R L. Stine: Night of the Living Dummy |1 (Goosebunp
s #31)

My nanme is Any Kranmer, and every Thursday ni ght |

feel alittle dunb. That's because Thursday is "Fa

mly Sharing Night" at ny house.

Sara and Jed think it's dunb, too. But Mom and Dad
won't listen to our conplaints. "It's the nost im

portant night of the week," Dad says.

"It's a famly tradition," Momadds. "It's sonethin

g you kids will always renenber."”

Right, Mom It's sonething I'll always renenber as
real ly painful and enbarrassing.

You' ve probably guessed that on Famly Sharing Ni g
ht, every nmenber of the Kraner famly —except for
George, our cat —has to share sonething with the
rest of the famly

It isn't so bad for ny sister, Sara. Sara is fourt

een —two years older than ne —and she's a geni us
painter. Really. One of her paintings was chosen

for a show at the art nuseum downtown. Sara nay Qo
to a special arts high school next year.

So Sara al ways shares sone sketches she's working o
n. O a new painting.

And Fam |y Sharing Night isn't so bad for Jed, eit
her. My ten-year-old brother is such a total goof.
He doesn't care what he shares. One Thursday nigh

t, he burped really |oud and expl ai ned that he was
sharing his dinner.

Jed | aughed like a lunatic.

But Mom and Dad didn't think it was funny. They ga

ve Jed a stern | ecture about taking Fam |y Sharing
Ni ght nore seriously.

The next Thursday ni ght, ny obnoxi ous brother shar
ed a note that David MIller, a kid at nmy school, h
ad witten to ne. A very personal note! Jed found

the note in ny roomand decided to share it with e

veryone.

Ni ce?



| wanted to die. | really did.
Jed just thinks he's so cute and adorabl e, he can
get away with anything. He thinks he's really spec
I al .
| think it's because he's the only redhead in the
famly. Sara and | both have strai ght black hair,
dark green eyes, and very tan skin. Wth his pale
skin, freckled face, and curly red hair, Jed | ooks
| i ke he conmes from another famly!
And sonetines Sara and | both w sh he did.
Anyway, |'mthe one with the nost problens on Fam
|y Sharing Night. Because |'mnot really tal ented
the way Sara is. And |'"'mnot a total goof Iike Jed.
So | never really know what to share.
| nmean, | have a seashell collection, which I keep
in ajar on nmy dresser. But it's really kind of b
oring to hold up shells and tal k about them And w
e haven't been to the ocean for nearly two years.
So ny shells are kind of old, and everyone has alr
eady seen them
| also have a really good collection of CDs. But n
o one elseinny famly is into Bob Marley and reg
gae nusic. If | start to share sone nusic with the
m they all hold their ears and conplain till | sh
ut it off.
So | usually make up sone kind of a story —an adv
enture story about a girl who survives danger afte
r danger. O a wld fairy tale about princesses wh
oturn into tigers.
After nmy last story, Dad had a big smle on his fa
ce. "Any is going to be a fanmobus witer," he annou
nced. "She's so good at making up stories." Dad ga
zed around the room still smling. "W have such
a talented famly!" he excl ai ned.
| knew he was just saying that to be a good parent
. To "encourage" ne. Sara is the real talent in ou
r famly. Everyone knows that.
Toni ght, Jed was the first to share. Mom and Dad s
at on the living roomcouch. Dad had taken out a t
| ssue and was squinting as he cleaned his gl asses.
Dad can't stand to have the tiniest speck of dust
on his glasses. He cleans them about twenty tines



a day.
| settled in the big brown arncthair against the wa
| 1. Sara sat cross-legged on the carpet beside ny
chair
Vhat are you going to share tonight?" an1asked J
ed. "And | hope it isn't another horrible burp."”
"That was so gross!" Sara npaned.
"Your face is gross!" Jed shot back. He stuck out h
| S tongue at Sar a.
"Jed, please —qgive us a break tonight," Dad nutte
red, slipping his glasses back on, adjusting them
on his nose. "Don't cause trouble.™
"She started it," Jed insisted, pointing at Sara.
"Just share sonething," | told Jed, sighing.
|"'mgoing to share your freckles," Sara told him
"I"'mgoing to pull themoff one by one and feed t
hemto George."
Sara and | | aughed. CGeorge didn't glance up. He wa
s curled up, napping on the carpet beside the couc
h.
"That's not funny, girls,"” Mmsnapped. "Stop being
mean to your brother."
"This is supposed to be a fanily ni ght," Dad wail ed
"Why can't we be a fam|y?"
"We are!" Jed insisted.
Dad frowned and shook his head. He |ooks |ike an o
w  when he does that. "Jed, are you going to share
sonet hi ng?" he demanded weakly.
Jed nodded. "Yeah." He stood in the center of the
room and shoved his hands into his jeans pockets.
He wears | oose, baggy jeans about ten sizes too bi
g. They always look as if they're about to fall do
wn. Jed thinks that's cool.
"I .. . uh . . . learned to whistle through ny fin
gers," he announced.
"Wow, " Sara nuttered sarcastically.
Jed ignored her. He pulled his hands from his pock
ets. Then he stuck his two little fingers into the
sides of his mouth —and let out a long, shrill w
hi st e.
He whi stled through his fingers two nore tines. Th
en he took a deep bow. The whole famly burst into



| oud appl ause.
Jed, grinning, took another |ow bow.
"Such a talented famly!" Dad declared. This tine,

he neant it as a j oke.
Jed dropped down on the fl oor beside George, startl
i ng the poor cat awake.
"Your turn next, Any," Momsaid, turning to ne. "Ar
e you going to tell us another story?"
"Her stories are too long!" Jed conpl ai ned.
George clinbed unsteadily to his feet and noved a
few feet away fromJed. Yawning, the cat dropped o
nto his stomach beside Monis feet.
"' mnot going to tell a story tonight," | announc
ed. | picked up Dennis from behind ny arnchair.
Sara and Jed both groaned.

"Hey —qgive nme a break!" | shouted. | settled back
on the edge of the chair, fixing ny dummy on ny |

ap. "I thought I'd talk to Dennis tonight," | told
Mom and Dad.

They had half-smles on their faces. | didn't care

. 1'd been practicing with Dennis all week. And |
wanted to try out nmy new conedy routine with him
"Any is a lousy ventriloquist," Jed chined in. "You
can see her |ips nove."
"Be quiet, Jed. | think Dennis is funny," Sara sai
d. She scooted toward the couch so she could see b
etter.
| bal anced Dennis on ny left knee and wapped ny f
i ngers around the string in his back that worked h
is mouth. Dennis is a very old ventriloquist's dum
my. The paint on his face is faded. One eye is alm
ost conpletely white. H's turtleneck sweater is to
rn and tattered.
But | have a ot of fun with him Wen ny five-yea

r-old cousins conme to visit, | like to entertain t
hemw th Dennis. They squeal and | augh. They think
|'ma riot.

| think I'"mgetting nuch better with Dennis. Despit
e Jed's conpl ai nts.

| took a deep breath, glanced at Mom and Dad, and b
egan ny act.

"How are you tonight, Dennis?" | asked.



"Not too well,"” | nmade the dummy reply in a high, s
hrill voice. Dennis's voice.

"Real |y, Dennis? What's w ong?"

"I think I caught a bug."

"You nmean you have the flu?" | asked him

"No. Termtes!"

Mom and Dad | aughed. Sara sm | ed. Jed groaned | oudl

y.
| turned back to Dennis. "Well, have you been to a
doctor?" | asked him

"No. A carpenter!”

Mom and Dad smled at that one, but didn't |augh.
Jed groaned again. Sara stuck her finger down her
throat, pretending to puke.

"No one |liked that joke, Dennis,”" |I told him
"Who' s joking?" | made Dennis reply.

"This is lanme," | heard Jed nutter to Sara. She nod
ded her head in agreenent.

"Let's change the subject, Dennis,"” | said, shifti

ng the dummy to ny other knee. "Do you have a girl
friend?"

| | eaned Dennis forward, trying to nmake hi m nod hi
S head yes. But his head rolled right off his shou
| der s.

The wooden head hit the floor wwth a thud and boun
ced over to George. The cat | eaped up and scanpere
d away.

Sara and Jed collapsed in | aughter, slapping each o
ther high fives.

| junped angrily to ny feet. "Dad!" | screaned. "Yo
u prom sed you'd buy ne a new dumy!"”

Jed scurried over to the rug and picked up Denni s’
s head. He pulled the string, making the dummy's m
outh nove. "Any reeks! Any reeks!" Jed nade the du
nmy repeat over and over.

"Gve ne that!" | grabbed the head angrily from Jed
's hand.

"Any reeks! Any reeks!" Jed continued chanti ng.
"That's enough!" Mom shouted, junping up off the co
uch.

Jed retreated back to the wall.

"I'"ve been checking the stores for a new dummy," D



ad told ne, pulling off his glasses again and exam
ining themclosely. "But they're all so expensive."
"Well, how am | ever going to get better at this?"
| demanded. "Dennis's head falls off every tine |
use him"

"Do your best," Mm said.

What did that nean? | always hated it when she said
t hat .

"Instead of Fam |y Sharing N ght, we should call t
his the Thursday N ght Fights," Sara decl ared.

Jed raised his fists. "Want to fight?" he asked Sar

a.

"I't's your turn, Sara," Momreplied, narrow ng her
eyes at Jed. "What are you sharing toni ght?"

"I have a new painting," Sara announced. "It's a wa

tercolor.™

"OF what?" Dad asked, settling his gl asses back on
his face.

"Renenber that cabin we had in Maine a few summers
ago?" Sara replied, tossing back her straight bla
ck hair. "The one overl ooking the dark rock cliff?
| found a snapshot of it, and | tried to paint it
| suddenly felt really angry and upset. | admt it.

| was jeal ous of Sara.
Here she was, about to share another beautiful wat
ercolor. And here | was, rolling a stupid wooden d
umy head in ny | ap.
It just wasn't fair!
"You'll have to cone to ny roomto see it," Sara wa
s saying. "lIt's still wet."”
We all stood up and trooped to Sara's room
My famly lives in a long, one-story ranch-style h
ouse. My roomand Jed's roomare at the end of one
hal | way. The living room dining room and kitche
nare in the mddle. Sara's roomand ny parents' r

oom are down the other hall, way at the other end
of the house.
| led the way down the hall. Behind ne, Sara was ¢

oi ng on and on about all the trouble she'd had wt
h the painting and how she'd sol ved the probl ens.
"I remenber that cabin so well," Dad said.



"I can't wait to see the painting," Mm added.
| stepped into Sara's room and clicked on the |ight

Then | turned to the easel by the w ndow that held
the painting —and |let out a scream of horror.
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My nout h dropped open in shock. | stared at the pai
nting, unable to speak.

When Sara saw it, she let out a shriek. "I —I don
't believe it!" she screaned. "Wwo did that?"
Soneone had painted a yell ow and-black smle face
in the corner of her painting. Right in the mddle
of the black rock cliff.

Mom and Dad stepped up to the easel, fretful expre
ssions on their faces. They studied the smle face
, then turned to Jed.

Jed burst out laughing. "Do you like it?" he asked

I nnocent | y.

"Jed —how could you!" Sara exploded. "I'Il kill yo
ut I really will!"

"The painting was too dark," Jed explained with a s
hrug. "I wanted to brighten it up."

"But . . . but . . . but . . ." ny sister sputtere

d. She balled her hands into fists, shook them at

Jed, and uttered a loud cry of rage.

"Jed —what were you doing in Sara's roonP?" Mom dem

anded.

Sara doesn't |ike for anyone to go into her preciou

S roomw thout a witten invitation!

"Young man, you know you're never allowed to touch

your sister's paintings," Dad scol ded.

"I can paint, too," Jed replied. "I'ma good painte
(o

"Then do your own paintings!" Sara snapped. "Don't

sneak in here and ness up ny work!"

"I didn't sneak," Jed insisted. He sneered at Sara.
"I was just trying to help."

"You were not!" Sara screaned, angrily tossing her
bl ack hair over her shoulder. "You ruined ny pain



ting!"

"Your painting reeks!" Jed shot back.

"Enough! " Mom shout ed. She grabbed Jed by both sho
ul ders. "Jed —Il ook at ne! You don't seemto see h
ow serious this is. This is the worst thing you' ve
ever done!"

Jed's smle finally faded.

| took another glance at the ugly smle face he ha
d slopped on to Sara's watercolor. Since he's the
baby in the famly, Jed thinks he can get away wt
h anyt hi ng.

But | knew that this tinme he had gone too far.

After all, Sara is the star of the famly. She's t
he tal ented one. The one with the painting that hu
ng in a nuseum Messing with Sara's precious paint
i ng was bound to get Jed in nmjor trouble.

Sara is so stuck-up about her paintings. Afewtim
es, | even thought about painting sonething funny
on one of them But of course | only thought it. |
woul d never do anything that horrible.

"You don't have to be jeal ous of your sister's wor
k," Dad was telling Jed. "W're all talented in th
is famly."

"Oh, sure," Jed nuttered. He has this weird habit.
Whenever he's in trouble, he doesn't say he's sor
ry. Instead, he gets reaIIy angry. "What's your ta
| ent, Dad?" Jed denmanded, sneering.

Dad's jaw ti ghtened. He narrowed his eyes at Jed.
"We're not discussing ne," he said in a |l ow voice.
"But I'Il tell you. My talent is nmy Chi nese cooki
ng. You see, there are all kinds of talents, Jed."
Dad considers hinself a Master of the Wk. Once or
tw ce a week, he chops a ton of vegetables into |
ittle pieces and fries themup in the electric wok
Mom got him for Christnas.

W pretend it tastes great.

No point in hurting Dad's feelings.

"I's Jed going to be punished or not?" Sara denmanded
in a shrill voice.

She had opened her box of watercol or paints and wa

s rolling a brush in the black. Then she began pai
nting over the smle face with quick, furious stro



kes.

"Yes, Jed is going to be punished,” Momreplied, g
|aring at him Jed |lowered his eyes to the floor.
"First he's going to apol ogize to Sara."

We all waited.

It took Jed a while. But he finally nmanaged to nutt
er, "Sorry, Sara.”

He started to | eave the room but Mom grabbed his
shoul ders again and pull ed himback. "Not so fast,
Jed," she told him "Your punishnent is you can't
go to the novies with Josh and Matt on Sat urday.

And . . . no video ganes for a week."

"Mom —give nme a break!" Jed whined.

"What you did was really bad," Momsaid sternly.
Maybe this punishnent will make you realize how ho
rrible it was."

"But | have to go to the novies!" Jed protested.
"You can't," Momreplied softly. "And no arqgui ng,
or I'll add on to your punishnment. Now go to your
room "

"I don't think it's enough punishnent," Sara said,
dabbi ng away at her painting.

"Keep out of it, Sara," Mm snapped.

"Yeah. Keep out of it," Jed nuttered. He stonped o
ut of the roomand down the long hall to his room
Dad sighed. He swept a hand back over his bald hea
d. "Famly Sharing Night is over," he said sadly.

| stayed in Sara's room and watched her repair the
painting for a while. She kept tsk-tsking and sha

ki ng her head.

"I have to make the rocks nmuch darker, or the pain

t won't cover the stupid smle face," she expl ai ne

d unhappily. "But if | nake the rocks darker, | ha
ve to change the sky. The whol e bal ance is ruined."
"I think it | ooks pretty good," | told her, trying

to cheer her up.

"How coul d Jed do that?" Sara demanded, di pping he
r brush in the water jar. "How could he sneak in h

ere and totally destroy a work of art?"

| was feeling sorry for Sara. But that remark made
me | ose all synpathy. | nean, why couldn't she ju



st call it a watercolor painting? Wy did she have
to call it "a work of art"?

Sonetines she is so stuck-up and so in |love with he

rself, it makes ne sick.

| turned and left the room She didn't even notice.

| went down the hall to ny roomand called ny frie
nd Margo. W talked for a while about stuff. And w
e made plans to get together the next day.

As | talked on the phone, | could hear Jed in his
room next door. He was pacing back and forth, toss
i ng things around, nmaking a | ot of noise.
Sonetines | spell the word "Jed" B-R-A-T.

Margo's dad nmade her get off the phone. He's real
strict. He never lets her talk for nore than ten o
r fifteen m nutes.

| wandered into the kitchen and nmade nyself a bow
of Frosted Flakes. My favorite |ate snack. \Wen |
was a little kid, | used to have a bow of cereal
every night before bed. And | just never got out
of the habit.

| rinsed out the bowl. Then | said good night to M
m and Dad and went to bed.

It was a warmspring night. A soft breeze fluttere
d the curtains over the window. Pale light froma
big hal f-noon filled the window and spilled on to

the floor.

| fell into a deep sleep as soon as ny head hit the
pillow

A short while later, sonething woke ne up. |'m not

sure what.

Still half asleep, | blinked ny eyes open and rais

ed nyself on nmy pillow | struggled to see clearly

The curtains flapped over the w ndow.

| felt as if | were still asleep, dream ng.

But what | saw in the wi ndow snapped ne awake.

The curtains billowed, then |ifted away.

And in the silvery light, | saw a face.

An ugly, grinning face in ny bedroom w ndow. Starin
g through the darkness at ne.
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The curtains flapped agai n.
The face didn't nove.

"Who —?" | choked out, squeezing the sheet up to m
y chin,

The eyes stared in at ne. Cold, unblinking eyes.
Dunmy eyes.

Denni s.

Dennis stared blankly at ne, his white eye catching
t he gl ow of the noonlight.

| et out an angry roar, tossed off the sheet, and

bolted out of bed. To the w ndow.

| pushed away the billow ng curtains and grabbed D

ennis's head off the wi ndow | edge. "Who put you th

ere?" | demanded, hol ding the head between ny hand

s. "Who did it, Dennis?"

| heard soft |aughter behind ne. Fromthe hall way.

| flew across the room the head still in ny hands.
| pull ed open ny bedroom door.

Jed held his hand over his nmouth, nuffling his lau

ghter. "Gotchal!" he whi spered gl eefully.

"Jed —you creep!™ | cried. | let the dumy head d

rop to the floor. Then | grabbed Jed's paj ana pant

s with both hands and jerked themup as high as |

could —nearly to his chin!

He |l et out a gasp of pain and stunbl ed back agai nst
the wall.

"Why did you do that?" | demanded in an angry whis

per. "Wihy did you put the dummy head on ny w ndow

| edge?"

Jed tugged his pajanma pants back into place. "To pa
you back," he nuttered.

"Huh? Me?" | shrieked. "I didn't do anything to you

. What did | do?"

"You didn't stick up for nme," he grunbled, scratch

ing his red curly hair. Hs eyes narrowed at ne. "

You didn't say anything to help ne out. You know.

About Sara's painting."

"Excuse ne?" | cried. "How could |I help you out? Wh

at could I say?"



"You could have said it was no big deal,
ed.

"But it wan a big deal!" | told him "You know how
seriously Sara takes her paintings." | shook ny h
ead. "I'msorry, Jed. But you deserve to be punish
ed. You really do."

He stared at ne across the dimhallway, thinking a
bout what |1'd said. Then an evil smle spread sl ow
|y over his freckled face. "Hope |I didn't scare yo
u too nmuch, Any." He snickered. Then he picked Den
nis's head up off the carpet and tossed it at ne.

| caught it in one hand. "Go to sleep, Jed,"” | tol
d him "And don't ness with Dennis again!"

| stepped back into ny room and cl osed the door. |
t ossed Dennis's head onto a pile of clothes on ny
desk chair. Then | clinbed wearily back into bed.
So nmuch trouble around here tonight, | thought, shu

tting ny eyes, trying to rel ax.

So nuch trouble .

Jed repli

Two days |l ater, Dad brought honme a present for ne.
A new ventril oquist's dunmmy.
That's when the real trouble began.
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Margo cane over the next afternoon. Margo is real
tiny, sort of |like a mni-person. She has a tiny f
ace, and is very pretty, wth bright blue eyes, an
d delicate features.
Her blond hair is very light and very fine. She le
t it growthis year. It's just about down to her t
iny little waist.
She's nearly a foot shorter than ne, even though w
e both turned twelve in February. She's very snart
and very popular. But the boys |like to nake fun o
f her soft, whispery voice.
Today she was wearing a bright blue tank top tucke
dinto white tennis shorts. "I bought the new Beat
| es collection,” she told ne as she stepped into t
he house. She held up a CD box.



Margo | oves the Beatles. She doesn't listen to any
of the new groups. In her room she has an entire
shel f of Beatles CDs and tapes. And she has Beatl

es posters on her walls.

W went to ny roomand put on the CD. Margo settle

d on the bed. |I sprawl ed on the carpet across from
her .

"My dad alnost didn't et me cone over," Margo tol

d ne, pushing her |ong hair behind her shoul der. "

He t hought he might need ne to work at the restaur

ant."

Margo' s dad owns a huge restaurant downtown call ed
The Party House. It's not really a restaurant. It

's a big, old house filled wth enornous roons whe

re people can hold parties.

A lot of kids have birthday parties there. And the

re are bar mtzvahs and confirnmati ons and weddi ng

receptions there, too. Sonetines there are six par
ties going on at once!

One Beatl es song ended. The next song, "Love M Do,

started up.

"I love this song!" Margo excl ai med. She sang al on

gwthit for awhile. | tried singing wwth her, b

ut I'mtotally tone deaf. As ny dad says, | can't

carry a tune in a wheel barrow.

"Well, I'"'mglad you didn't have to work today," | t

ol d Margo.

"Me, too," Margo sighed. "Dad always gives ne the

wor st jobs. You know. Clearing tables. O putting

away di shes. O wapping up garbage bags. Yuck."

She started singing again —and then stopped. She

sat up on the bed. "Any, | alnost forgot. Dad may

have a job for you."

"Excuse ne?" | replied. "Wappi ng up garbage bags?

| don't think so, Margo."

"No. No. Listen," Margo pleaded excitedly in her m

ousel i ke voice. "It's a good job. Dad has a bunch

of birthday parties comng up. For teeny tiny kids

. You know. Two-year-olds. Maybe three- or four-ye

ar-olds. And he thought you could entertain them"

"Huh?" | stared at ny friend. | still didn't unders

tand. "You nean, sing or sonething?"



"No. Wth Dennis," Margo explained. She twi sted a
| ock of hair around in her fingers and bobbed her
head in tinme to the nusic as she tal ked. "Dad saw
you with Dennis at the sixth-grade talent night. H
e was really inpressed.™

"He was? | was terrible that night!" | replied.
"Well, Dad didn't think so. He wonders if you'd Ii
ke to cone to the birthday parties and put on a sh

owwth Dennis. The little kids wll love it. Dad
said he'd even pay you."

"Ww That's cool!" | replied. What an exciting ide
a

Then | renenbered sonet hi ng.

| junped to ny feet, crossed the roomto the chair

, and held up Dennis's head. "One snmall problem™

| groaned.

Margo | et go of her hair and nmade a sick face. "H's
head? Why did you take off his head?"

"I didn"t," | replied. "It fell off. Every tine | u

se Dennis, his head falls off."

"Oh." Margo uttered a di sappointed sigh. "The head

| ooks weird all by itself. | don't think little k
ids would like it if it fell off."
"I don't think so," | agreed.

"I't mght frighten themor sonething," Mrgo said.
"You know. G ve them ni ghtmares. Make them t hi nk

their own head mght fall off."

"Dennis is totally wecked. Dad prom sed ne a new

dummy. But he hasn't been able to find one.™

"Too bad," Margo replied. "You' d have fun performn

g for the kids."

We |istened to nore Beatles nusic. Then Margo had t

0 go hone.

A few mnutes after she left, | heard the front doo
r slam

"Hey, Any! Any —are you honme?" | heard Dad call fr
omthe living room

"Coming!" | called. I nade ny way to the front of

t he house. Dad stood in the entry way, a long cart
on under his arm a smle on his face.

He handed the carton to ne. "Happy Unbirthday!" he
excl ai ned.



"Dad! Is it —?" | cried. | tore open the carton.

Yes!" A new dummy!

| lifted himcarefully out of the carton.

The dummy had wavy brown hair painted on top of hi

s wooden head. | studied his face. It was kind of

strange. Kind of intense. H s eyes were bright blu

e —not faded |ike Dennis's. He had bright red pai

nted lips, curved up into an eerie smle. H s | owe

r lip had a chip on one side so that it didn't qui

te match the other |inp.

As | pulled himfromthe box, the dummy appeared t

o stare into ny eyes. The eyes sparkled. The grin

grew w der.

| felt a sudden chill. Why does this dunmy seemto

be | aughing at ne? | wonder ed.

| held himup, examning himcarefully. He wore a

gray, doubl e-breasted suit over a white shirt coll

ar. The collar was stapled to his neck. He didn't

have a shirt. Instead, his wooden chest had been p

ainted white.

Bi g, black | eather shoes were attached to the ends

of his thin, dangling | egs.

"Dad —he's great!" | exclai ned.

"I found himin a pawnshop," Dad said, picking up

the dummy's hand and pretending to shake hands wt

hit. "How do you do, Sl appy."

"Sl appy? I's that his nanme?"

"That's what the man in the store said," Dad repli

ed. He lifted Slappy's arns, examning his suit. "
| don't know why he sold Slappy so cheaply. He pra

ctically gave the dummy away!"

| turned the dummy around and | ooked for the strin

g in his back that nade the nouth open and cl ose.

"He's excellent, Dad," | said. | kissed ny dad on

t he cheek. "Thanks."

"Do you really like hinP" Dad asked.

Sl appy grinned up at ne. Hi s blue eyes stared into
m ne. He seened to be waiting for an answer, too.

"Yes. He's awesone!" | said. "I like his serious ey

es. They | ook so real.™

"The eyes nove," Dad said. "They're not painted on
| i ke Dennis's. They don't blink, but they nove fr



omside to side."
| reached ny hand inside the dummy's back. "How do

you make his eyes nove?" | asked.

"The man showed ne," Dad said. "It's not hard. Fir
st you grab the string that works the nouth."
"I"ve got that," | told him

"Then you nove your hand up into the dumy's head.
There is a little lever up there. Do you feel it?

Push on it. The eyes will nove in the direction vy
ou push.™
"Ckay. I'Il try," | said.

Slowy | noved ny hand up inside the dumy's back.

Through the neck. And into his head.

| stopped and let out a startled cry as ny hand hit
sonet hi ng soft.

Sonet hi ng soft and warm

Hi s brain!
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"Ohhh." | uttered a sick noban and jerked ny hand ou
t as fast as | coul d.

| could still feel the soft, warm nmush on ny finger
S.

"Any —what's wong?" Dad cri ed.

"His —his brains —!" | choked out, feeling ny sto

mach | urch.

"Huh? What are you tal ki ng about?" Dad grabbed the
dummy fromny hands. He turned it over and reache

d into the back.

| covered ny nouth with both hands and watched him
reach into the head. H s eyes widened in surprise

He struggled with sonething. Then pulled his hand o
ut .

"Yuck!" | groaned. "What's that?"

Dad stared down at the nushy, green and purple and
brown object in his hand. "Looks |i ke soneone | ef

t a sandwich in there!" he excl ai ned.

Dad's whole face twisted in disgust. "It's all nol

dy and rotten. Must have been in there for nonths!



"Yuck!" | repeated, holding ny nose. "It really st
I nks! Why woul d soneone | eave a sandwi ch in a dumm

y's head?"

"Beats ne," Dad replied, shaking his head. "And it
| ooks |i ke there are wornmholes in it!"

"Yuuuuuck!" we both cried in unison.

Dad handed Sl appy back to nme. Then he hurried into
the kitchen to get rid of the rotted, noldy sandw
I ch.

| heard himrun the garbage disposal. Then | heard
wat er runni ng as he washed his hands. A few secon
ds later, Dad returned to the living room drying
his hands on a dish towel.

"Maybe we'd better exam ne Sl appy closely," he sug
gested. "We don't want any nore surprises —do we!

| carried Slappy into the kitchen, and we stretche

d hi mout on the counter. Dad exam ned the dummy's
shoes carefully. They were attached to the legs a

nd didn't cone off.

| put my finger on the dumy's chin and noved the

mout h up and down. Then | checked out his wooden h

ands.

| unbuttoned the gray suit jacket and studied the

dummy's painted shirt. Patches of the white paint

had chi pped and cracked. But it was okay.

"Everything | ooks fine, Dad," | reported.

He nodded. Then he snelled his fingers. | guess he
hadn't washed away all of the stink fromthe rott

ed sandw ch.

"We'd better spray the inside of his head with dis

I nfectant or perfune or sonething," Dad said.

Then, as | was buttoning up the jacket, sonmething c

aught ny eye.

Sonet hing yellow. A slip of paper poking up fromth

e j acket pocket.

It's probably a sales receipt, | thought.
But when | pulled out the small square of yellow p
aper, | found strange witing on it. Wird words i

n a | anguage |'d never seen before.
| squinted hard at the paper and slowy read the wo



rds out | oud:

"Karru marri odonna | oma nol onu karrano."
| wonder what that neans? | thought.

And then | gl anced down at Sl appy's face.
And saw his red lips twitch,

And saw one eye slowy close in a w nk.
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"D-d-dad!" | stuttered. "He —noved!"

"Huh?" Dad had gone back to the sink to wash his h
ands for a third time. "What's wong with the dumm

y?"

"He noved!" | cried. "He w nked at ne!"

Dad cane over to the counter, w ping his hands. "I
told you, Any —he can't blink. The eyes only nov
e fromside to side."

"No!" | insisted. "He winked. Hs |ips twitched, an
d he w nked."

Dad frowned and picked up the dummy head in both h
ands. He raised it to examne it. "Wll . . . mayb

e the eyelids are |oose," he said. "I'l|l see if |
can tighten themup. Maybe if | take a screwdriver
| can —"
Dad didn't finish his sentence.
Because the dummy swung his wooden hand up and hit
Dad on the side of the head.
"OM" Dad cried, dropping the dummy back onto the
counter. Dad grabbed his cheek. "Hey —stop it, Am
y! That hurt!"
"Me?" | shrieked. "I didn't do it!"
Dad gl ared at nme, rubbing his cheek. It had turned
bright red.
"The dummy did it!" | insisted. "I didn't touch him
, Dad! | didn't nove his hand!"
"Not funny," Dad nmuttered. "You know | don't like p
racti cal jokes.™
| opened ny nouth to answer, but no words cane out.
| decided |I'd better just shut up.
O course Dad wouldn't believe that the dummy had s
| apped him



| didn't believe it nyself.

Dad nust have pulled too hard when he was exam nin
g the head. Dad jerked the hand up w thout reali zi
ng it.

That's how | explained it to nyself.

What ot her explanation could there be?

| apol ogi zed to Dad. Then we washed Sl appy's face
with a danp sponge. W cl eaned hi mup and sprayed
di sinfectant inside his head.

He was starting to | ook pretty good.

| thanked Dad again and hurried to ny room | set
Sl appy down on the chair beside Dennis. Then | pho
ned Mar go.

"I got a new dummy,"” | told her excitedly. "I can
performfor the kids' birthday parties. At The Par
ty House."

"That's great, Any!" Margo excl ained. "Now all you
need is an act."

She was right.

| needed jokes. A lot of jokes. If | was going to
performw th Slappy in front of dozens of kids, |
needed a | ong conedy act.

The next day after school, | hurried to the librar
. | took out every joke book |I could find. | carr
i ed them hone and studied them | wote down all t
he jokes | thought | could use with Sl appy.

After dinner, | should have been doi ng ny homework

| nstead, | practiced with Slappy. | sat in front

of the mrror and watched nyself with him

| tried hard to speak clearly but not nove ny |ips
. And | tried hard to nove Sl appy's nmouth so that
it really looked as if he were tal king.

Wor ki ng his nouth and noving his eyes at the sane

time was pretty hard. But after a while, it becane
easi er.

| tried sone knock-knock jokes wth Slappy. | thoug
ht little kids mght |ike those.
"Knock knock," | nade Sl appy say.
"Who's there?" | asked him staring into his eyes a

sif I werereally talking to him
"Jane," Sl appy said.



"Jane who?"

"Jane jer clothes. You stink!"

| practiced each joke over and over, watching nyse
|f in the mrror. | wanted to be a really good ven
triloquist. | wanted to be excellent. | wanted to
be as good wth Slappy as Sara is with her paints.
| practiced sone nore knock-knock jokes and sone j
okes about animals. Jokes | thought little kids wo
uld find funny.

"Il try themout on Famly Sharing N ght, | decid
ed. It wll nmake Dad happy to see how hard |I' m wor
king with Sl appy. At least | know Sl appy's head wo
n't fall off.

| gl anced across the roomat Dennis. He | ooked so
sad and forlorn, crunpled in the chair, his head t
ilted nearly sideways on his shoul ders.

Then | propped Sl appy up and turned back to the mr
ror.

"Knock knock."

"Who' s t here?"

“Wayne. "

"Wayne who?"

"Wayne wayne, go away! Cone agai n anot her day!"

On Thursday night, | was actually eager to finish
dlnner so that Sharlng Ni ght could begin. | couldn
't wait to showny famly ny new act with Sl appy.
We had spaghetti for dinner. | |ike spaghetti, but

Jed always ruins it.

He's so gross. He sat across the table fromne, an

d he kept opening his nouth wi de, showi ng ne a nou

th full of chewed-up spaghetti.

Then he'd | augh because he cracks hinself up. And

spaghetti sauce would run down his chin.

By the tinme di nner was over, Jed had spaghetti sau

ce sneared all over his face and all over the tabl

ecl oth around his plate.

No one seened to notice. Mom and Dad were too busy
|istening to Sara brag about her grades. For a ch

ange.

Report cards were being handed out tonmorrow. Sara w

as sure she was getting all A's.



| was sure, too. Sure | wasn't getting all A's!

|'"d be lucky to get a Cin math. | really nessed u
p the last two tests. And | probably wasn't goi ng
to do real well in science, either. My weat her bal
| oon project fell apart, so | hadn't handed it in
yet .

| finished ny spaghetti and nopped up sone of the

| eftover sauce on ny plate wwth a chunk of bread.

When | gl anced up, Jed had stuck two carrot sticks
in his nose. "Any, check this out. I'ma walrus!"
he cried, grinning. He let out a few urk urks and
cl apped his hands together |ike a walrus.

"Jed —stop that!" Momcried sharply. She nmade a d

| sgusted face. "Get those out of your nose."

"Make himeat them MM" | cried.

Jed stuck his tongue out at ne. It was orange from

t he spaghetti sauce.

"Look at you. You're a ness!" Mom shouted at Jed.

"Go get cleaned up. Now Hurry! Wash all that sauc

e off your face.™

Jed groaned. But he clinbed to his feet and headed

to the bat hroom

"Did he eat anything? O did he just rub it all ov

er hinsel f?" Dad asked, rolling his eyes. Dad had

sone sauce on his chin, too, but |I didn't say anyt

hi ng.

"You interrupted ne," Sara said inpatiently. "I wa

s telling you about the State Art Contest. Renenbe

r? 1 sent ny flower painting in for that?"

"Oh, yes," Momreplied. "Have you heard fromthe ju

dges?"

| didn't listen to Sara's reply. My m nd wander ed.
| started thinking again about how bad ny report

card was going to be. | had to force nyself to sto
p thinking about it.
"Uh . . . I'll clear the dishes,” | announced.

| started to stand up.

But | stopped with a startled cry when | saw the sh
ort figure creep into the living room

A dumy!

My dummy.

He was crawli ng across the room
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| et out another cry. | pointed to the living roo
mwith a trenbling finger. "Mnom Dad!" | stanmer
ed.

Sara was still tal king about the art conpetition.

But she turned to see what everyone was gapi ng at.

The dummy's head popped out from behind the arnthai
r.

"I't's Dennis!"™ | cried.

| heard nuffled |aughter. Jed's nuffled | aughter.

The dummy reached up both hands and pulled off his
own head. And Jed's head popped up through the gr
een turtleneck. He still had spaghetti sauce snear
ed on his cheeks. He was | aughing hard.

Everyone el se started to | augh, too. Everyone but m
e.

Jed had really frightened ne.

He had pulled the neck of his sweater way up over
his head. Then he had tucked Dennis's wooden head

i nside the turtl eneck.

Jed was so short and thin. It really looked as if D
ennis were creeping into the room

"Stop laughing!™ | shouted at ny famly. "It isn't

funny!"

"I think it's very funny!™ Momcried. "Wat a crazy
thing to think of!"

"Very clever," Dad added.

"I't's not clever," | insisted. | glared furiously

at ny brother. "I always knew you were a dummy!" |
screaned at him

"Any, you really were scared," Sara accused. "You n

early dropped your teeth!"”

"Not true!" | sputtered. "I knew it was Dennis —I
mean —Jed!"

Now everyone started | aughing at we! | could feel
ny face getting hot, and I knew | was bl ushing.

That nmade them all | augh even harder.

Nice fam ly, huh?

| clinbed to ny feet, wal ked around the table, and



t ook Dennis's head away from Jed. "Don't go in ny
room" | told himthrough clenched teeth. "And do
Nt mess with ny stuff.” | stonped away to put the
dummy head back in ny room

"I't was just a joke, Any," | heard Sara call after
ne.

"Yeah. It was just a joke," Jed repeated nastily.
"Ha-ha!" | shouted back at them "Wat a riot!"

My anger had faded away by the tine we started Fam

ily Sharing Night. W settled in the [iving room

t aki ng our usual pl aces.

Mom vol unteered to go first. She told a funny stor

y about sonething that had happened at work.

Mom works in a fancy wonen's clothing store downto

wn. She told us about a really big woman who cane
into the store and insisted on trying on only tiny
Si zes.

The woman ri pped every piece of clothing she tried
on —and then bought themall! "They're not for m

e," the woman explained. "They're for ny sister!"”

We all |aughed. But | was surprised Momtold that

story. Because Momis pretty chubby. And she's ver

y sensitive about it.

About as sensitive as Dad is about being bal d.

Dad was the next to share. He brought out his guit

ar, and we all groaned. Dad thinks he's a great si
nger. But he's nearly as tone deaf as | am

He | oves singing all these old folk songs fromthe
sixties. There's supposed to be sone kind of ness

age in them But Sara, Jed, and | have no idea wha

t he's singing about.

Dad strummed away and sang sonet hi ng about not wor
king on Maggie's farmanynore. At least, | think t
hat's what he was sayi ng.

We all clapped and cheered. But Dad knew we didn't
really nean it.

It was Jed's turn next. But he insisted that he ha
d already shared. "Dressing up |ike Dennis —that

was it," he said.

No one wanted to argue with him "Your turn, Any,"
Mom sai d, | eaning against Dad on the couch. Dad f



i ddled with his glasses, then settl ed back.

| picked up Slappy and arranged himon ny lap. | w

as feeling a little nervous. | wanted to do a good
job and inpress themw th ny new conedy act.

|"d been practicing all week, and | knew the jokes
by heart. But as | slipped ny hand into Sl appy's
back and found the string, ny stomach felt all flu

ttery.

| cleared ny throat and began.

"This is Sl appy, everyone," | said. "Slappy, say hi
tony famly."

"H to ny famly!" | nade Sl appy say. | made his ey

es slide back and forth.

They all chuckl ed.

"This dummy is nuch better!" Mm coment ed.

"But it's the sane old ventriloquist," Sara said cr
uel ly.

| glared at her.

"Just joking! Just joking!" ny sister insisted.

"I think that dummy reeks,"” Jed chined in.

"@ve Any a break," Dad said sharply. "Go ahead, Am

y.
| cleared ny throat again. It suddenly felt very d
ry. "Slappy and | are going to tell sone knock-kno

ck jokes," | announced. | turned to face Slappy an
d made himturn his head to ne. "Knock knock," | s
ai d.

"Knock it off!" cane the harsh reply.

Sl appy spun around to face ny Mom "Hey —don't br
eak the sofa, fatso!" he rasped. "Wy don't you sk
ip the French fries and have a salad once in a whi
| e?"

"Huh?" Mbom gasped i n shock. —

"Any, that's not funny!" Dad cried angrily.
"What's your problem baldy?" Slappy shouted. "Is
t hat your head —or are you hatching an ostrich eg
g on your neck?"

"That's enough, Any!" Dad cried, junping to his fee
t. "Stop it —right now"

"But —but —Dad —!" | sputtered.

"Why don't you put an extra hole in your head and
use it for a bowing ball?" Sl appy screaned at Dad



"Your jokes are horrible!"™ Mom exclained. "They're
hurtful and insulting."”

"I't's not funny, Any!" Dad funed. "It's not funny t
o hurt people's feelings."

"But, Dad —" | replied. "I didn't say any of that
I It wasn't ne! It was Slappy! Really! | wasn't sa
ying it! | wasn't!"

Sl appy raised his head. His red-1ipped grin appear
ed to spread. His blue eyes sparkled. "Did | nenti
on you are all ugly?" he asked.
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Everyone started shouting at once.

| stood up and dropped Sl appy facedown on the arnth
air.

My legs were trenbling. My entire body was shaki ng.

What's going on here? | asked nyself. | didn't say
those things. | really didn't.

But Sl appy can't be talking on his own —can he?
O course not, | realized.

But what did that nean? Did that nean | was saying
t hose horrible, insulting things to ny parents w

t hout even knowing it?

Mom and Dad stood side by side, staring at ne angri
|y, demanding to know why | insulted them

"Did you really think that was funny?" Mm asked.
"Didn't you think it would hurt ny feelings to cal
| me fatso?"

Meanwhi |l e, Jed was sprawl ed on his back in the md
dle of the floor, giggling like a noron. He though

t the whole thing was a riot.

Sara sat cross-1legged against the wall, shaking he
r head, her black hair falling over her face. "You
‘re in major trouble," she nuttered. "Wat's your
probl em Any?"

| turned to Momand Dad. My hands were balled into

tight fists. | couldn't stop shaking.

"You've got to believe ne!" | shrieked. "I didn't s



ay those things! | really didn't!"

"Yeah. Right. Slappy is a baaad dude!" Jed chined i
n, grinning.

"Everybody, just be quiet!" Dad screaned. H s face
turned bright red.

Mom squeezed his arm She didn't like it when he g

ot too angry or excited. | guess she worried he m
ght totally explode or sonething.

Dad crossed his arns in front of his chest. | saw

that he had a sweat stain on the chest of his polo
shirt. H's face was still red.

The room suddenly fell silent.

"Any, we're not going to believe you," Dad said sof

tly.

"But —but —but —"

He raised a hand to silence ne.

"You're a wonderful storyteller, Amry," Dad continu

ed. "You nmake up wonderful fantasies and fairy tal

es. But we're not going to believe this one. I'ms

orry. W're not going to believe that your dummy s
poke up on his own."

"But he did!'" | screaned. | felt like bursting out
in sobs. | bit ny lip hard, trying to force them
back.

Dad shook his head. "No, Slappy didn't insult us.

You said those things, Any. You did. And now I wan

t you to apologize to your nother and ne. Then | w

ant you to take your dummy and go to your room"

There was no way they'd ever believe ne. No way. |

wasn't sure | believed it nyself.

"Sorry," | nmuttered, still holding back the tears.
"Really. I'"'msorry."

Wth an unhappy sigh, | lifted Sl appy off the chai
r. I carried himaround the waist so that his arns
and | egs dangled toward the floor. "Good night,"
| said. | walked slowly toward ny room
"What about ny turn?" | heard Sara ask.

"Sharing Night is over," Dad replied grunpily. "Yo
utw —get |ost. Leave your nom and ne al one."
Dad sounded really upset.

| didn't blanme him

| stepped into ny roomand cl osed the door behind



me. Then | lifted Slappy up, holding himunder the
shoul ders. | raised his face to m ne.

Hi s eyes seened to stare into ny face.

Such col d blue eyes, | thought.

His bright red lips curled up into that smrking g
rin. The smle suddenly seened evil. Mocking.

As if Sl appy were |aughing at ne.

But of course that was inpossible. My wild inaginat
ion was playing tricks on ne, | decided.
Frightening tricks.

Sl appy was just a dummy, after all. Just a hunk of
pai nt ed wood.

| stared hard into those cold blue eyes. "Slappy,

| ook at all the trouble you caused ne tonight," |

told him

Thur sday ni ght had been awful. Totally awful .

But Friday turned out to be nuch worse.
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First | dropped ny tray in the lunchroom The tray
s were all wet, and mne just slipped out of ny ha
nd.

The plates clattered on the floor, and ny lunch sp
illed all over ny new white sneakers. Everyone in

t he | unchroom cl apped and cheer ed.

Was | enbarrassed? Take three guesses.

Later that afternoon, report cards were handed out.

Sara canme hone grinning and singing. Nothing nakes
her nore happy than being perfect. And her report
card was perfect. Al A s.

She insisted on showng it to ne three tines. She

showed it to Jed three tines, too. And we both had
to tell her how wonderful she was each tine.

|"'m being unfair to Sar a.

She was happy and excited. And she had a right to

be. Her report card was perfect —and her flower

ainting won the blue ribbon in the State Art Conte
st.

So | shouldn't blane her for dancing around the ho



use and singing at the top of her |ungs.

She wasn't trying to rub it in. She wasn't trying

to make nme feel like a lowy slug because ny repor

t card had two Cs. One in math and one in science.
It wasn't Sara's fault that | had received ny worst
report card ever.

So | tried to hold back ny jeal ous feelings and no

t strangle her the tenth tinme she told ne about th

e art prize. But it wasn't easy.

The worst part of ny report card wasn't the two C

S. It was the little note Mss Carson wote at the
bottom

It said: Anmy isn't working to the best of her abil
ity. If she worked harder, she could do nuch bette
r than this.

| don't think teachers should be allowed to wite

notes on report cards. | think getting grades is b
ad enough.

| tried to nmake up sone kind of story to explaint
he two Cs to ny parents. | planned to tell themt

hat everyone in the class got Cs in nmath and scie
nce. "M ss Carson didn't have tine to grade our pa
pers. So she gave us all Cs —just to be fair."

It was a good story. But not a great story.

No way Mom and Dad woul d buy that one.

| paced back and forth in nmy room trying to think
of a better story. After a while, | noticed Sl app

y staring at ne.

He sat in the chair beside Dennis, grinning and sta
ring.

Sl appy's eyes weren't followng ne as | paced —wer
e they?

| felt a chill run down ny back.

It really seened as if the eyes were watching ne, m
oving as | noved.

| darted to the chair and turned Slappy so that hi
s back was to ne. | didn't have tine to think abou

t a stupid dumy. My parents would be hone from wo
rk any mnute. And | needed a good story to expl ai
n ny awful report card.

Did | conme up with one? No.

Were ny parents upset? Yes.



Mom said she would help nme get better organized. D

ad said he would hel p nme understand ny math proble

ns. The last tinme Dad helped ne wth ny math, | ne

arly flunked!

Even Jed —the total goof-off —got a better repor

t card than ne. They don't give grades in the |owe

r school. The teacher just wites a report about vy

ou.

And Jed's report said that he was a great kid and

a really good student. That teacher nust be sick!

| stared at Jed across the dinner table. He opened
his nouth wide to show ne a nouth full of chewed-
up peas.

Si ck!

"You reek," he said to ne. For no reason at all.

Sonetines | wonder why famlies were invented.

Saturday norning, | called Margo. "I can't conme ov
er," | told her with a sigh. "My parents won't | et
me. "

"Ny'report card wasn't too good, either,"” Margo re
plied. "Mss Carson wote a note at the bottom Sh
e said | talk too nmuch in class.”

"Mss Carson talks too nmuch,"” | said bitterly.
As | chatted with Margo, | stared at nyself in the
dresser mrror. | |ook too nuch like Sara, | thou

ght. Wiy do | have to | ook |ike her twin? Maybe |
|l cut ny hair really short. O get a tattoo.

| wasn't thinking too clearly.

| was too angry that ny parents weren't allow ng ne
to go over to Margo's house.

"This is bad news," Margo said. "I wanted to talk
to you about performing wth Slappy at ny dad' s pl
ace. "

"I know," | replied sadly. "But they're not lettin
g ne go anywhere until ny science project is finis
hed. "

"You still haven't turned that in?" Margo denanded.
"I kind of forgot about it," |I confessed. "I didt
he project part —for the second tine. | just have

to wite the report.”



"Well, | told you, Daddy has a birthday party for
a dozen three-year-olds next Saturday," Margo said
"And he wants you and Sl appy to entertain them"

"As soon as | finish the science report, |'m going
to start rehearsing," | promsed. "Tell your dad
not to worry, Margo. Tell himI'll be great."

We chatted for a few nore m nutes. Then ny nom sho
uted for ne to get off the phone. | talked for a |

ittle while [ onger —until Mm shouted a second ti
nme. Then | said good-bye to Margo and hung up.

| slaved over ny conputer all norning and nost of
the afternoon. And | finished the science report.
It wasn't easy. Jed kept coming into ny room begg
ing me to play a Nintendo gane with him "Just one
" And | had to keep tossing himout.

When | finally finished witing the paper, | print
ed it out and read it one nore tinme. | thought it
was pretty good.

What it needs is a really great-I|ooking cover, | de
ci ded.

| wanted to get a bunch of colored markers and do
a really bright cover. But ny markers were all dri
ed up.

| tossed theminto the trash and nade ny way to Sa
ra's room | knew that she had an entire drawer fi
|led with col ored markers.

Sara was at the mall with a bunch of her friends.
M ss Perfect could go out and spend Saturday doi ng
what ever she want ed. Because she was perfect.

| knew she wouldn't mind if | borrowed a few marker
S.

Jed stopped ne outside her door. "One gane of Battl
e Chess!" he pl eaded. "Just one gane!"

"No way," | told him | placed ny hand on top of h
Is head. His red, curly hair felt so soft. | pushe
d himout of ny way. "You always nurder ne at Batt
| e Chess. And |'"'mnot finished with ny work yet."
"Why are you going in Sara's roon®?" he demanded.
"None of your business,” |I told him

"You reek," he said. "You double reek, Any."

| ignored himand nade ny way into Sara's roomto b
orrow t he markers.



| spent nearly an hour making the cover. | filled
it wth nolecules and atons, all in different colo
rs. Mss Carson will be inpressed, | decided.

Sara returned hone just as | finished. She was car
rying a big shopping bag filled wth clothes she'd
bought at Banana Republi c.

She started to her roomw th the bag. "Mom —cone s
ee what | bought," she call ed.

Mom appeared, carrying a stack of freshly | aundered
t owel s.

"Can | see, too?" | called. | followed themto Sara
'S room

But Sara stopped at her door.

The bag fell from her hand.

And she let out a scream

Mom and | crowded behind her. W peered into the be
dr oom

What a ness!

Sonmeone had overturned about a dozen jars of paint

Reds, yellows, blues. The paint had spread over

Sara's white carpet, like a big, colorful nud pudd
| e.

| gasped and blinked several tines. It was unreal!

"I don't believe it!" Sara kept shrieking. "I don't
believe it!"

"The carpet is ruined!'"™ Mom exclainmed, taking one s

tep into the room

The enptied paint jars were on their sides, strewn

around the room

"Jed!" Mom shouted angrily. "Jed —get in here! Now
|

We turned to see Jed right behind us in the hall.

"You don't have to shout," he said softly.

Mom narrowed her eyes angrily at ny brother. "Jed

—how coul d you?" she demanded t hrough clenched te

et h.

"Excuse ne?" He gazed up at her innocently.

"Jed —don't |lie!" Sara screaned. "Did you do this?
Did you go in ny room agai n?"

"No way!" Jed protested, shaking his head. "I didn

't go in your roomtoday, Sara. Not once. But | sa

w Any go in. And she wouldn't tell ne why."
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Sara and Mom both turned accusi ng eyes on ne.

"How coul d you?" Sara screaned, wal king around the
bi g paint puddle. "How could you?"

"Whoa! Wait! | didn't! | didn't!" | cried frantical
ly.

"I asked Any why she was going in here," Jed chine

din. "And she said it was none of ny business."
"Any!" Momcried. "lI'mhorrified. I"'mtruly horrifi

ed. This —this is sick!"

"Yes, it's sick," Sara repeated, shaking her head.
"All of nmy poster paint. Al of it. What a ness.

| know why you did it. It's because you're jeal ous
of ny perfect report card.”

"But | didn't doit!"™ I wailed. "I didn't! | didn't
| didn't!"

" —no one el se coul d have,

d didn't do it, then —"

Momreplied. "If Je

"But | only canme in here to borrow markers!" | cri
ed in atrenbling voice. "That's all. | needed mar
kers."

" —" Mom started, pointing to the huge paint pu
ddl e.

"I'"'ll show you!" | cried. "I'll show you what | bor
rowed. "

| ran to ny room M hands were shaking as | scoop

ed Sara's markers off ny desk. My heart pounded.

How coul d they accuse ne of sonmething so terrible?

| asked nysel f.

| s that what everyone thinks of ne? That |'m such a
nonst er ?

That |'mso jealous of ny sister, |'d pour out all

her paints and ruin her rug?

Do they really think |'mcrazy?

| ran back to Sara's room carrying the markers in
both hands. Jed sat on Sara's bed, staring down a

t the thick red, blue, and yell ow puddl e.

Mom and Sara stood over it, gazing down and shakin

g their heads. Mom kept maki ng cl ucking noises wt



h her tongue. She kept pressing her hands agai nst
her cheeks.

"Here! See?" | cried. | shoved the markers toward

them "That's why | canme in here. I'mnot |ying!"

Sone of the markers fell out of ny hands. | bent to
pi ck them up.

"Any, there were only three of us honme this aftern
oon," Mom said. She was trying to keep her voice |
ow and calm But she spoke through gritted teeth.
"You, ne, and Jed."

"I know —" | started.

Momraised a hand to silence ne. "I certainly didn
't do this horrible thing," Momcontinued. "And Je
d says that he didn't doit. So . . ." Her voicet
railed off.

"Mom —I'mnot a sicko!" | shrieked. "I'mnot!"
"You'l | feel better if you confess," Momsaid. "The
n we can tal k about this calmy, and —"

"But | didn't do it!" | raged.

Wth a cry of anger, | flung the markers to the fl

oor. Then | spun around, bolted from Sara's room
and ran down the long hall to ny room

| slammed the door and threw nyself facedown onto
ny bed. | started sobbing loudly. I don't know how
long | cried.

Finally, | stood up. My face was soppi ng wet, and
nmy nose was running. | started to the dresser to g
et a tissue.

But sonet hi ng caught ny eye.

Hadn't | turned Sl appy around so that his back was

turned to ne?

Now he was sitting facing ne, staring up at ne, his
red-1ipped grin w der than ever.

Did | turn himback around? Did I?

| didn't renmenber.

And what did | see on Sl appy's shoes?

| wiped the tears fromny eyes wwth the backs of m

y hands. Then | took a few steps toward the dummy,
squinting hard at his big | eat her shoes.

What was that on his shoes?

Red and blue and yellow . . . paint?

Yes.



Wth a startled gasp, | grabbed both shoes by the h
eels and raised themclose to ny face.
Yes.
Exlps of paint on Slappy's shoes.
Slappy —what is g0|ng on here?" | asked out | oud.
"What is going on?"
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When Dad cane hone and saw Sara's room he nearly e

xpl oded.

| was actually worried about him Hi s face turned

as red as a tomato. H s chest started heaving in a

nd out. And horrible gurgling noises canme up from

his throat.

The whole famly gathered in the living room W t

ook our Sharing N ght places. Only, this wasn't Fa

mly Sharing Night. This was Wiat Are W Going To

Do About Any N ght.

"Any, first you have to tell us the truth,"” Mm sa
id. She sat stiffly on the couch, squeezing her ha
nds together in her |ap.

Dad sat on the other end of the couch, tapping one
hand nervously agai nst the couch arm chew ng his
| ower lip. Jed and Sara sat on the floor against

the wall.

"I amtelling the truth," | insisted shrilly. | sl

unped in the arnchair across fromthem M hair fe

|1 over ny forehead, but | didn't bother to brush

it back. My white T-shirt had tear stains on the f

ront, still danp. "If you would only listen to ne,
| pl eaded. "

"Okay, we're listening," Momreplied.

"When | went into ny room" | started, "there were

spl ashes of paint on Sl appy's shoes. And —"
"Enough!" Dad cried, junping to his feet.

"But, Dad —" | protested.

"Enough!" he insisted. He pointed a finger at ne.
"No nore wild stories, young lady. Storytine is ov
er. W don't want to hear about paint stains on S
appy. W want an explanation for the crine that wa



s commtted in Sara's roomtoday. "

"But | am giving an explanation!" | wailed. "Wy d

i d Sl appy have paint on his shoes? Why?"

Dad dropped back onto the couch with a sigh. He wh

| spered sonmething to Mom She whi spered back.

| thought | heard them nention the word "doctor."

"Are you —are you going to take ne to a psychiatri

st?" | asked timdly.

"Do you think you need one?" Momreplied, staring h

ard at ne.

| shook ny head. "No."

"Your father and I will talk about this," Momsaid
"W will figure out the best thing to do."

The best thing to do?

They grounded nme for two weeks. No novies. No frie
nds over. No trips to the mall. No trips anywhere.

| heard themtal ki ng about finding ne a counsel or.
But they didn't say anything about it to ne.

Al week, | could feel them watching ne. Studying
me as if | were sone kind of alien creature.

Sara was pretty cold to ne. Her roomhad to be enp

tied out and a new rug installed. She wasn't happy
about it.

Even Jed treated ne differently. He kind of tiptoe

d around ne and kept his distance, as if | had a b

ad cold or sonething. He didn't tease ne, or tell
me that | reek, or call nme nanes.

| really mssed it. No kidding.

How did | feel? | felt m serable.

| wanted to get sick. | wanted to catch a really b

ad stomach flu or sonmething so they'd all feel sor
ry for me and stop treating ne like a crimnal.

One good thing: They said | could performwth Slap
py at The Party House on Sat urday.

Whenever | picked Slappy up, | felt alit

| renmenbered the paint on his shoes and

in nmy sister's room

But | couldn't cone up wth one single explanation.
So | practiced with Sl appy every night.

| had put a | ot of good jokes together. Silly joke

s | thought little three-year-olds would find funn

e weird

t |
t he ness



y.
And | studied nyself in the mrror. | was getting

better at not noving ny lips. And it was getting e
asier to nake Sl appy's nouth and eyes nove correct

ly.

"Knock knock," | nade Sl appy say.
"Who's there?" | asked.

"Eddi e. "

"Eddi e who?" | asked.

"Eddi e- body got a tissue? | hab a teddible cold!"

And then | pulled back Slappy's head, opened his m

outh really wde, and jerked his whole body as I m

ade hi m sneeze and sneeze and sneeze.

| thought that would really crack up the three-year

- ol ds.

Every night, | worked and worked on our conedy act.
| worked so hard.

| didn't know that the act would never go on.

On Sat urday afternoon, Mom dropped ne off at The P

arty House. "Have a good show " she called as she

drove away.

| carried Slappy carefully in nmy arns. Margo net m
e at the door. She greeted ne with an excited sm |
e.

"Just in tine!" she cried. "The kids are al nost all
here. They're total aninmals!"

"Oh, great!" | nmuttered, rolling ny eyes.

"They're total animals, but they're so cute!" Margo
added.

She led ne through the twisting hallway to the par
ty roomin back. Clusters of red and yell ow ball oo
ns covered the ceiling. | saw a brightly decorated
table, all yellow and red. A balloon on a string
floated up fromeach chair around the table. Each
bal | oon had the nane of a guest on it.

The kids really were cute. They were dressed nostl

y in jeans and bright T-shirts. Two of the girls w
ore frilly party dresses.

| counted ten of them all running wldly, chasing
each other in the huge room

Their nothers were grouped around a | ong table aga



i nst the back wall. Sone of themwere sitting down

. Sonme were standi ng, huddl ed together, chatting.

Some were calling to their kids to stop being so w

i 1d.

"I'''m hel pi ng out, pouring the punch and stuff," M

rgo told ne. "Dad wants you to do your act first t

hi ng. You know. To qui et the kids down."

| swal |l owed hard. "First thing, huh?"

| had been excited. | could barely choke down ny t

una fish sandw ch at |unch. But now | began to fee

| nervous. | had major fluttering in ny stonach.

Margo led ne to the front of the room | saw a | ow
wooden platformthere, painted bright blue. That

was t he stage.

Seeing the stage nade ny heart start to pound. My m

outh suddenly felt very dry.

Could | really step up on that stage and do ny act
in front of all these people? Kids and not hers?

| had forgotten that the nothers would all be ther

e. Seeing adults in the audi ence nade ne even nore
nervous.

"Here is the birthday girl," a woman's voi ce sai d.

| turned to see a smling nother. She held the han

d of a beautiful little girl. The girl gazed up at
me with sparkling blue eyes. She had straight bla

ck hair, alot like mne, only silkier and finer.

She had a bright yellow ribbon in her hair. It mat

ched her short yellow party dress and yel |l ow sneak

ers.

"This is Alicia," the nother announced.

"H. I'mAny," | replied.

"Alicia would |ike to neet your dummy,'

ai d.

"I's he real ?" Alicia asked.

| didn't know how to answer that question. "He's a

t he wonan s

real dummy," | told Alicia.
| propped Slappy up in ny arns and slipped ny hand
into his back. "This is Slappy,” | told the littl

e girl. "Slappy, thisis Aicia."

"How do you do?" | made Sl appy say.

Alicia and her nother both | aughed. Alicia stared
up at the dummy with her sparkling blue eyes.



"How ol d are you?" | nmde Sl appy say.

Alicia held up three fingers. "I'mfffree," she tol

d him

"Woul d you li ke to shake hands with Sl appy?" | aske

d.

Al'i ci a nodded.

| lowered the dummy a little. | pushed forward Sl a

ppy's right hand. "Go ahead," | urged Alicia. "Tak

e his hand."

Alicia reached up and grabbed Sl appy's hand. She gi
I

gal ed.
"Happy Birthday," Slappy said.

Alicia shook his hand gently. Then she started to b
ack away.
"W can't wait to see your show," Alicia s nother

said to ne. "I know the kids are going to love it.
"I hope so!" | replied. My stonmach fluttered again.
| was still really nervous.

"Let go!" Alicia cried. She tugged at Sl appy's hand
. She giggled. "He won't let go!"

Alicia's nom | aughed. "Wat a funny dummy!" She gr

abbed Alicia' s other hand. "Let go of the dummy, h

oney. W have to get everyone in their seats for t
he show. "

Alicia tugged a little harder. "But he won't |et

o of me, Momy!" she cried. "He wants to shake han

ds!™

Alicia gave a hard tug. But her tiny hand was stil
| wrapped up inside Slappy's. She giggled. "He lik

es ne. He won't let go."

"Oh, look," her nother said, glancing to the door.
"Phoebe and Jennifer just arrived. Let's go say h
"

Alicia tried to follow her nom but Slappy held ti

ght to her hand. Alicia's smle faded. "Let go!" s
he i nsi sted.

| saw that several kids had gathered around. They w

atched Alicia tug at Sl appy's hand.

"Let go! Let ne go!" Alicia cried angrily.

| | eaned over to exam ne Sl appy's hand. To ny surp
rise, it appeared that his hand had cl enched ti ght



| y around hers.
Alicia gave a hard tug. "OM He's hurting ne, Mmy
'II

More kids cane over to watch. Sone of themwere |l a
ughing. Two little dark-haired boys exchanged frig
ht ened gl ances.

"Pl ease —nake himlet go!" Alicia wailed. She tugg

ed again and agai n.

| froze in panic. My mnd whirred. | tried to think
of what to do.

Had Alicia gotten her hand caught sonehow?

Sl appy' s hand couldn't really close around hers —c
ould it?

Alicia's nother was staring at ne angrily. "Please
let Alicia's hand out," she said inpatiently.
"He's hurting ne!" Alicia cried. "OM He's squeezin
g ny hand!"

The room grew very quiet. The other kids were all

wat chi ng now. Their eyes w de. Their expressions c
onf used.

| didn't know what to do. | had no control for Slap
py' s hands.

My heart pounded in my chest. | tried to nake a jo
ke of it. "Slappy really likes you!" | told Alicia

But the little girl was sobbing now Little tears
roll ed down her cheeks. "Mmy —nake him stop!"”

| pulled ny hand out from Sl appy's back. | grabbed
hi s wooden hand between ny hands. "Let go of her,
Sl appy!" | denanded.

| tried pulling the fingers open.

But | couldn't budge them

"What is wong?" Alicia s nother was scream ng. "I

s her hand caught? What are you doing to her?"
"He's hurting ne!" Alicia wailed. "Owwmww He's sque
ezing ne!"

Several kids were crying now. Mthers rushed across
the roomto confort them

Alicia's sobs rose up over the frightened cries of
the other three-year-olds. The harder she tugged,
the tighter the wooden hand squeezed.

"Let go, Slappy!" | shrieked, pulling his fingers.



"Let go! Let go!"

"I don't understand!" Alicia s nother cried. She b
egan frantically tugging ny arm "Wat are you doi
ng? Let her go! Let her go!"

"Omwwww " Alicia uttered a high, heartbreaking wail
. "Make himstop! It hurts! It hurts!"”

And then Sl appy suddenly tilted his head back. H's
eyes opened wi de, and his nouth opened in a | ong,
evil | augh.
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| burst into the house and Il et the screen door sla

m behind ne. | had taken the city bus to Logan Str

eet. Then |I had run the six blocks to ny house wt

h Sl appy hangi ng over ny shoul der.

"Any, how did it go?" Momcalled fromthe kitchen.
"Did you get a ride? | thought we were supposed t

o cone pick you up."

| didn't answer her. | was sobbing too hard. | ran
down the hall to ny room and sl ammed t he door.

| hoi sted Sl appy off ny shoul der and tossed himin

to the closet. | never wanted to see him again. Ne

ver.

| caught a glinpse of nyself in the dresser mrror

My cheeks were swollen and puffy fromcrying. My

eyes were red. My hair was wet and tangled, and m

atted to ny forehead.

| took several deep breaths and tried to stop cryin

g.
| kept hearing that poor little girl's screans in

ny ears. Slappy finally et go of her after he utt

ered his ugly | augh.

But Alicia couldn't stop crying. She was so fright

ened! And her little hand was red and swol |l en.

The other kids were all scream ng and crying, too.

Alicia's nother was furious. She called Margo's da

d out fromthe kitchen. She was shaking and sputte

ring with anger. She said she was going to sue The
Party House.

Margo's dad quietly asked ne to |l eave. He led ne t



o the front door. He said it wasn't ny fault. But
he said the kids were too frightened of Slappy now
. There was no way | could do ny show.

| saw Margo hurrying over to ne. But | turned and r

an out the door.

| had never been so upset. | didn't know what to d

o. Alight rain had started to cone down. | watche

d rainwater flow down the curb and into the sewer

drain. | wanted to flow away wth it.

Now | threw nyself onto ny bed.

| kept picturing little Alicia, scream ng and cryi

ng, trying to twi st out of Slappy's grasp.

Mom knocked hard on ny bedroom door. "Any? Any —wh

at are you doi ng? What's wrong?"

"Go away!" | wailed. "Just go away."

But she opened the door and stepped into the room
Sara cane in behind her, a confused expression on
her face.

"Any —the show didn't go well?" Mom asked softly.

"Go away!" | sobbed. "Please!"

"Any, you'll do better next tine," Sara said, step

ping up to the bed. She put a hand on ny trenbling
shoul der.

"Shut up!"™ | cried. "Shut up, Mss Perfect!"

| didn't nean to sound so angry. | was out of contr

ol .

Sara stepped back, hurt.

"Tell us what happened,” Mominsisted. "You'll feel
better if you tell us."

| pulled nyself up until | was sitting on the edge
of the bed. | w ped ny eyes and brushed ny wet ha

ir off nmy face.

And then, suddenly, the whole story burst out of ne

| told how Sl appy grabbed Alicia' s hand and woul dn
't let go. And how all the kids were crying. And t
he parents were all scream ng and nmaking a fuss. A
nd how | had to | eave w thout doing ny act.

And then | |eaped to ny feet, threw ny arns around
my nom and started to sob again.

She petted ny hair, the way she used to do when |
was a little girl. She kept whispering, "Ssshh shh



hh shhhh. "
Slowy, |I began to cal m down.
"This is so weird," Sara murnured, shaking her head

"I'ma little worried about you," Mom said, holdin
ny hands. "The little girl got her hand caught.
That's all. You don't really believe that the dumm

y grabbed her hand —do you?"

Mom stared at ne hard, studying ne.

She thinks I"mcrazy, | realized. She thinks I'mto

tally nmessed up.

She doesn't believe ne.

| decided |I'd better not insist that ny story was

true. | shook ny head. "Yeah. | guess her hand got
caught," | said, lowering ny eyes to the floor.
"Maybe you should put Sl appy away for a while," Mm
suggested, biting her bottomlip.

"Yeah. You're right," | agreed. | pointed. "I alrea
dy put himin the closet."

"Good idea," Momreplied. "Leave himin there for

a while. | think you' ve been spending too nuch tim
e with that dummy."”

"Yeah. You need a new hobby,"

Sara chined in.

"I't wasn't a hobby!" | snapped.

"Well, leave himin the closet for a few days —oka
y, Any?" Mom sai d.

| nodded. "I never want to see himagain," | nutter
ed.

| thought | heard a sigh frominside the closet. Bu
t, of course, that was ny inagination.
"Get yourself cleaned up," Mominstructed. "Wash y

our face. Then cone to the kitchen and I'll nmake y
ou a snack."

"Ckay, " | agreed.

Sara foll owed Mom out the door. "Weird," | heard Sa

ra mutter. "Any is getting so weird."

Margo called after dinner. She said she felt terri
bl e about what had happened. She said her dad didn
't blane ne. "He wants to give you anot her chance,
" Margo told ne. "Maybe with ol der kids."

"Thanks," | replied. "But | put Slappy away for a



while. | don't knowif | want to be a ventriloquis
t anynore."

"At the party today —what happened?” Margo asked.
"What went w ong?"

"I don't really know," | said. "I don't really know
That night, I went to bed early. Before | turned o
ut the light, I glanced at the closet door. It was

cl osed tightly.
Havi ng Sl appy shut up in the closet nade ne feel sa
fer.

| fell asleep quickly. |I slept a deep, dreanl ess sl
eep.

When | awoke the next norning, | sat up and rubbed
ny eyes.

Then | heard Sara's angry screans down the hall.
"Mom Dad! Moml Hurry!" Sara was shouting. "Cone se
e what Any did now "
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| shut ny eyes, listening to ny sister's screans.
VWhat now? | thought with a shudder. Wat now?
"Ohh!" | let out a lowcry when | saw that ny close
t door was open a crack.

My heart pounding, | clinbed out of bed and began
runni ng down the hall to Sara's room Mm Dad, an
d Jed were already on their way.

"Momi Dad! Look what she did!" Sara screaned.

"Oh, no!" | heard Mom and Dad shri ek.

| stopped in the doorway, peered in —and gasped.
Sara's bedroomwalls! They were sneared with red pa
I nt!

Soneone had taken a thick paintbrush and had scraw
| ed AMY AMY AMY AMY in huge red letters all over S
ara's walls.

"Noooo!" | npaned. | covered ny nouth with both han
ds to stop the sound.
My eyes darted fromwall to wall, reading ny nane o

ver and over.
AMY AMY AMY AMY.



Wiy ny nane?

| suddenly felt sick. | swallowed hard, trying to f
orce back ny nausea.

| blinked several tines, trying to blink the ugly r
ed scrawl s away.

AMY AMY AMY AMY.

"Why?" Sara asked ne in a trenbling voice. She ad]
usted her nightshirt and | eaned agai nst her dresse
r. "Wy, Any?"

| suddenly realized that everyone was staring at ne

"I —I —I —" | sputtered.

"Any, this cannot continue," Dad said solemmly. H's
expression wasn't angry. It was sad.

"We' Il get you sone hel p, dear," Mom said. She had

tears in her eyes. Her chin trenbl ed.

Jed stood silently with his arns crossed in front o

f his pajama shirt.

"Way, Any?" Sara denmanded agai n.

"But —1 didn't!" | finally choked out.
" —no stories," Momsaid softly.
"But, Mom —1I didn't do it!" | insisted shrilly.

"This is serious,”" Dad murmured, rubbing his whisk
ery chin. "Any, do you realize how serious this is
e

Jed reached out two fingers and rubbed them over o
ne of the red paint scrawls. "Dry," he reported.
"That neans it was done early in the night," Dad s
aid, his eyes | ocked on ne. "Do you realize how ba
d this is? This isn't just m schief."”

| took a deep breath. My whol e body was shaking. "
Slappy did it!" | blurted out. "I'mnot crazy, Dad

I 1"mnot! You've got to believe ne! Slappy did it
!II

"Any, please —" Momsaid softly.

"Conme with nme!" | cried. "I'll prove it. I'll prove
that Sl appy did it. Cone on!"

| didn't wait for themto reply. |I turned and bolte
d fromthe room

| flew down the hall. They all followed silently be
hi nd ne.

"I's Any sick or sonething?" | heard Jed ask ny pare



nts.
| didn't hear the answer.

| burst into ny room They hurried cl ose behind.

| stepped up to the closet and pulled the door open
"See?" | cried, pointing to Slappy. "See? That prov
es it! Slappy didit!"
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| pointed triunphantly at Slappy. "See? See?"

The dummy sat crossed-1egged on the closet floor.
Hi s head stood erect on his narrow shoulders. He a
ppeared to grin up at us.

Sl appy's left hand rested on the closet floor. H's
right hand was in his |ap.

And in his right hand he, clutched a fat paintbrush

The bristles on the brush were caked with red pai nt

"I told you Slappy did it!" | cried, stepping back

so the others could get a better view

But everyone renained silent. Mom and Dad frowned a
nd shook their heads.

Jed's giggle broke the silence. "This is dunb," he

told Sara.

Sara | owered her eyes and didn't reply.

"Ch, Amty," Momsaid, sighing. "Dd you really thin
k you could blanme it on the dummy by putting the p

ai nt brush in his hand?"

"Huh?" | cried. | didn't understand what Mom was sa

yi ng.

"Did you really expect us to believe this?" Dad ask

ed softly. His eyes stared hard into m ne.

"Did you think you could put the brush into Sl appy
‘s hand, and nmake us think he painted your nane on
Sara's wal | s?"

"But | didn't!" | shrieked.

"When did he learn how to spell?" Jed chined in.
"Be quiet, Jed," Dad said sharply. "This is serious

It isn't a joke."



"Sara, take Jed out of here,” Mominstructed. "The
two of you go to the kitchen and get breakfast st
arted.”

Sara began to guide Jed to the door. But he pulled
away. "I want to stay!" he cried. "I want to see
how you puni sh Any."

"Get!" Momcried, shooing himaway with both hands.

Sara tugged hi mout of the room

| was shaking all over. | narrowed ny eyes at Sl app
y. Had his grin grown even w der?

| stared at the paintbrush in his hand. The red pa

int on the bristles blurred, blurred until | saw o
nly red.

| blinked several tines and turned back to ny pare
nts. "You really don't believe nme?" | asked softly

, My voice trenbling.

They shook their heads. "How can we believe you, de

ar?" Momreplied.

"We can't believe that a wooden dummy has been doi

ng these horrible things in Sara's room " Dad adde

d. "Why don't you tell us the truth, Any?"

"But | aml" | protested.

How could | prove it to thenf? How?

| et out an angry cry and slamed the cl oset door

shut .

"Let's try to cal mdown,"” Momurged quietly. "Let'

s all get dressed and have sone breakfast. W can

tal k about this when we're feeling better."

"Good idea," Dad replied, still squinting at nme th

rough his glasses. He was studying ne as if he'd n

ever seen ne before.

He scratched his bald head. "Guess |I'll have to ca

|1 a painter for Sara's room It'll take at |east

two coats to cover up the red.”

They turned and made their way slowy fromny room

, tal king about how nuch it was going to cost to h

ave ny sister's room pai nted.

| stood in the center of the room and shut ny eyes
Every tinme | closed them | sawred. Al over Sa

ra's wall:

AMY AMY AMY AMY.



"But | didn't doit!" | cried out |oud.

My heart pounding, | spun around. | grabbed the kno
b and j erked open the cl oset door.

| grabbed Sl appy by the shoulders of his gray jacke

t and pulled himup fromthe floor.

The paintbrush fell fromhis hand. It landed with a
t hud beside ny bare foot.

| shook the dummy angrily. Shook him so hard that
his arnms and | egs swng back and forth, and his he
ad snapped back.

Then | lifted himso that we were eye to eye.

"Admt it!" | screaned, glaring into his grinning

face. "Go ahead! Admit that you did it! Tell ne th
at you did it!"

The gl assy bl ue eyes gazed up at ne.

Li fel essly.

Bl ankl y.

Nei t her of us noved.

And then, to ny horror, the wooden |ips parted. The
red nmouth sl owly opened.

And Sl appy let out a soft, evil, "Hee hee hee."
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"I can't cone over," | told Margo glumy. | was sp
rawl ed on top of ny bed, the phone pressed agai nst
my ear. "lI'mnot allowed out of ny roomall day."

"Huh? Why?" Margo demanded.

| sighed. "If | told you, Margo, you wouldn't belie
ve ne. "

"Try me," she replied.

| decided not to tell her. | nmean, ny whole famly
t hought | was crazy. VWhy should ny best friend th
Ink 1t, too?

"Maybe 1'I1 tell you about it when | see you," | sa

i d.

Silence at the other end.

Then Margo uttered, "Ww. "

"Wow? VWhat does wow nean?" | cried.

"Wow. It nust be pretty bad if you can't tal k about

it, Any.



"It —it's just weird," | stammered. "Can we change
t he subj ect ?"

Anot her silence. "Daddy has a birthday party for s
| Xx-year-olds com ng up, Any. And he wondered —"

"No. Sorry," | broke in quickly. "I put Slappy away
"Excuse me?" Margo reacted with surprise.

"I put the dummy away," | told her. "I'mfinished
with that. I'mnot going to be a ventriloquist any
nore. "

"But, Amy —" Margo protested. "You | oved playing

with those dumm es. And you said you wanted to mak
e sone noney, renenber? So Daddy —"

"No," | repeated firmy. "I changed ny m nd, Margo
|"'msorry. Tell your dad |"'msorry. | —I'I1Il tel

| you about it when | see you."

| swal | owed hard. And added: "If | ever see you."

"You sound terrible,” Margo replied softly. "Shoul
d | cone over to your house? | think | could get m
y dad to drop ne off."

"I"'mtotally grounded,” | said unhappily. "No visit

ors.”

| heard footsteps in the hall. Probably Mom or Dad
checking up on ne. | wasn't allowed to be on the
phone, either.

"Got to go. Bye, Margo," | whispered. | hung up the
phone.

Mom knocked on ny bedroom door. | recogni zed her kn

ock. "Any, want to tal k?" she called in.

"Not really," | replied glumy.

"As soon as you tell the truth, you can cone out,"
Mom sai d.

"I know," | muttered.

"Whay don't you just tell the truth now? It's such

a beautiful day," Momcalled in. "Don't waste the

whol e day in your room"™

"I —1 don't feel like talking now," |I told her.
She didn't say anything else. But | could hear her
standing out there. Finally | heard her footsteps
paddi ng back down the hall.

| grabbed ny pillow and buried nmy face init.

| wanted to shut out the world. And think.



Thi nk. Thi nk. Thi nk.

| wasn't going to confess to a crine | didn't do. N

o way.

| was going to find a way to prove to themthat Sl

appy was the culprit. And | was going to prove to

themthat | wasn't crazy.

| had to show themthat Sl appy wasn't an ordinary d
unmy.

He was alive. And he was evil.

But how could | prove it?

| clinbed to ny feet and began paci ng back and for

th. | stopped at the wi ndow and gazed out at the f
ront yard.

It was a beautiful spring day. Bright yellow tulip

S bobbed in the flower patch in front of ny w ndow
. The sky was a solid blue. The twin maple trees i
n the center of the yard were starting to unfurl f
resh | eaves.

| took a deep breath. The air snelled so fresh and
sweet .

| saw Jed and a couple of his friends. They were R
ol | er bl adi ng down the sidewal k. Laughi ng. Having a
good ti ne.

And | was a prisoner. A prisoner in ny room

Al |l because of Sl appy.

| spun away fromthe w ndow and stared at the clos
et door. | had shoved Sl appy into the back of the
cl oset and shut the door tightly.

|"mgoing to catch you in the act, Sl appy, | decide
d.

That's how |'mgoing to prove |I'mnot crazy.
|"mgoing to stay up all night. I'mgoing to stay
up every night. And the first tinme you creep out o
f that closet, I'll be awake. And |'Il follow you.
And I'll make sure that everyone sees what you are
doi ng.

"Il nmake sure that everyone sees that you are the
evil one in this house.

| felt so upset. | knew | wasn't really thinking cl
early.

But having a plan made ne feel a little better.
Taki ng one | ast glance at the cl oset door, | cross



ed the roomto ny desk and started to do ny honewo
rk.

Mom and Dad | et nme cone out for dinner.

Dad had grilled hanburgers in the backyard, the fi
rst barbecue of spring. | loved grilled hanburgers
, especially when they're charred real black. But

| could barely taste ny food.

| guess | felt too excited and nervous about trappi
ng Sl appy.

No one tal ked nuch.

Mom kept chattering to Dad about the vegetable gar
den and what she wanted to plant. Sara talked a I|i

ttle about the nmural she had started to paint in h
er room Jed kept conpl ai ni ng about how he w ecked
hi s knee Rol | er bl adi ng.

No one spoke to ne. They kept gl ancing over the ta
ble at ne. Studying ne like |I was sone kind of zoo
ani mal .

| asked to be excused before dessert.

| usually stay up till ten. But a little after nine
, | decided to go to bed.

| was wi de awake. Eager to trap Sl appy.

| turned out the light and tucked nyself in. Then

| lay staring up at the shifting shadows on the be

droomceiling, waiting, waiting .

Waiting for Slappy to cone creeping out of the clos

et.

| must have fallen asleep.

| tried not to. But | nust have drifted off anyway.

| was startled awake by sounds in the room

| raised ny head, instantly alert. And |istened.

The scrape of feet on ny carpet. A soft rustling.

A shiver of fear ran down ny hack. | felt goosebunp

s up and down ny arns.

Anot her | ow sound. So near ny bed.

| reached forward quickly, Cicked on the bed table
| anp.

And cried out.
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"Jed —what are you doing in here?" | shrieked.

He stood blinking at ne in the center of the room
One leg of his blue pajanma pants had rolled up. H
is red hair was matted agai nst one side of his hea

d.

"What are you doing in ny roon" | denmanded breat hl

essly.

He squinted at ne. "Huh? Why are you yelling at ne?
You cal | ed ne, "

"I —I what?" | sputtered.

"You called nme. | heard you." He rubbed his eyes w
ith his fingers and yawned. "I was asl eep. You wok
e me up."

| lowered ny feet to the floor and stood up. My le
gs felt shaky and weak. Jed had really scared ne.
"I was asleep, too," | told him "I didn't call you
“Yés, you did," he insisted. "You told ne to cone
to your room" He bent to pull down the pajama | eg

"Jed, you just woke ne up,"” | replied. "So how coul
dIl call you?"

He scratched his hair. He yawned again. "You nean |
dreaned it?"

| studied his face. "Jed —did you sneak into ny r

oomto play sone kind of prank?" | denmanded sternl

y.
He winkled his face up, tried to appear innocent.
"Did you?" | demanded. "Were you going into the clo
set to do sonething with Sl appy?"

"No way!" he protested. He started to back out of

the room "Fmtelling the truth, Any. | thought yo
ucalled ne. That's all."

| squinted hard at him trying to decide if he was
telling the truth. | let ny eyes wander around th
e room Everything seened okay. Dennis lay in the
arnchair, his head in his | ap.

The cl oset door renmi ned cl osed.

"It was a dream that's all," Jed repeated. "Good n

i ght, Amy."



| said good night. "Sorry | got upset, Jed. It's be
en a bad day."

| listened to himpad back to his room

The cat poked his head into ny room his eyes gl ea

mng like gold. "Go to sleep, George," | whispered

. "You go to sleep, too, okay?" He obediently turn

ed and di sappear ed.

| clicked off the bed table |lanp and settl ed back i
nto bed.

Jed was telling the truth, | decided. He seened as

confused as | was.

My eyes suddenly felt heavy. As if there were hund

red- pound wei ghts over them | let out a | oud yawn

| felt so sleepy. And the pillow felt so soft and w

arm

But | couldn't let nyself fall back to sl eep.

| had to stay awake. Had to wait for Slappy to nmake
hi s nove.

Did | drift back to sleep? I'mnot sure.

A loud click made ny eyes shoot open w de.

| raised ny head in tinme to see the closet door sta

rt to open.

The roomlay in darkness. No |light washed in from

t he wi ndow. The door was a bl ack shadow, sliding s

| oWy, slowy.

My heart began to pound. My nouth suddenly felt dry
as cotton.

The cl oset door slid slowy, silently.

A | ow creak.

And then a shadow stepped out from behind the dark

door .

| squinted hard at it. Not noving a nuscle.

Anot her creak of the door.

The figure took another silent step. Qut of the cl

oset. Another step. Another. Making its way past m

y bed, to the bedroom door.

Sl appy.

Yes!

Even in the night blackness I could see his |arge,
rounded head. | watched his skinny arns dangl e at

his sides, the wooden hands bobbi ng as he noved.



The heavy | eather shoes slid over ny carpet. The t

hi n, boneless |egs nearly coll apsed with each shuf

fling step.

Li ke a scarecrow, | thought, gripped with horror.
He wal ks |i ke a scarecrow. Because he has no bones.
No bones at all.

Up and down, his whol e body bobbed as he crept away

| waited until he slithered and scraped out the do
or and into the hall. Then | junped to ny feet,

| took a deep breath and held it.

Then | tiptoed through the darkness after him
Here we go! | told nyself. Here we go!
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| stopped at the bedroom door and poked ny head in

to the hall. Mom keeps a snmall night-1ight on all

ni ght just outside her bedroomdoor. It cast dimy
ellow | ight over the other end of the hall.

Peering into the light, | watched Sl appy pull hins

elf silently toward Sara's room The big shoes shu

ffled along the carpet. Slappy's body bobbed and b

ent. The bi g, wooden hands nearly dragged al ong th

e floor.

When ny chest started to ache, | realized | hadn't
taken a breath. As silently as |I could, | let out
a |l ong whoosh of air. Then | took another deep br

eath and started to follow Sl appy down the hall.

| had a sudden inpulse to shout: "Mm Dad!"

They woul d burst out of their roomand see Sl appy s

tanding there in the mddle of the hall.

But, no.
| didn't want to shout for themnow | wanted to s
ee where Sl appy was heading. | wanted to see what

he pl anned to do.

| took a step. The fl oorboard creaked under ny bare
f oot .

Did he hear ne?

| pressed ny back against the wall, tried to squeez
e nyself flat in the deep shadows.



| peered through the dimyellow light at him He k

ept bobbing silently along. H's shoul ders rode up

and down with each shuffling step.

He was just outside Sara's room when he turned arou
nd.

My heart stopped.

| ducked | ow. Dropped back into the bat hroom

Had he seen ne?

Had he turned around because he knew | was there?
| shut ny eyes. Waited. Listened.

Li stened for himto cone scraping back. Listened f

or himto turn around and cone back to get ne.

Si | ence.

| swall owed hard. My nouth felt so dry. My | egs we
re trenbling. | grabbed the tile wall to steady ny

sel f.

Still silent out there.

| gathered up ny courage and slowy, slowy poked m

y head out into the hall.

Enpty.

| squinted toward Sara's roomin the yellow |ight.
No one there.

He's in Sara's room | told nyself. He's doing som
ething terrible in Sara's room Sonething I'll be
bl anmed for.

Not this tinme, Slappy! | silently vowed.

This tinme you're going to be caught.

Pressing against the wall, | crept down the hall.

| stopped in Sara's doorway.

The night-light was plugged in across fromSara's r
oom The |ight was brighter here.

| squinted into her bedroom | could see the nural
she had started to paint. A beach scene. The ocea
n. A broad, yell ow beach. Kites flying over the be
ach. Kids building a sand castle in one corner. Th
e nural was tacked up, nearly covering the entire

wal | .

Where was Sl appy?

| took a step into the room —and saw him

St andi ng at her paint table.

| saw his big wooden hand funble over the tabl e of
supplies. Then he grabbed a paintbrush in one han



d.

He raised and | owered the brush, as if pretending t
o paint the air.

Then | saw himdip the paintbrush in a jar of paint

Sl appy took a step toward the nural. Then another s

t ep.

He stood for a nonent, admiring the nural.

He rai sed the paintbrush high.

That's when | burst into the room

| dove toward the dummy just as he raised the paint
brush to the nural.

| grabbed the paintbrush with one hand. Wapped ny
ot her hand around his waist. And tugged hi m back.

The dummy ki cked both Iegs and tried to punch nme w

th his fists.

"Hey —!" a startled voi ce shouted.

The light clicked on.

Sl appy went linp on ny arm H's head dropped. H s a
rms and | egs dangled to the fl oor.

Sitting up in bed, Sara gaped at ne in horror.

| saw her eyes stop at the paintbrush in ny hand.
"Any —what are you doi ng?" she cri ed.

And, then, without waiting for an answer, Sara beg

an to shout: "Mom Dad! Hurry! She's in here again
!II
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Dad cane runbling in first, adjusting his pajama p
ants. "What's going on? What's the probl en?"
Mom fol l owed right behind him blinking and yawni ng

"I —1 took this from Sl appy," | stammered, holdin

g up the paintbrush. "He —he was going to ruin th

e nural ."

They stared at the paintbrush in ny hand.

"I heard Sl appy sneak out of the closet,” | explai

ned breathlessly. "I followed himinto Sara's room
| grabbed himjust before —before he did soneth

ing terrible.”



| turned to Sara. "You saw Sl appy —right? You saw
hi nf"

"Yeah," Sara said, still in bed, her arns crossed
over her chest. "I see Slappy. You're carrying him
on your arm"”

The dummy hung over ny arm its head nearly hitting
the floor.

"No!" | cried to Sara. "You saw him sneak into you
r room—right? That's why you turned on the [|ight
A

Sara rolled her eyes. "I saw you cone into nmy room
," she replied. "You're carrying the dumy, Any. Y
ou're holding the dummy —and the brush.™

"But —but —but —" | sputtered.

My eyes darted fromface to face. They all stared
back at ne as if | had just |anded on Earth in a f

| yi ng saucer.

No one in ny famly was going to believe ne. No one

The next norning, Mom hung up the phone as | cane
down for breakfast. "You' re wearing shorts to scho
ol ?" she asked, eyeing ny outfit —olive-green sho
rts and a red, sleeveless T-shirt.
"The radio said it's going to be hot," | replied.
Jed and Sara were already at the table. They gl anc
ed up fromtheir cereal bows, but didn't say anyt
hi ng.
| poured nyself a glass of grape juice. |'mthe on
ly one in ny famly who doesn't |ike orange juice.
| guess | amtotally weird.

"Who were you talking to on the phone?" | asked Mom
.| took a | ong drink.
"Uh . . . Dr. Palner's secretary,"” she replied hes

itantly. "You have purple above your lip," she tol
d nme, pointing.

| wi ped the grape juice off with a napkin. "Dr. Pal
mer? Isn't she a shrink?" | asked.

Mom nodded. "I tried to get an appointnment for toda
y. But she can't see you until Wdnesday."

"But, Mom —!" | protested.

Mom pl aced a finger over her nouth. "Sssshhh. No di



scussion. "

"But, Mom —!" | repeated.

"Ssshhh. Just talk to her once, Any. You mght enjo

y it. You mght think it's hel pful."

"Yeah. Sure," | nmuttered.

| turned to Sara and Jed. They stared down at their
cereal bow s.

| sighed and set the juice glass down in the sink.

| knew what this neant. It neant that | had until

Wednesday to prove to ny famly that | wasn't a to

tal wack | ob.

In the lunchroom at school, Margo begged ne to tel
| her what was going on wth ne. "Wiy were you | oc
ked up in your roomall day yesterday?" she denand
ed. "Conme on, Any —spill."

"It's no big deal," | I|ied.

No way | was going to tell her.

| didn't need the story going around school that A
ny Kramer believes her ventriloquist dummy is aliv

I ‘didn't need everyone whi spering about nme and sta
rlng at ne the way everyone inny famly did.
‘Dad wants to know if you'll change your m nd abou
t the birthday party," Margo said. "If you want to
performwth Sl appy, you can —"
"No. Forget it!" I interrupted. "I put Slappy int
he cl oset, and he's staying there. Forever."
Margo's eyes went w de. "Ckay. Ckay. Ww. You don't
have to bite ny head off."
"Sorry," | said quickly. "I"'ma little stressed ou
t these days. Here. Want this?" | handed her the b
rowni e Mom had packed.
"Thanks," Margo replied, surprised.
"Later," | said. | crinkled up ny lunch bag, tossed
it in the trash, and hurried away.

In nmy roomthat night, | couldn't concentrate on ny
homewor k. | kept staring at the cal endar.
Monday night. | had only two nights to prove that

| wasn't crazy, that Slappy really was doi ng these
horri bl e things.



| slammed ny history book shut. No way | could rea

d about the firing on Fort Sunter tonight.

| paced back and forth for a while. Thinking. Think

i ng hard. But getting nowhere.

What could | do?

What ?

After a while, ny head felt about to split open. |
reached up both hands and tugged at ny hair.

"Aaaaagh!" | let out a furious cry. O anger. O fr
ustration.

Maybe I'11 just get rid of Slappy, | decided. Mayb
e |'ll take himoutside and toss himin the trash.

And that will end the whol e problem

The idea nade ne feel a little better.

| turned and took two steps toward the cl oset.

But | stopped with a gasp when | saw t he doorknob s
oWy turn.

As | stared in shock, the closet door swung open.

Sl appy stepped out.

He sl unped forward and stopped a few feet in front
of ne.

Hi s blue eyes glared up at ne. His grin grew w der.

"Any," he rasped, "it's tine you and | had a little
tal k. "
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"Any, now you are ny slave," Slappy said. Hs thre

at cane out in a harsh, cold rasp. The eerie voice
made me shiver.

| stared back at him | couldn't reply.

| gaped into those glassy blue eyes, that red-Iippe

d smrk.

"You read the ancient words that bring ne to life,

" the dummy whi spered. "And now you wll serve ne.
You wi Il do everything I ask."

"No!" | finally managed to choke out. "No! Please —
| v

"Yes!" he cried. The grinni ng wooden head bobbed u
p and down, nodding. "Yes, Any! You are ny slave n



ow M slave forever!™

"I ' wwon't!" | stamered. "You can't nmake nme —" M
y voice caught in ny throat. My | egs wobbl ed |i ke

rubber. My knees buckled, and | nearly fell.

Sl appy rai sed one hand and grabbed ny wist. | fel

t the cold, wooden fingers tighten around ne. "You

wll do as | tell you —fromnow on," the dummy w
hi spered. "Or else . . ."

"Let go of ne!" | cried. | struggled to tug ny arm
free. But his grasp was too tight. "O el se what?
"1 cried.

"O else |l wll destroy your sister's nmural," Slap

py replied. H's painted grin grew wi der. The cold

eyes glared into m ne.

"Big deal," | nuttered. "Do you really think |"'1]]
be your sl ave because you weck her painting? You'

ve already wecked Sara's room —haven't you? That
doesn't nean 1'll be your slave!"

"I'"'ll keep on destroying things," Slappy replied,

tightening his grip on ny wist, tugging ne down t

oward him "Mybe I'll start wecking your brother
's things, too. And you will be blaned, Any. You w
i1l be blanmed for it all."

"Stop —" | cried, trying to tw st free.

"Your parents are already worried about you —aren
't they, Any?" the dummy rasped in that harsh, col

d whi spery voice. "Your parents already think you'
re crazy!"”

"Stop! Please —!" | pl eaded.

"What do you think they'll do when you start weck
i ng everything in the house?" Slappy demanded. "Wh

at do you think they'll do to you, Any?"

"Listen to ne!" | shrieked. "You can't —"

He jerked ny armhard. "They'll send you away!" he
rasped, his eyes flashing wldly. "That's what yo
ur parents will do. They'll send you away, you'l]l
never see them again —except on visiting days!"
He tilted back his wooden head and uttered a shrill
| augh.

A | ow noan escaped ny throat. My entire body shudde
red wwth terror.

Sl appy tugged ne closer. "You will be an excell ent



sl ave," he whispered in ny ear. "You and | wll h
ave many good years together. You will devote your
life to ne."
"No!" | cried. "No, I won't!"”

| sucked in a deep breath. Then I swung ny arm hard
, as hard as | coul d.
| caught the dummy by surprise.

Before he could let go of my wist, | pulled himof
f bal ance.

He let out a startled grunt as | lifted himoff the
floor.

He's just a dummy, | told nyself. Just a dummy. | c
an handle him | can beat him

H s hand fell off ny wist.

| ducked | ow. G abbed his boneless armw th both h
ands. Swung ny shoul der. Flipped hi mover ny back.
He | anded hard on his stonmach. H's head nade a | oud
clonk as it hit the floor.

Breat hi ng hard, ny heart thudding wildly, | dove.

| can handle him | can beat him

| tried to pin himto the floor with ny knees.

But he spun away and scranbled up, faster than | co
ul d believe.

| cried out as he swung his wooden fist.

| tried to dodge away. But he was too fast.

The heavy fist hit me square in the forehead.

My face felt as if it had expl oded. Pain shot down
ny body.

Everyt hi ng went bright red.

And, hol ding both sides of ny head, | crunpled to t
he fl oor.

20

| can handle him | can beat him

The words repeated in ny m nd.

| blinked nmy eyes. Raised ny head.

| refused to give up.

Through the haze of red, | reached up with both han
ds.

| grabbed Sl appy by the wai st and pul | ed hi m down.



| gnoring ny throbbing forehead, | westled himto

the ground. He kicked both feet and thrashed his a

rme wildly. He swung at ne, trying to | and anot her

bl ow.

But | dug ny knee into his mddle. Then I wapped
hands around his thrashing arns and pinned them

to the floor.

"Let go, slave!" he squealed. "I command you —I et

go!" He struggl ed and squirned.

But | held tight.

Hi s eyes darted frantically fromside to side. H's

wooden jaw clicked open and shut, open and shut,

as he strained to squirmfree.

"I command you to | et go, slave! You have no choice

' You nust obey ne!"

| ignored his shrill cries and swng his arnms behi

nd his back. Holding themtightly in place, | clim

bed to ny feet.

He tried to kick me with both shoes. But | let go o

f the arns and grabbed his |egs.

| swung hi m upsi de down. Once again, his head hit t

he floor with a cl onk.

It didn't seemto hurt hima bit.

"Let go! Let go, slave! You wll pay! You will pay

dearly for this!"™ He screaned and protested, squi

rm ng and swi nging his arns.

Breat hing hard, | dragged himacross the rug —and

swung himinto the open cl oset.

He dove quickly, trying to escape.

But | slamed the door in his face. And turned the

| ock.

Wth a sigh, | |eaned ny back agai nst the closet do

or and struggled to catch ny breath.

"Let me out! You can't keep ne in here!" Slappy rag

ed.

He began poundi ng on the door. Then he kicked the d

oor .

"I''ll break it down! | really wll!" he threatened
He pounded even harder. The bi g wooden hands thu

dded agai nst the wooden door.

| turned and saw the door start to give.

He's going to break it open! | realized.



What can | do? What can | do now? | tried to fight
back ny panic, struggled to think clearly.

Sl appy furiously kicked at the door.

| need help, | decided.

| bolted into the hall. Mom and Dad had their bedr
oom door closed, | saw. Should | wake them up?

No. They woul dn't believe ne.

|'"d drag theminto ny room Slappy woul d be sl unpe
dlifelessly on the closet floor. Momand Dad woul
d be even nore upset about ne.

Sara, | thought. Maybe | can convince Sara. Maybe S
ara wll listen to ne.

Her door was open. | burst into her bedroom

She stood at the mural, brush in hand, dabbing yell
ow pai nt on the beach.

She turned as | ran in, and her face tightened in
anger. "Any —what do you want ?" she denanded.
"You —you've got to believe ne!" | sputtered. "I
need your help! It wasn't ne who did those horri bl
e things. It really wasn't, Sara. It was Slappy. P
| ease —believe ne! It was Sl appy!"”

"Yes. | know," Sara replied calmy.
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"Huh?" My nouth dropped open. | stared at her in su

rprise. "What did you say?"
Sara set down the paintbrush. She w ped her hands

on her gray snock. "Anmy —I know it's Sl appy,"” she
repeated in a whisper.

"I —I —"l was so stunned, | couldn't speak. "But,
Sara —you —"

"I"'msorry. I'"'mso sorry!" she cried with enotion.

She rushed forward and threw her arns around ne.
She hugged ne tightly.

| still didn't believe what she had said. My head w
as spi nni ng.

| gently pushed her away. "You knew all this tinme?
You knew it was Sl appy and not ne?"

Sara nodded. "The other night, | woke up. | heard
soneone in ny room | pretended to be asl eep. But



| had ny eyes open partway."

"And —?" | denmanded.

"I saw Sl appy," Sara confessed, |owering her eyes.
"I saw himcarrying a red paintbrush. | saw himp

ainting AMY¥ AMY AMY AMY all over ny walls.™

"But you didn't tell Momand Dad?" | cried. "You m

ade themthink it was ne? And the whole tine, you
knew the truth?"

Sara kept her eyes on the floor. Her black hair fe
|1 over her face. She brushed it back with a quick
, nhervous sweep of one hand.

"I —I didn't want to believe it," she confessed.
"I didn't want to believe that a dummy coul d wal k

on its own, that it could be . . . alive."

| glared at her. "And, so —?"

"So | accused you," Sara said wwth a sob. "l guess
the truth was just too scary. | was too frightene

d, Ary. | wanted to believe it was you doing those
horrible things. | wanted to pretend it wasn't th

e dummy."

"You wanted to get nme in trouble," | accused. "Tha

t's why you did it, Sara. That's why you lied to M

om and Dad. You wanted to get ne in trouble.™

She finally raised her face to ne. | saw two tears
trailing down her cheeks. "Yeah, | guess," she nu
rmur ed.

She wi ped the tears off wth her hands. Her green
eyes locked on mne. "I —I| guess I'ma little jea
| ous of you," she said.

"Huh?" My sister had stunned ne again. | squinted

at her, trying to nake sense of her words. "You?"

| cried. "You' re jeal ous of nme?"

She nodded. "Yeah. | guess. Everything is easy for
you. You're so relaxed. Everyone |ikes your sense
of hunmor. It's not like that for ne," Sara expl ai

ned. "I have to paint to inpress people."

| opened ny nouth, but no sound cane out.

This had to be the biggest surprise of all. Sara je

al ous of ne?

Didn't she know how jealous | was of her?

| suddenly had a funny feeling in ny chest. My eye

s brimmed with tears. Strong enotion swept over ne



| i ke an ocean wave.
| rushed forward and hugged Sar a.
For sone reason, we both started |aughing. | can't
explain it. W stood there in the mddle of her r
oom |aughing |like lunatics.
| guess we were just so glad that the truth was out

Then Sl appy's painted face flashed back into ny m
nd. And | renenbered with a chill why | had burst
into ny sister's room

"You have to help ne," | told her. "Ri ght now "
Sara's smle vanished. "Hel p you do what?" she dema
nded.

"We have to get rid of Slappy," |I told her. "W hav
e to get rid of himfor good."

| tugged her hand. She foll owed ne down the hall.
"But —how?" she asked.

Stepping into ny room we both cried out at once.
We heard a final kick —and the closet door swung o
pen.

Sl appy burst out, his eyes wild with rage.

"@Quess what, slaves?" he rasped. "Slappy w ns!”
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"Gab him" | cried to ny sister.

| reached out both arns and nade a frantic dive fo
r the dummy. But he scanpered to the side and slip
ped away from ny tackle.

Hi s blue eyes flashed excitedly. Hs red |lips tw st
ed in an ugly grin.

"Ave up, slaves!" he rasped. "You cannot w n!"
Sara hel d back, hands against the door franme. | cou
| d see the fear in her eyes.

| made anot her grab for Slappy. M ssed again.

"Sara —help ne!" | pl eaded.

Sara took a step into the room

| | eaped at Sl appy, grabbed one bonel ess ankl e.
Wth a grunt, he pulled out of ny grasp. He darted
toward the door —and ran right into Sara.

The col i sion stunned them bot h.



Sara st aggered back.

Sl appy teetered off bal ance.

| threw nyself at him caught his arns, and pull ed

t hem behi nd hi s back.

He squirnmed and tw sted. He kicked out furiously.
But Sara grabbed both of his big | eather shoes. "T
ie himin a knot!" she cried breathl essly.

He ki cked and thrashed.

But we held tight.

| twisted his arns behind him Tw sted them around
each other. Twisted. Twsted. Then tied themin a
s tight a knot as | coul d.

Sl appy squi rmed and bucked, grunting loudly, his wo
oden jaws cli cking.

When | glanced up fromny work on the arns, | saw

that Sara had wapped his legs in a knot, too.

Sl appy tilted back his head and uttered a roar of
rage. His eyes slid up into his head so that only

t he whites showed. "Put ne down, slaves! Put ne do

wn at once!"

Wth one hand, | grabbed a wad of tissues fromny
bed table and jammed it into Sl appy's nouth.

He uttered a grunt of protest, then went silent.
"Now what ?" Sara cried breathlessly. "Were shoul d

we put hinP"

My eyes shot around the room No, | decided. | don
't want himin ny room | don't want himin the ho
use.

"Qutside," | instructed ny sister, holding on to t

he knotted arns with both of ny hands. "Let's get
hi m out si de. "
Struggling to hold on to the bucking | egs, Sara gl

anced at the clock. "It's after eleven. Wiat if M
m and Dad hear us?"

"I don't care!™ | cried. "Hurry! | want himout of
here! | never want to see him again!"

We dragged Sl appy out into the hall. Mom and Dad's
door remai ned cl osed.

Good, | thought. They hadn't heard our struggle.
Sara carried himby the knotted legs. | held on to
t he arns.

Sl appy had stopped struggling and squirmng. | thi



nk he was waiting to see what we were going to do

wth him The wad of tissues had silenced his crie
S.

| didn't know where to take him | only knew | want
ed himout of the house.

We carried himthrough the darkened |iving room an
d out the front door. W stepped into a hot, stick

y night, nore |ike sumer than spring. A pale sliv
er of a noon hovered I ow in a bl ue-black sky.

There was no breeze. No sounds of any kind. Nothing
noved.

Sara and | carried the dummy to the driveway. "Sho
uld we take himsonmewhere on our bikes?" she sugge
st ed.

"How w I | we bal ance hin?" | asked. "Besides, it's
too dark. Too dangerous. Let's just carry hima f
ew bl ocks and dunp hi m sonewhere. "

"You nean in a trash can or sonething?" Sara asked.

| nodded. "That's where he belongs. In the trash.”
Luckily, the dummy didn't weigh nuch at all. W ma
de our way to the sidewal k, then carried himto th
e end of the bl ock.

Sl appy remained linp, his eyes rolled up in his hea

At the corner, | spotted two circles of white |igh

t approaching. Car headlights. "Quick —!" | whisp

ered to Sara.

We slipped behind a hedge just in tinme. The car rol

| ed by w thout sl ow ng.

W waited for the glow of red taillights to disapp

ear in the darkness. Then we continued down the ne

xt bl ock, carrying the dumy between us.

"Hey —how about those?" Sara asked, pointing with

her free hand.

| squinted to see what she had spotted. A row of m

etal trash cans |lined up at the curb in front of a
dark house across the street.

"Looks good," | said. "Let's shove himin and cl am

p down the lid. Maybe the trash guys will haul him
away tonorrow. "

| led the way across the street —and then stopped



"Sara —wait," | whispered. "I have a better ide
a."

| dragged the dunmmy toward the corner. | notioned t
o the netal drain down at the curb.

"The sewer ?" Sara whi spered.

| nodded. "It's perfect." Through the narrow openi
ng at the curb, | could hear running water far dow
n bel ow. "Cone on. Shove himin."

Sl appy still didn't nove or protest in any way.

| lowered his head to the drain opening. Then Sara
and | pushed himin headfirst.

| heard a splash and a hard thud as he hit the sewe
r floor.

We both listened. Silence. Then the soft trickle of
wat er .

Sara and | grinned at each other.

We hurried hone. | was so happy, | skipped nost of
t he way.

The next norning, Sara and | cane to the kitchen f
or breakfast together. Momturned fromthe counter
, where she was pouring herself a cup of coffee.
Jed was already at the table, eating his Frosted F
| akes. "What's he doi ng down here?" Jed asked.

He poi nted across the table.

At Slappy. Sitting in the chair.
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Sara and | both gasped.
"Yes. Why is that dummy down here?" Mom asked ne.
"I found himsitting there when | cane in this nor
ning. And why is he so dirty? Wiere has he been, A
t)ll
| could barely choke out a word. "I . . . uh . . .
| guess he fell or sonething,” | finally nunbl ed.
"Wel |, take him back upstairs,"” Momordered. "He's
supposed to be kept in the closet —renenber?"
"Uh . . . yeah. | renenber," | said, sighing.
"You'l ]| have to clean himup later,"” Momsaid, sti
rring her coffee. "He looks as if he's been wal |l ow



ing in the nud."

"Okay," | replied weakly.

| hoisted Sl appy up and slung hi mover ny shoul der.
Then | started to ny room

"I —1"Il come wth you," Sara stammered.

"What for?" Mom demanded. "Sit down, Sara, and eat
your breakfast. You're both going to be late.™

Sara obediently sat down across fromJed. | nade ny
way down the hall.

| was hal fway to ny room when Sl appy raised his he

ad and whispered in ny ear, "Good norning, slave.

Did you sleep wel | ?"

| tossed himinto the closet and | ocked the door.

| could hear himlaughing inside the closet. The e

vil laugh nmade ne shake all over.

What am | going to do now? | asked nyself. What can
| do to get rid of this creature?

The day dragged by. | don't think I heard a word ny
t eacher said.

| couldn't get Slappy's evil, grinning face out of
my mnd. Hs raspy voice rattled in ny ears.
| won't be your slave! | silently vowed. |I'Ill get

you out of ny house —out of ny life —if it's the
| ast thing | do!

That night, | lay w de awake in ny bed. How coul d
| sleep, knowing that evil dummy sat in the closet
a few feet away?

The ni ght was hot and steany. | had pushed the wn

dow open all the way, but there was no breeze. A f
| y buzzed by ny head, the first fly of spring.

Staring up at the twi sting shadows on the ceiling,
| brushed the fly away with one hand. As soon as

t he buzzing vani shed, another sound took its place.

A click. A low squeak.

The sound of the closet door opening.

| raised nyself up off the pillow. Squinting into

t he darkness, | saw Sl appy creep out of the closet

He took a few shuffling steps, his big shoes slidin
g silently over ny carpet. He turned.



Was he com ng toward ny bed?

No.

Hi s head and shoul ders bobbed as he pulled hinself

to the door. Then out into the hall.

He's going to Sara's room | Kknew.

But what was he going to do there? Did he plan to
pay us back for what we did to himlast night?

What new horror was he going to create?

| lowered ny feet to the floor, clinbed out of bed,
and followed himout into the hall.
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My eyes adjusted quickly to the dimyellow light f
romthe night-light at the other end of the hall.

| watched Sl appy slither toward ny sister's room
He noved as silently as a shadow.

| held ny breath and kept ny back agai nst the wall
as | followed behind him Wen he turned into Sar
a's room | stepped away fromthe wall and started
to run.

| reached the bedroom doorway in tine to see Sl app

y pick up a wide paintbrush from Sara's supply tab
le. He took a step toward the nural on the wall.
One st ep.

And then another small figure |eaped out of the dar
kness.

The lights flashed on.

"Dennis!" | cried.

"Stand back!" Dennis ordered in a high, shrill voi
ce. He lowered his wooden head and charged at Sl ap
PY .

Sara sat up in her bed and uttered a frightened cry
| coul d see the stunned expression on Sl appy's face

Dennis flew at Sl appy. He slamed his head into Sl a
ppy's m ddl e.

Sl appy let out a | oud "QOooof!" He staggered back. F
ell.

A loud thud rang through the roomas the back of Sl



appy's head hit Sara's iron bedpost.

| raised both hands to ny cheeks and gasped as Sl ap
py's head cracked open.

The wooden head split down the m ddle.

| watched the evil face crack apart. The w de, sho
cked eyes slid in different directions. The red I|i
ps cracked and fell away.

The head dropped to the floor in two pieces. And t
hen the body collapsed in a heap beside them

My hands still pressed against ny face, ny heart p
ounding, | took a few steps into the room

Dennis ran past ne, out to the hall.

But ny eyes were |l ocked on the two pieces of Slapp
y's head. | stared in horror as an enornous white
worm crawl ed out of one of the pieces. The fat wor
mslithered and curled to the wall —and vani shed
into a crack in the nol ding.

Sara clinbed out of bed, breathing hard, her face b
right red fromthe excitenent.

The cl oset door swung open. Mom and Dad cane bursti

ng out.

"Grls —are you okay?" Dad cri ed.

We nodded.

"W saw the whole thing!" Mm exclai ned. She threw
her arns around ne. "Any, |I'mso sorry. |I'mso SO

rry. We should have believed you. I'mso sorry we

didn't believe you."

"We believe you now" Dad declared, staring down a

t Slappy's broken head, his crunpled body. "W saw
everyt hing!"

It was all planned. Sara and | had worked it out be

fore dinner.

Sara convinced Mom and Dad to hide in the closet.
Mom and Dad were really creeped out by the way | w

as acting. They were willing to do anyt hing.

So Sara pretended to go to sleep. Momand Dad hid i
n the cl oset.

| left the closet door unlocked to nmake it easier f

or Slappy to get out.

| knew Sl appy woul d creep into Sara's room | knew
Mom and Dad would finally see that I'mnot crazy.

And then Jed burst out dressed as Dennis, with Den



nis's head propped up on top of his turtleneck swe
ater.

We knew t hat woul d shock Sl appy. W knew it would g
i ve us a chance to grab him

W didn't know what a great job Jed would do. W d
idn't know that Jed would actually destroy the evi

| dummy. We didn't know that Slappy's |lead would ¢
rack apart. That was just good | uck.

"Hey —where is Jed?" | asked, ny eyes searching th
e room

"Jed? Jed?" Momcalled. "Wiere are you? You did a g
reat job!"

No reply.

No sign of ny brother.

"Weird," Sara nuttered, shaking her head.

We all trooped down the hall into Jed's room

We found himin bed, sound asleep. He groggily rai
sed his head fromthe pillow and squinted at us. "
VWhat tine is it?" he asked sl eepily.

"It's nearly eleven," Dad replied.

"Oh, no!" Jed cried, sitting up. "I'msorry! | for
got to wake up! | forgot | was supposed to dress u
p |ike Dennis!"

| felt a shiver run down ny back. | turned to ny p

arents. "Then who fought Sl appy?" | asked. "Who fo
ught Sl appy?"



