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What ifa person tells you to do something that

doesn't feel safe^ What do you do? You probably

know better than to go anywhere in a car with

a stranger. But what ifa stranger acts friendly,

and makes you feel mixed-up? When that

happens, it's hard to know what to do.

Oralee Wachter, author of No More Secrets

for Me, now turns her gift for making

sensitive issues accessible to the topic of

child abduction. Through the four stories

presented in this book, children between

the ages of five and ten are presented with

the differences between what's safe and

what's not. In the first story, "Super Safe,"

Janie and her baby-sitter bend the rules,

and go for a ride with someone Janie's

mother does not know. "Shortcut" tells

how a man who seems to be a security guard

orders Paul to follow him out of an empty

lot to "safety. " In "Girl Friends, " Gina and

Kim are offered a ride by a stranger on their

long walk home, and Gina thinks it's baby-

ish not to go with him. And in "Close to

Home, "Terrie andJeff— children ofdivorced

parents— are surprised when their father

says he's taking them out of school for a

trip to Disney World, and that there's no

time to tell their mother goodbye.

The children in these stories aren't always

sure what the right thing — the safe thing—

is to do. They find out that the hard and

fast rules about safety do not always apply.

Close to Home shows parents and their

children how kids can keep safe and stay

safe — whether alone or with others— at

school, at home, wherever they might be.

4



ALLEN COUNTY PUBLIC LIBRARY

•^

/ 3 1833 00947 0367

G2288:^73
Wachter^ Oralee.

Cl-OSE to home

G2288273

n-s

ALLEN COUNTY PUBLIC LIBRARY

FORT WAYNE, INDIANA 46802

Ycu may return this book to any agency, branch,

bookmobile o< the Ailen County Pubiic Library.





CLOSETO HOME
Oralee Wachter

Illustrated by Jane Aaron

SCHOiASIK
HARtXOVtS

SCHOLASTIC INC., New York



Allen G)unty Public Library

ft. Wayne, Indiana

For Natalie

and her friends

Text copyright ® 1986 by Oralee Wachter.

Illustrations copyright © 1986 by Jane Aaron.

All rights reserved. Published by Scholastic Inc.

No part of this publication may be reproduced in whole or in part, or stored in a retrieval system,

or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise,

without written permission of the publisher For information regarding permission, write to

Scholastic Inc., 730 Broadway New York, NY 10003.

Art direction by Diana Hrisinko./Text design by Sarah McElwain.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Wachter, Oralee.

Close to home.

Summary: Four short stories on the theme of child abduction describe some

dangerous situations children may encounter and how to deal with them.

1 Children's stories, American. [ 1 . Child molesting — Prevention— Fiction.

2. Safety — Fiction. 3. Short stories] I. Title.

PZ7.W1134C1 1986 [Fie] 86-6671

ISBN 0-590-40330-3

12 11 10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 10 6 7 8 9/8 1/9

Printed in the U.S.A. 06



Introduction

G 2288273

What if a person tells you to do something that

doesn^t feel safe? What do you do? What if some-

one wants you to get into a car and go somewhere

that youre not sure it^s okay to go? What do you

say? Should you or shouldn't you?

It's always safer to stick with your friends, stay

with the group, and keep out of dangerous places.

Ydu probably know better than to go anywhere in

a car with a stranger. But what if a stranger acts

friendly, and makes you feel mixed-up? What if

someone you know and trust wants you to go

somewhere you don't want to go? When that hap-

pens, it's hard to know what to do.

These stories are about kids like you, who may

not know what the safe thing is to do. This book

can help you practice taking care of yourself by

showing you all sorts of different situations with

different kinds of people. Above all, it's about

learning to feel and be safe — at school, at home,

wherever you may be.





Super Safe

J ANIENS mother worked at home in her office

upstairs. She had a sign on the door that said Do
Not Disturb Till . The sign had a small

clock on it with hands that moved. After they had

lunch together, Janie walked her mom to the

office. She liked to fix the hands of the clock to say

five o^clock and hang the sign on the doorknob.

"Bye, Mom,^' said Janie. "Have a good day at the

office."

"I will. Remember the rules?" asked her mother.

"Number one, no interruptions, unless it^s super

important. Number two, don't go anywhere with-

out asking first. And number three, Pam's in

charge," answered Janie.

"Right," said her mom. She gave Janie a kiss



good-bye. "If I finish my work early, Fll meet you

and Pam at the playground
"

Pam was Janie's baby-sitter. She was drying the

lunch dishes when Janie came downstairs. They

read the list of errands Janie^s mother had left for

them to do:

Pick up cleaning

Store — choc, bits, brown sugar, eggs,

low'fat milk, bananas

"Looks like were going to make Tollhouse cook-

ies today," said Pam.

"Let^s not put any nuts in them this time, okay?"

said Janie.

"TheyVe not real Tollhouse cookies if they dorft

have nuts," said Pam.

"I dorft care. I like them better that way," Janie

said.

Janie and Pam were getting ready to go to the

store when the doorbell rang. It was Pam's boy-

friend, Gary. He came over to show Pam his new

truck.

"Want to go for a ride in my new pickup?" he



asked. "Fll take both of you for a ride around the

block."

"We have to go to the store" said Pam, "and

then to the playground."

"FU drive you. Come on. It's a great car. You^W

love it " said Gary.

Janie wanted to go. She wasn't sure if it was

okay. "Let's go ask Mom " she said.

"No, were not supposed to interrupt, remem-



ber?" answered Pam. "Gary's a friend of mine. Tm
sure she won't mind. Let's go."

The three of them sat up front and Gary drove

out to the beach, past the store and the play-

ground. His dog, Keats, was scrambling from side

to side in the back of the truck. Gary's truck didn't

have a seat belt for Janie, so she could look out the

back window and watch Keats. He looked funny

with his hair and ears blowing in the wind. Janie

forgot all about meeting her mom.

When Janie's mom got to the playground, it was

late. Only Russell and Sophie were still playing on

the swings.

"Where's Janie?" she asked them.

"Janie's not here," said Russell.

Janie's mom looked upset. She walked over to

the bench where Russell's mother was sitting.

"Have you seen Janie and Pam?" she asked.

"No, they haven't been here today," said Russell's

mother.

"That's funny," said Janie's mom. "I said I might

meet them here. I wonder where they are."

She looked for them all around the playground



and in the Nature Center. I ivonder what could

have happened to therriy she thought. She walked

home as fast as she could. They were not there.

She looked on the kitchen table to see if Pam had

left a note telling her where they had gone. No
note. Janiens mother began to worry about all

kinds of things that might have happened. Maybe

they had a serious accident. She called the hospi-

tal. No little girl had been taken to the hospital.

Maybe they got lost. She was ready to call the

police department.

Just then the door opened, and Janie and Pam

walked in carrying a bag of groceries.

"Hi, Mom," said Janie. "We went for a ride in

Gary^s new truck, with Keats."

Janie^s mom was glad they were home safe. She

was so happy to see them she smiled and hugged

Janie and gave her a big kiss. Then she remem-

bered all the dangerous things that might have

happened to them., and she stopped smiling. She

looked very serious.

"Who^s Gary?" she asked Pam and Janie. "Who's

Keats? Who gave you permission to get into a



truck? Why didrit you go to the playground like

you were supposed to? Didrit you know Fd be wor-

ried about you?" she asked all at once.

Pam tried to explain. "I guess it was my fault"

she said. "Gary^s a friend of mine. I thought it

would be okay to go for a ride with him. I know

Gary real well."

"I know him, too" said Janie. "He^s really nice.

And I love Keats."

"Fm glad hes nice. Thats great. But I dorit

know him" said Janie^s mom. "And that^s the

point. "fouVe not allowed to go anywhere with a

person I dorit know. It^s as simple as that. Always

ask me first. Dorit go anywhere without my per-

mission. No surprises. That^s a rule."

"We didrit want to interrupt you, Mom," said

Janie.

"That's a rule, too, isrit it?" asked Pam. "No

interruptions unless it's important."

"Nothing is more important than being safe. It's

super important," answered Janie's mom. "I have to

know where Janie is and who she is with all the

time. Both of you have to follow the rules so I
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know youVe safe. . , super safe, even when Fm not

with you."

The next day after lunch, Janie took her mom
to the office as usual. Janie set the hands of the

clock at five o^clock and hung the sign on the

doorknob.

"Mom, are you still mad at Pam and me?" asked

Janie.

"It^s not that Fm mad. Fm worried. Fm afraid

you and Pam dorft know what the rules are," she

answered.

"But I do know. Number one, I can^t go any-

where with a person my mom doesrft know. Num-

ber two, Pam's in charge. Number three, if Fm not

sure, I can always call or knock on the door to find

out if it's okay. Right?"

"Right," said her mother. "Now I feel better."

Janie thought about it for a minute. Then she

asked, "If we bake cookies today, and Pam wants

nuts in them and I dorft, should I knock on the

door and ask you what to do?"

Her mom gave her a hug. "Is that super impor-

tant?" asked her mother.
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"Sort of" said Janie, teasing.

"Okay. How about half with nuts, and half

without?" suggested her mom.

"Good idea " said Janie. "Have a good day at the

office, Mom."

"Have a good day with Pam," answered her

mother, smiling.



Shortcut

RAUL didrft have to hear the bell ring to know

he was late. The halls were empty, as if a giant

magnet had pulled everyone off the playground,

into their classrooms, and slammed the doors

shut. Not again^ he thought. I better have a good

excuse,

Mrs. Schaffer looked up from her desk when

Paul opened the door. She took out the roll book

and put a check mark next to his name. "Late

again," she said. "What happened this time?"

Everyone stopped what they were doing to hear

one of PauPs "long stories" about why he was

always late. "Did the dog eat your homework?"

yelled out his friend Chip. Everyone giggled.

"Well, it's a long story..." he began. Mrs.

Schaffer motioned time-out with her hands. That

meant stop.

13



"ril have plenty of time to listen after school,

Paul. Get started on your workbook now"

"I can^t stay today. I have hockey practice after

school " said Paul. "Coach is choosing the team to

play in the league. IfTm late again hell drop me."

Mrs. Schaffer was not impressed. "Well talk

about it after school."

At three o^clock the bell rang. Paul watched his

friends go off to hockey practice with their sticks

and skates. In a few minutes they would be speed-



ing over the ice, while he was going to be stuck in

school with Mrs. Schaffer forever.

At three-thirty she let him go, and Paul dashed

out the door. If he wasn't on the ice by four o'clock

sharp, his coach made him sit on the bench for

the whole practice. Vll never make it, Ws probably

four o^clock already. What a day this is turning out to

be. He hurried down the street toward the skating

rink.

The safest way to get there was through the

shopping mall, then down ten more long blocks.

The fastest way was to take the shortcut. Paul

thought about it for a minute. The shortcut was

through a vacant lot full of weeds and bushes and

junk. Nobody was supposed to go in. There was a

fence around it to keep people out, but someone

had cut and twisted it down to the ground in a

couple of places.

Paul knew the shortcut was off limits. All the

kids did. But they didn't believe strange things

happened there. Paul and his friends had raced

through it together lots of times. First, they'd make

a lot of noise whooping and roaring to scare away
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anyone who might be lurking in the bushes. Then

theyti skip over the empty cans and dodge around

piles of junk, practicing hockey moves as they ran.

Paul stood by the hole in the fence behind the

supermarket where the huge trucks unloaded. He

put his foot on the rusted wires. He had never

taken the shortcut by himself. The place looked

kind of scary in the late afternoon shadows. He

wished his friends were there to make him feel
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braver. Should I or shouldnt I? he asked himself.

Paul zipped his jacket all the way up and stepped

over the fence. He could see the flat roof of the

skating rink in the distance as he started to walk

quickly through the tangled weeds. This isnt so

body he thought. Vll be there in a couple of minutes.

He sidestepped an old broken car seat, and contin-

ued on his way. "This is no big deal,'^ he said out

loud. "This isn^t scary or anything. No problem."

I bet everyone is suited up by now, TheyWe proba-

bly just hitting the ice. He walked a little faster,

thinking about how much he wanted to make the

team. I hope Coach isnt mad at me, 1 better think of

an excuse for being late to practice, Paul had gone

more than halfway, when he saw a man step out of

the bushes up ahead.

"Hey, you there," the man called out. "What are

you doing in here?"

Paul stopped on the spot. The sun was setting.

All he could see was the shape of a tall man wear-

ing a hat. He couldn't see the man's face in the

shadow of the hat. His heart was suddenly beating

very fast.
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""fouVe not supposed to be here. This is private

property" said the man. Paul could see the man's

breath steam up in the cold air. "Come with me."

The man took a few steps toward him, getting

closer and closer. Paul wanted to run, but for a

moment, he couldn't move. His legs felt like

wooden poles stuck in the ground. He felt sweaty

inside his jacket.

"What do you mean?" said Paul. "Where are we

going?"

"Stay right there," said the man. He pointed
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to a van parked on the other side of the field.

"Pm going to take you home before you get into

trouble"

The man kept walking slowly toward him. He

was almost close enough to touch, when he

reached out to grab PauPs arm. Paul jumped back.

He ducked to the side, spun around, and ran. He

headed straight for the hole in the fence and the

safety of the supermarket, jumping over the weeds

and broken bottles on the way. He didn^t know if

the man was chasing him or not. He was afraid to

look back. He kept running through the parking

lot, past the loading dock, and around to the front

of the store. The automatic doors swung open and

he ran inside.

His heart was pounding so loud he could hear

it. He flopped down on a stack of dog food bags in

front of the checkout counter to catch his breath.

He sat there for a long time, watching for the man

through the glass storefront. There was no sign of

him.

As soon as he was sure the man was nowhere in

sight, Paul began to calm down. When he felt bet-
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ter, he walked slowly to hockey practice. It took a

long time. It was almost dark when he got there.

He could hear the voices of his teammates and the

sound of their skates and hockey sticks scraping on

the ice. It was too late to bother putting on his

uniform. Paul sat down and watched the game. At

halftime the coach noticed him sitting on the

bench.

"Paul, I see you finally got here. What took you

so long?" he asked.

"It's a long story, Coach/* said Paul. His voice

was small and shaky.

"What's the matter, Paul?" said the coach. "You

look like you need a friend."

"Y3U wouldn't believe me if I told you," said

Paul.

"Try me," said the coach. "Tell me what hap-

pened."

"Well," said Paul, "first I was late to school. Then

I had to stay after school 'cause I was late getting

there. And that made me late to hockey. So, I took

a shortcut. I cut across that deserted lot by the

supermarket."
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"Don't you know that place isrft safe?" asked the

coach.

""feah, but I did it anyway" said Paul "I was walk-

ing along, when this man came out of nowhere. He

acted like a guard, but I don't think he really was. He

tried to grab me and put me in his van."

"What did you do?" asked the coach.

"1 just took off. I ran away from him. That's why I

didn't get here on time," said Paul. "This is probably

the worst day ofmy life."



"I wouldrit say that " said the coach, "Fd say this

was your lucky day. "fou were very lucky to get away"

""feah, but maybe he really was a security guard

"

said Paul

"I doubt it. It sounds like he was trying to scare

you into going with him. Ifs a good thing you didrft

let him talk you into it " answered the coach.

"But if he was the police, or someone like that, FU

be in trouble," said Paul.

"No you worit," said the coach. "If he was the

police, he'll understand. Hell know you were looking

out for yourself and being careful. Getting out of

there was absolutely the right thing to do."

Paul put his head down on the bench. "I wish I

had been here. Then none of this would have hap-

pened," said Paul.

"True," said the coach. "But you learned some-

thing important today. Dorit go off by yourself Stick

with your friends. Stay with the group. And keep

out of places that arerit safe."

"I guess I didrft make the team," said Paul.

"I wouldrit say that either," said the coach. "%u

were quick on your feet. You used good judgment
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and got out of a tight spot. I can always use a player

like that. You get here on time tomorrow, and FU

give you another chance to try out for the team."

Paul sat up, feeling much better. "Ill be here," he

said. "Four o'clock sharp." He watched the rest of the

game from the bench. When it was over, Paul and

his friends took the long way home, down the safe,

familiar streets they knew, together.
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Girl Friends

XLE only thing Gina and Kim had in common

was living at the top of Hillcrest Road, the steep-

est, longest, hardest hill in the whole city. Even

cars had a hard time going up that hill. Every day

since the first grade they had walked home to-

gether, zigzagging up the seven long blocks to the

top. Gina was the tallest girl in the sixth grade.

Kim was the second shortest. Gina had two sisters.

Kim had two brothers. Gina wore lots of lipstick,

read romance novels, and saved her money to buy

clothes. Kim wore any old thing, loved science

fiction, and wanted to be the class president. They

were best friends.

Halfway up the hill Gina and Kim turned

around and walked backward to give their tired

legs a rest. It also gave them a clear view of any car
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that was coming up the hill. When they saw some-

one they knew, like a neighbor or one of Kim^s

brothers, Gina would stick out her thumb and beg

for a ride to the top of the hilL Sometimes it

worked.

"Do you think Ned TliUy is nice?" asked Gina.

"No. Definitely not. He's always showing off,"

said Kim.

"I think he's cute," said Gina.

""fou think everyone's cute," said Kim.

"I do not."

"What about Brian?" asked Kim. "I thought you

liked him."

"Were friends. He's okay," said Gina.

"I think he's dumb," said Kim.

"You think everyone's dumb," said Gina.

"I do not!" they both said at the same time.

They walked backward up the hill without saying

a word to each other, until Gina noticed a blue car

climbing slowly up the hill, getting closer and

closer.

"Here comes a car," said Gina. "I want a ride."

"Is it someone we know?" asked Kim hopefully.
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"It's too far away. I can't tell/' said Gina, squint-

ing her eyes at the car.

When the car finally made it up to them, it

stopped, and a young man wearing a Tshirt waved

to them. He stuck his head out of the window and

called out.

"Hi," he said. "Do you girls know where Moun-

tain View Road is?"

"Mountain View? Sure. It's two more blocks

straight up the hill," Gina told him.

"Great. Thanks a lot. Are you going that way?"

he asked.

"^ah. We go all the way to the top," said Gina.

"Well, get in, and I'll drive you," said the man.

"No. That's okay," said Kim. "We can walk."

"Are you sure?" he said. "It's a long hill."

Gina looked at Kim. "C'mon, let's get in. I will if

you will," she said.

"You go ahead if you want to," said Kim. "I'm

walking."

"I guess I'll walk," Gina said to him.

"Okay. Whatever you say. Maybe I'll see you

around again some time." He stuck his arm out the
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window and waved as he drove up the hilL Gina

waved back,

"Whyy you say no?" complained Gina. "Now

we have to walk up this humongus hill."

"Didrft you ever hear about not talking to stran-

gers?" said Kim.

"He wasn^t that kind of a stranger. He wasrft a

weirdo or anything " said Gina.

"What if he didrft want to let us out of the car?"

asked Kim. "Then what?"
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"Well, you didn't have to be so mean to him"

said Gina.

"Ydu didn't have to be so nice to him, either/'

said Kim. She turned around and started to walk

forward up the hilL

Gina turned around, too. "I was just being

friendly," she said. "I thought you were the one

who liked to be sooooo friendly to everyone."

"That's different. Those are my friends. Not

some man I don't even know, who tries to pick up

two girls. He gave me a creepy feeling," said Kim.

"He wasn't a man. He wasn't any older than

your brother," said Gina. "I think he was cute."

"You would," said Kim.

"Y3U act like such a baby sometimes," said Gina.

"I wish you'd just grow up."

Kim didn't answer. They walked silently to the

top of the hill. Then Kim turned to the right and

Gina turned to the left. They didn't say, "So long,"

or "See you," like they usually did.

The next day Kim was still mad. She started up

the hill alone. It seemed even longer and steeper

without someone to talk to. Even arguing with
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Gina is better than this^ she thought.

Then she saw the same blue car parked up

ahead. The man in the Tshirt was standing there,

leaning against the open door. What's he want

now? she wondered. He cant be lost again.

"Hi " he said. "Remember me?^^

Kim ignored him.

"Want a ride?" he asked.
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"No" she answered. Kim crossed the street to

get away from him. She turned around and walked

backward to see what he was going to do next.

"Where's your friend?" he asked.

Kim just ignored him.

None of your business, she thought to herself.

Then Kim saw Gina walking up the hill toward

the blue car. She wondered if Gina would be

dumb enough to get into the car with him.

Gina stopped when she got to the car. Kim

could see them talking. Then she saw the man put

his hand on Ginas shoulder. It gave Kim that

creepy feeling about him again. She started to run

down the hill toward Gina.

"Geeeennnah!" called Kim. It was hard to keep

from going too fast. "Wait a second."

Gina looked up and saw Kim running downhill

at full speed. She almost crashed right into them.

"What do you want?" said Gina. "What's

wrong?"

Kim didn't know exactly what to say. She just

knew she didn't want Gina getting into the car

with that man.
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"C^mon, Gina/^ said the man. "Lets go" He

kept his hand on Gina s shoulder and pulled her a

little closer to him.

Kim grabbed Gina^s other arm.

"Dorft, Gina," said Kim. "WeVe walking."

Gina looked at Kim. "I guess I better not " Gina

said to the man.

"C'mon, honey" he said. "There's nothing to be

afraid of."

"Don't answer him" said Kim. "Let's just go

home, Gina, please."
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"Dorit listen to her. She^s just a kid/^ he said to

Gina. "Let^s go" He took Gina's arm and tried to

pull her into the car.

"Hey! Let go of her" Kim yelled. Gina pulled

her arm away and stood next to Kim. "Just leave

us alone" Kim went on yelling. "I told my father

about you. I took your license number. He's going

to report you to the police. You better get out of

here."

"Dorft get so excited " said the man. "I was just

going to drive your friend home. Right, Gina?"

Gina was too scared to answer him. She and

Kim crossed the street and watched the blue car

drive up the hill. He didn't wave good-bye this

time.

"Fm sorry I said all that stuff yesterday" said

Gina.

"Me, too" said Kim.

"Did you really give his license number to your

father?" asked Gina.

"No. But I told my mom that you and I had a

fight about that guy. She said to get his license

number if he ever bothered us again."
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"Are you going to tell her?" asked Gina.

"^ah, I guess so" said Kim. "Maybe shell call

the police and have them check the guy out. My
mom does things like that."

"What good will that do?" asked Gina.

"I don't know. Maybe he hangs around schools

and tries to pick up other kids dumb enough to

get into his car."

"Do you think he was trying to kidnap me or

something?" said Gina.



"Probably. If I hadn't saved you" said Kim.

"I wasn't really going to get into his car" said

Gina.

""fou were, too" said Kim.

"I was not!" they both said together. Then they

laughed and turned around to walk up the hill

backward the rest of the way home.
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Close to Home

Th.ERRiE was surprised to see her dad waiting in the

car after school one day. It was right in the middle

of the week, before Thanksgiving vacation. She

didrft expect to see him until Saturday.

Terrie ran over to the car. "Daddy, how come

you re here today?" she said.

"Hop in, Terrie," said her father. "WeVe going to

pick up your brother. IVe got a surprise for both of

you.

"How come?" asked Terrie. "It^s Wednesday."

"That's okay," answered Mr. Phillips. "Youll see.

Get in."

They drove to Marshall Junior High to pick up

Jeff. While they waited for the bell to ring, Terrie

wondered what the surprise could be. Ever since

her parents were divorced she only saw her father

every other weekend. Her mother was very strict

about that. If her dad called and said, "Can I pick
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up the kids tomorrow and take them to a ball

game?*^ her mother always answered, "No. We
made an agreement about that, Jack. Let's just

stick to the agreement."

Before "the agreement" they used to argue all

the time about who Terrie and Jeff should live

with. "TheyVe my children and I love them," said

her mother. "I want them to live with me."

"TheyVe my children, too, and I love them just

as much as you do," said her father. "I want them

to live with me."

Finally, her mother and father went to court

and a judge made them agree to take turns. She

said they were supposed to live with their mother

most of the time, and every other weekend they

could stay with their father at his house. That's

what they always did.

In a few minutes the school bell rang and Jeff

came out of the gym carrying his skateboard.

When he saw his father he was just as surprised as

Terrie had been.

"Hey, Dad, what's up?" said Jeff, ""fou re not sup-

posed to pick us up today, are you?"
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"Get in, Jeff. Fll tell you all about it in the car"

answered his father.

"Okay," said Jeff, "but does Mom know youVe

here?"

His father didrft answer. "Jeff, youVe making us

late. Hurry up."

"Fm coming," said Jeff. He got in the car and

put his skateboard on the backseat.

"Okay, Daddy. Now tell us, where are we

going?" said Terrie.

"Yeah, and how come weVe in such a big

hurry?" asked Jeff.

"Y^ull see. It's a surprise," said their father.
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"What kind of surprise?" said Jefif.

"A big one. How does Disney World sound to

you?" said their father.

"It sounds great. But it's in Florida, Dad" said

Jeff.

"Florida? Well, I guess that's where well have to

go, then," he said.

"Are you just kidding around. Dad?"

He handed Jeff a folder of airline tickets. "Take a

look, Jeff. See if they say Disney World on them."

Jeff opened the folder and took out the airline

tickets. "Disney World," he read. "You mean we're

going right now?"

**Why not? WeVe got four whole days for

Thanksgiving, and I thought we should do some-

thing really different. Were going to have a great

time."

"But we always go to Aunt Sally's for Thanks-

giving," said Jeff.

"Well, this year is different," Mr. Phillips

answered. "This year we're going to be together."

Terrie had a funny feeling right then and there. i

"Did Mom say I could go, too?" .
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"Of course she did" said Mr. Phillips.

That didnt sound like her mom at all. "Are you

sure?" asked Terrie.

"I said she did, didrft I?" answered her father.

"How come you two are so suspicious?" he

asked. "Fm your father. Carft I take you on a trip?"

"Sure " said Jeff. "But how come Mom didn't tell

us about it?"

"Maybe she didn't want to spoil the surprise.

"fou both sound like Fm kidnapping you, or some-

thing," said their father.

"What's kidnapping?" asked Terrie.

"That's when someone takes you away, and

doesn't bring you back," said Jeff. "I saw it on TV.

They showed pictures of kids who never got to go

back home. And their parents keep on looking for

them all over the country."

"What about our clothes and stuff?" asked

Terrie.

"I already thought of that, and I put some of

your things in the trunk. Anyway, we don't need

much down there. If we need anything, we can

buy it when we get there. Right?" asked her father.
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"Yeah, I guess so" said Terrie.

"Now, will you two stop worrying?" asked their

father,

"It just seems funny," said Jeff. "Not saying good-

bye to Mom "

"If you don't want to go," said their father, "111

turn around right now. I thought it was a great

idea. But if you'd rather stay home, all you have to

do is say so. I know plenty of kids who'd love to go

to Disney World."

Terrie and Jeff didn't say anything for the rest of

the ride to the airport. Terrie knew she wasn't sup-

posed to go anywhere with anyone without her

mother's permission. Her mom always made her

promise to call home and check in if she was going

to be late or anything like that. But this was differ-

ent. Being with her father didn't count. Did it?

Terrie wondered if her mom was worried about

them. Then her mother would be mad at her

father and they'd get into a big fight. Terrie hated

it when they got into arguments about her and

Jeff.

"Daddy," said Terrie, "when we get to the air-
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port, Fm going to call Mom. I want to tell her

something, okay?"

"WeVe not going to have time for that, Terrie,"

said her father. "It's getting late and I don't want us

to miss the plane."

"But I want to talk to her," said Terrie. Her eyes

were filling with tears.

"We have plenty of time," said Jeff. "The tickets

said the plane leaves at five-thirty. You can call

Mom, Terrie. Don't worry about it."

"Promise?" said Terrie.

"I promise," said her father, "but only if we have

enough time."

The airport was crowded with people going

away for the holiday. They had to stand in long

lines and wait their turn to check in and get their

seats on the plane.

"We want three seats together in the No Smok-

ing Section," said Mr. Phillips.

"Can I call Moin now?" asked Terrie.

"Not now," said her father.

He took Terrie's hand firmly and led her to the

security check-in. They waited in another long line
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while all the passengers were checked to be sure

nothing dangerous was taken onto the plane.

"Can I call now?" asked Terrie.

"No" said her father. He looked angry. "I go to

all this trouble to give you a good time. Fve spent a

lot of money, too. And all I get from both of you is

a lot of questions. I don't want to hear another

word about your mother."

Mr. Phillips took them to the snack bar and

ordered french fries and lemonade. "Fm going to

get some magazines. I want you two to sit here and

eat your fries" he said. "Well be getting on the

plane in a couple of minutes."

Jeff and Terrie sat at the table and stared at their

fries. "Jeff, how come Daddy worft let me call

home?" said Terrie.

"I dorft know," said Jeff. "Something's wrong."

"Mom's going to be so mad at me. She says.

Always call, "foure never too busy to call home,'"

said Terrie sadly.

Jeff remembered the pictures of kids he'd seen on

TV — the ones who went off with someone and

couldn't get home again.
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"Maybe we better not go " said Jeff.

"But hell feel real bad/^ said lerrie, "like we

don't want to be with him."

"I know, but if hes taking us away without

Moms permission, she'll feel bad, too," said Jeff.

"Well be in trouble no matter what we do."

Their father came back with bubble gum and

magazines. "Hey, come on, you kids haven't eaten

anything."

"I'm not hungry," said Jeff.

"Not hungry for french fries? What's wrong?"

asked his father. "Are you sick?"
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"No," said Jeff. He poked at the soggy fries with

his finger. "I just don't want them.'' Then he

pushed the plate away. "I don't want to go to Dis-

ney World, either," Jeff blurted out. "I don't believe

you. I don't think Mom said we could go."

"Jeff, that's enough. I'm your father and when

you're with me you'll do as I say."

"Why won't you let Terrie call Mom? She just

wants to say good-bye." Now Jeff was almost in

tears, too. "You're just trying to trick us into going.

You're going to get us all in trouble."

Mr. Phillips frowned. "I'll take the blame. No-

body's going to get in trouble. I'll call your mother

myself when we get there. There's nothing to

worry about."

"But that's not fair!" said Jeff. "We have to do

what you say and we have to do what Mom says,

too. How are we supposed to do both? I don't want

to go to Disney World. It won't be any fun like

this."

"Is that how you feel, Terrie?" asked her father.

"Are you going to let me down, too?"

Terrie nodded her head.
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"Fm disappointed in both of you, but I guess

there^s no point in going " he said. "Ill just return

the tickets and forget about the whole thing."

When Terrie and Jeff got home their mother

was very upset. She was mad at their father. Their

father was mad at both of them. They felt mixed-

up about the whole thing.

Their mother and father stood on the lawn,

yelling at each other. Terrie and Jeff went upstairs.
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This is what always happened. A little while later

Mrs. Phillips came upstairs.

"rm so glad both of you are home, safe and

sound/^ said their mother. She put her arms

around them and hugged them tight. "Are you

sure youVe okay?"

"Yes. WeVe fine," said Jeff. "Nothing happened.

Dad just wanted to take us on a vacation."

"He knows he should have asked me," said their

mother.

"Ydu always say no!" said Jeff.

"Now youre mad at Dad, arerft you?" asked

Terrie.

"Of course I am," she answered. "I didrft know

where you were. IVe been worried about you all

afternoon. Your father has no right to take you

away without discussing it with me first. It^s against

the law."

"Against the law? What do you mean?" asked

Jeff.

"When your dad and I were divorced, we signed

an agreement. That's like a promise. We agreed

that when youVe with either one of us the other

46



parent has to know where you are, and has to say

tfs okay. Breaking that promise is like breaking the

law. It^s very serious.'*

"What's going to happen?" asked Jeff. "Is Dad in

trouble?"

"I don't know. Fm angry at your father because

he broke his promise, and he nearly broke the law.

I want to make sure that nothing like this ever

happens again. But I want you to know Fm proud

of both of you. I'm sure you were very confused. I

know it was hard, but you did the right thing."



That night in her own bed, Terrie felt better.

She was disappointed, but she was glad she was

safe at home. She wished the trip to Disney World

had turned out differently. She wished her father

had planned the trip the right way. She wished her

mother had said she could go and had helped her

pack a suitcase. She even imagined her mother

smiling and waving good-bye at the door. Terrie

snuggled down under the covers. She hoped that

next time it would be like that.
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