don't play games with me, young fellow.

You explain, now, or I make that call. Clear?"

The boy fixed his gaze on Mary Rose. "I'm

sorry— "

Jo-Beth broke in, "It had to be you, but we
don't know how you did it."

"I can explain," the boy went on, as if Jo-

Beth hadn't interrupted.

What he told them came as a surprise and a

shock.
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The Two Best Girls

in the World

Tom began, "We needed a place to stay, for a

while anyway. We didn't expect to be here too

long."

"I should hope not." Sam Thorne was an-

noyed. "What do you mean, you needed a

place to stay? You're not wanted by the police,

are you?" His voice was heavy with suspicion.

"How come you picked my museum for a hid-

ing place?"

"Just a minute," Mr. Onetree said. "Let's

not leap to conclusions. Give the boy a chance

to explain."

He put his hand on Sam Thome's arm, as if

to warn him to be silent.

Sam Thorne frowned but didn't speak.

Tom waited a moment to be sure, then

picked up the thread of his explanation.
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"Nobody is looking for us." He gave Sam
Thorne an angry glance. "We haven't done

anything wrong— "

The little boy, Luke, interrupted with im-

patience. "We came here because Daddy was

feeling sick and we had no place else to go.

We're homeless," he added.

Before anyone could comment, Tom said

with a defiant air, "That's right. We're home-

less. We'vejust been going from place to place

so Dad could find some work somewhere—
anywhere. But when he felt bad, I spotted this

place, and we just came in— "

"Sneaked your way in, you mean." Hoot

Turner had come up quietly behind the group

and had listened before he interrupted.

"All right, then. Where's your father?" Sam
Thorne asked. He looked around as if he ex-

pected the father to appear.

"We hid way back on the other side," Luke
told them.

"If you ask me," Hoot Turner said, "you're

just lazy, good-for-nothing— "

Mr. Onetree said, his voice sharp, "Stop

right there. Hoot. You don't know anything

about these boys or their dad. Let's not judge
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anybody until we have all the facts."

Jo-Beth gave a quick nod. Her father was

always strict, but he was fair as well. He waited

to hear your side of the story before he made
up his mind what to say or do.

Hoot Turner glared at all of them. "I know
one thing you don't. I bet these kids stole my
doughnuts and milk."

He gave his head a positive shake, as if to

say "Get around that if you can."

"We're not thieves," Tom said. His face had

turned red.

"No? Well, all I can say is if you take some-

thing that belongs to somebody else, you're a

thief. No two ways about it," Hoot Turner

insisted.

"I didn't say we didn't take the food. We
did. We were hungry. We gave half to my dad

and Luke and I ate the rest. But we didn't

steal it. We cleaned up your place, which was

a mess— "

"I was going to get around to it," Hoot

Turner explained in embarrassment to Sam
Thorne.

"We gave you work for food." Tom turned

to Mr. Onetree. "See, my father used to be an
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automobile mechanic in Detroit. Then they

fired lots of the workers. Dad couldn't find a

job. Things got so bad, we lost our house. So

Dad decided we ought to head south— "

Mary Rose interrupted. "Where did you

sleep if you didn't have a house?"

Tom lifted his chin, as if to dare her to com-

ment when she heard his next sentence. "Out

on the street."

"In cardboard boxes," Luke chimed in. He
hugged his teddy bear harder. "And Tom
found my teddy in a trash can and gave it to

me. That wasn't stealing, was it?" he asked

anxiously.

The girls stared at the two boys. They had

often seen pictures of homeless people on TV,
but they hadn't seemed like real people.

Sam Thorne shook his head. If he was

touched by the story, he didn't show it. "Don't

lie to me, young fellow. There are shelters for

the homeless."

"Where do you go when the shelters are full

up?" Tom asked. "My father decided if we
had to sleep outdoors, we better head south

where it's warm."

Luke took up the story. "Daddy tried so
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hard to find a job. Finally he was so desperate

he made a sign, Will Work for Food. Then he

stood on different corners near stores."

Tom's voice was grim. "Mostly people just

hurried or drove by. Dad used to say, 'They

think I'm just a drunken bum, too lazy to

work.' " Tom glared at Hoot Turner. Then
he went on, "Dad said he didn't blame them.

'Times like this,' Dad said, 'people are afraid.

I can't say I blame them.' But I did. People

should care."

Silence followed. No one seemed to know
what to say. Then Jo-Beth asked, "Where's

your mother? Don't you have a mother?"

"She ran away," Tom told her. "She decided

she wanted to be a rock-and-roll singer. She

has a great voice," he admitted. "She said

she'd make pots of money and then she'd send

for us."

"But she didn't, did she?" Mary Rose's voice

was gentle.

"We never heard from her again."

"Of course we didn't, Tom," Luke said. "I

bet she tried and tried, only she didn't know

where we were. Because we've been moving
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around so much. But she'll find us some day,

Tom. Just you wait and see."

"Sure she will, Luke." Tom stroked his

brother's head. "Just like you say."

But his eyes, when he stared straight ahead,

were hurt and angry.

Jo-Beth's own eyes began to fill with tears.

Before anyone in the group could speak, a

voice said, "There's no need to share our pri-

vate lives with strangers, Tom."

The man put his hand on Tom's shoulder.

He stood tall and thin, his cheeks hollow, his

dark eyes both furious and ashamed.

He spoke to Sam Thorne. "You've a right to

know who we are. My name is Doug Lorry.

My older son is Tom. He's twelve and a half.

The boy with the teddy bear is my son Luke.

He turned five yesterday."

"Your birthday?" Jo-Beth was amazed.

"Yesterday was my birthday, too. But I'm

eight. I'm going— " She stopped speaking

abruptly. She had been about to say there

would be a birthday party for her the next

day. That would be cruel, for it was plain to

see no one had celebrated Luke's birthday.
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Doug Lorry went on, "I'm sorry about the

boys borrowing the clothing from the manni-

kins in the trolley. But their own clothes were

in rags. I promise you, when I find work, I'll

pay whatever they cost. Meanwhile, we'll move

on, of course. You'll find we haven't done any

damage, or harmed anyone, or— "

"Wait," Mary Rose exclaimed. "What about

us? We were being scared right out of our

socks."

"That's right." Jo-Beth suddenly remem-

bered to be angry.

"Just a minute," Mr. Onetree said. He
looked at his daughters. "What's all this about

being scared?"

The girls took turns telling about their ex-

periences in the different trolleys. When they

were done, all the adults turned accusing

looks at the two boys. Their father was espe-

cially upset.

"What was the big idea?" Doug Lorry de-

manded.

"Listen, Dad. They were snooping around,

going from trolley to trolley. I was afraid they

would find you ... us. I just wanted to scare

them back to their father," Tom admitted.

95



"You scared us all right." Mary Rose was

enraged, remembering the funeral car and

the voice from the coffin. "Why did you play

that trick with the teddy bear on us?"

"It was so weird,"Jo-Beth added, "that voice

crying in the coffin. Crying and calling for

help."

Even though she now knew it was all a trick,

it still made her feel creepy.

"I kept trying and trying to keep you from

finding us," Tom explained. "But you just

didn't quit. You sure have guts." He looked at

Mary Rose as he spoke. "I expected you to

pass out. But you didn't."

Hoot Turner broke in. "What did you think

you were doing when you pulled that 'H

—

o— o— t. H— o— o— t. You have been

warned. B— e— w— a— r— e' stuff?"

"I just wanted to be sure you would stay

away from the back of the building, where

Dad was resting."

Doug Lorry looked grim. "There was no

call for that, Tom. No call at all."

"It served them right," Luke piped up.

"They stole my teddy."
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When the girls protested, Mr. Onetree held

up his hand, like a traffic cop on a busy inter-

section. "Let's not squabble. Tom, you say you

were responsible for the voices they heard?"

"Tom's a ventriloquist." Luke stumbled

over the word. "He's real good, except you

can see his lips move."

"A ventriloquist?" Mary Rose couldn't be-

lieve it. "How can you be a ventriloquist if

you're only twelve and a half?"

Doug Lorry explained, "We had a neighbor

back in Detroit, an old-timer in vaudeville. He
was a magician and a ventriloquist. He liked

Tom, and when he saw that Tom was inter-

ested, he taught him how to throw his voice."

Mary Rose was fascinated. She forgot about

her anger. "Can you show us how you do it?"

Tom grinned. "Sure."

In a moment, a voice seemed to come

from Luke's teddy bear. "H— o— o— t.

You have been warned. B— e— w— a—
r— e."

"You moved your lips," Luke said.

"Yes, you did," Jo-Beth agreed. "I was

watching."
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"Okay, boys. It's time to pull up stakes,"

Doug Lorry said. "Let's go."

"Wait," Mary Rose cried. "Mr. Thorne, I've

just had a great idea. This is such a big place.

You're probably going to need a lot of help

when you open the museum."

"Yes." Jo-Beth was enthusiastic, too. "Mr.

Lorry used to be an automobile mechanic.

Maybe you have some broken trolleys he

could fix or paint or clean or something."

Tom leaped in, his eyes anxious. "I could

help, Mr. Thorne. Maybe entertain the kids

that come with their parents if they begin to get

bored. Help keep the place clean. Anything."

"You belong in school, young man," Sam
Thorne replied.

"How can he go to school if they don't live

anyplace?" Mary Rose wanted to know.

Jo-Beth was proud of her sister. What a sen-

sible, understanding, and down-to-earth girl

she could be. You sure could rely on her.

"Why not give them a chance?" Mr. One-

tree agreed. "It might work out very well for

you."

"Hey, listen," Sam Thorne protested. "I

can't solve the problems of the homeless."
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"Nobody can, at the moment," Mr. Onetree

said sadly. "But you can lend a helping hand

to one family— this family."

Sam Thorne thought about that for a mo-

ment. Then he asked Hoot Turner, "What do

you think. Hoot? Could you use some help?"

"Need help? In a place this size? You better

believe it. And the boys are honest," he added.

"They cleaned my place so well I almost didn't

recognize it."

"Okay," Sam Thorne told Doug Lorry. "We
have a deal. Now don't start thanking me until

you hear what I have to say. To begin with,

you'll have to get a place to live in town. I'll

advance the rent against the salary I'll be pay-

ing you. The boys will have to go to school— "

"Agreed," Doug Lorry said at once.

"Agreed," Tom echoed.

"And we've got to get these boys some real

clothes ..."

"So I won't have to be a dummy anymore,"

Luke said.

Tom hugged him. "Nobody better call you

that when I'm around."

Jo-Beth had what she thought was a won-

derful idea.
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"Daddy. Why don't you write a column

about all this? Don't you think people would

be interested in finding out how a real home-

less family feels?"

"If you do, don't mention my name," Sam
Thorne said with haste. He winked atJo-Beth.

"Otherwise I think you've got something spe-

cial to write about." He reached over to pat

Jo-Beth's head. "This is one good kid you've

got."

"Two," Mr. Onetree corrected as he put his

arm around Mary Rose. "I've got the two best

girls in the world."
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A HappY Ending

Mary Rose was happy. She leaped into the

front seat of the car and closed the door qui-

etly. When her father looked at her, she gave

him a broad smile.

Jo-Beth was happy, too. She was already in

the back seat. "I feel good all over," she an-

nounced.

"Because we're finally going home now?"

her father teased.

Jo-Beth nodded, but her thoughts were on

what had happened before they were on their

way home at last, back to the moment when
her father had announced in the museum, "I

say we all go out for lunch." He glanced at his

watch. "A very late lunch, but I feel the need

for food. All those in favor, say aye."
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"Great idea," Sam Thorne had agreed at

once, "except you're my guests. All of you."

He waved his hand to include Doug Lorry

and his sons.

Hoot Turner refused, reminding Sam
Thorne that somebody had to stay behind and

mind the store.

The Lorrys piled into Sam Thome's pickup

truck. The Onetrees followed in their car. On
the way to town, Jo-Beth had a sudden idea.

"Daddy, can we stop at a five-and-ten? I'd

like to buy Luke a birthday present. A real

one. Not something out of a trash can." She

paused, then added, "You'll have to lend me
some money."

"Sometimes you're a real genius," Mary

Rose said. "I didn't even think of it."

Jo-Beth couldn't believe she heard that. She

felt puffed up with pride. Her very own sister,

who always criticized her, had called her a real

genius.

Mr. Onetree winked at her. "I agree."

"I'd like to buy something for Luke, too,"

Mary Rose went on. "And I think we should

buy him a birthday cake. With candles he can

blow out. I bet he's never done that."
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"Two geniuses in the family," Mr. Onetree

said. "How did I get so lucky?"

In the five-and-ten in town, Jo-Beth

bought a thick coloring book. Mary Rose

chose a large box of crayons and striped,

twisted birthday candles in pink and blue

and red and green. The next stop was the

bakery. Here the girls had a hard time mak-

ing a choice. Jo-Beth wanted the double-rich

chocolate cake with marshmallow frosting.

Mary Rose favored a lemon cake with coco-

nut and banana icing.

While the girls argued, Mr. Onetree whis-

pered to the woman behind the counter. She

nodded, disappeared with both cakes, and

came back in minutes to show the Onetrees

what she had done. Each cake was now cut

neatly in half. She then fitted two different

halves together. Now there were two cakes,

each one half double-rich chocolate with

marshmallow frosting and one half lemon

cake with coconut-banana icing.

Jo-Beth's eyes glowed. "Wow! I never ever

saw a cake like this. I wish— "

Mary Rose laughed. She knew what her sis-

ter wished.
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"You've got it, Jo-Beth. One cake is for

Luke. The other one is for you. Right,

Daddy?"

"When you're right, you're right," he told

her.

In the restaurant, which turned out to be a

small diner, the Lorrys were timid about or-

dering, then tried not to eat too fast or too

much.

The girls looked at each other. The Lorrys

acted as if they hadn't seen or tasted real food

in a long, long time.

"Eat hearty," Sam Thorne urged them.

"There's plenty more where that came from."

Finally, Tom put his fork down. "I can't eat

another bite."

"Me, either," Luke piped up. "I'm stuffed."

"You mean you boys don't have room for a

piece of birthday cake? Not even a very small

piece?" Mr. Onetree asked.

The boys looked stunned when Mr. One-

tree took the cake out of its box. Doug Lorry

seemed close to tears.

"I can't thank you enough— " he began,

but Mr. Onetree put his fingers to his lips.

"Shhh. It's candle-lighting time."
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He let Jo-Beth light the candles. Luke

watched, wide-eyed.

"Blow them out," Mary Rose said. "First

make a wish, then blow."

"I wish nobody to be homeless," Luke said.

"Is it all right to wish that?" he asked in an

anxious voice.

"It's the best wish I ever heard," his father

said. "Come on, Luke. Let's blow the candles

out."

The boys found they did have room for

cake after all.

Then everyone sang "Happy Birthday."

Even the few people sitting at the counter

joined in.

"Oh, my," Mary Rose said, after a while. "I

don't think I can move. I ate too much cake."

"Me, too," Jo-Beth sighed. She glanced at

Sam Thorne, then asked a question that had

been on her mind for a while. "How come you

have all those different displays in your trol-

leys?"

"Got to you, did they?" Sam Thome's laugh

was hearty. "Tell you how the idea came to

me. My dad started the museum, and I got to

love the trolleys as much as he did. The only
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problem was, very few people ever came to

see them. I told my dad I wanted to do some-

thing about that, but he wouldn't listen."

Just like Mary Rose, Jo-Beth thought. Mary

Rose didn't listen, either.

"My dad said he was only interested in peo-

ple who came because they loved trolleys as

much as we did," Sam Thorne went on.

Without thinking, he picked up a paper

napkin, dipped it into his glass of water, then

carefully wiped icing off Luke's lips and fin-

gers.

"I'd been out to Disney World," he contin-

ued. "I enjoyed the mannikins that moved and

talked. And I noticed everybody else around

me responded, too. So I asked myself, why

can't I do something like that in this museum?
The kids would love it— "

"So would grown-ups," Mary Rose inter-

rupted.

Sam Thorne nodded. "So little by little, I

began to put displays in here and there. I

wanted to give people a taste of history in a

way that would get them really interested."

"But it isn't real history," Jo-Beth objected.

"You have a trolley that's a hearse.''
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"That's real history, too, child. Some trol-

leys were sold to a South American country

where they were used as hearses."

Jo-Beth's mouth dropped open. What a

weird idea! She turned to see if Mary Rose

agreed with her, but of course Mary Rose

hadn't listened. She was deep in conversation

with Tom Lorry.

"Can you really do magic?" she wanted to

know.

"Some," he told her. "But I'm better at

throwing my voice."

"I know," said Mary Rose.

Tom's face reddened. "I was afraid you'd

find us."

"That's okay, Tom." To change the subject,

Mary Rose begged, "Make the bear talk

again."

Tom's eyes crinkled with mischief. "All

right. Watch the bear."

Mary Rose turned. The teddy bear had
been propped up against a large ketchup bot-

tle on the table. His eyes seemed to be fas-

tened on Mary Rose.

Then he spoke. "Never hit a ghost with a

baseball bat."
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Jo-Beth jumped.

Luke grabbed the bear and scolded, "I told

you not to do that anymore."

Mary Rose giggled. "You moved your lips,

Tom. I saw you."

"You weren't supposed to be looking at

me," he protested.

After that, Sam Thorne took the Lorrys

around town to find someplace for them to

live. And the Onetrees headed for home.

In the car, the girls were quiet for a while.

Mary Rose thought about Tom Lorry. He had

promised to write to her. She wondered if he

would keep his word.

In the back seat, Jo-Beth whispered some-

thing.

"What?" her father asked. "I can't hear you,

Jo-Beth."

"I said I think that today is the best birthday

I'll ever have in my whole entire life."

Mary Rose turned to stare at her. "Includ-

ing being scared out of your socks, you

mean?"

"Including." Jo-Beth was quite firm.

Well, she thought, maybe that wasn't ex-

actly true. She hadn't liked the scariness one
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bit while it went on. But then, when the mys-

tery was solved, it was like watching a scary

movie that turned out fine at the end.

Now she remembered something. "When
we got into the car to come to the trolley mu-
seum, Mary Rose was mad."

Her sister frowned. It seemed such a long

time ago. "I was mad? What about?"

"About not going to Amy Beck's house.

Amy Beck, your best friend, remember? You
were mad because you wanted to see dumb
old Jordan Beck."

While Jo-Beth spoke, Mary Rose's mind

wandered. Tom Lorry had promised he

would try to visit her sometime, too. All her

friends would turn green with envy.

"Well?" Jo-Beth insisted. "Dumb old Jordan

Beck?"

For a moment, Mary Rose was honestly puz-

zled. "Who?" she asked.

Mr. Onetree grinned. Then he winked at

Jo-Beth. "See? Just like my Angelina. All Mary

Rose needed was to find someone more inter-

esting."

Mary Rose didn't enjoy being laughed at.

"What about you, smarty?" she asked Jo-
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Beth. "You were mad because you had to go

to school on your birthday."

"Don't be silly, Mary Rose. Of course I had

to go to school. Who do you think I am, the

queen of England?"

Mr. Onetree began to whistle softly. Mary

Rose rolled her eyes upward, then turned

back in her seat and shook her head.

Jo-Beth tightened her seat belt and leaned

back.

If she were queen of England, there would

be no homeless people in her land. Not one.

And everyone would have a birthday party.

No exceptions. Everybody. And . . .

Jo-Beth closed her eyes, then suddenly

opened them wide.

"Daddy," she cried. "Did we have a happy

ending?"

"You bet," he replied.

Jo-Beth sighed with relief. She sure did love

happy endings.
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