Full House Fan Fiction
The Joy Of Good Deeds
By: Doug Fowler

This was a book | tried to get published in the book series, but not only has ny
writing inproved

a whole lot &1 don't feel like overhauling this (when | have ny own works) but
after 9/1 security

at airports is nuch tighter, and this wouldn't happen, neaning a whol e new

expl anati on of how

this girl got there would be needed. So, enjoy..

M CHELLE AND FRI ENDS - THE JOY OF GOOD DEEDS
Chapter One

Ni ne-year-old Mchelle Tanner |ounged in the | arge, crowded airport
termnal. She sat in
front of her dad's best friend, Joey d adstone. She was reading a mnystery.
M chel | e enj oyed
many kinds of riddles. Her mnd flooded with questions as she tried to discover
clues. It
bei ng summertinme, nost of her time was spent playing. However, at times |ike
this, she was
gl ad she | oved to read.

She and Joey were waiting for an airplane to arrive. Her Uncle Jesse and
his famly were
returning from Twi nsburg, GChio. Jesse, her Aunt Becky, and their four-year-old
twi n boys,
Ni cky and Alex, had flown there for a vacation. They'd attended that city's
annual tw ns

festival. Mchelle's hone had felt very enpty w thout themthere.

Suddenl y, she heard a voice behind her. "W'IlIl |ook for your daddy," cane
t he soot hi ng
t one.

M chell e gl anced up. She shifted to her right. A lady in a dark bl ue
uni form wal ked with

a small girl. Mchelle determned that the lady was a flight attendant. The
girl appeared to be
crying. "I wonder if | can help," she asked herself.

She watched as the two wal ked to an enpty row of seats. It was m dway

bet ween t hem
and the terminal sign. Apparently, the person they were | ooking for wasn't
t here.

M chell e decided to investigate. The tot could probably use sonme conpany.
"Hey, Joey.
' mgoing over there for a while," she told the fellowin front of her. She
poi nted toward the
enpty seats.

"Ckay, but stay in here. Don't go beyond that terminal sign." He
i ndicated a yell ow sign
behind him It hung fromthe ceiling about 100 feet away.

"I won't." Mchelle put down her book and jogged toward the girl. The tot
sat al one.
M chel | e deenmed her to be about 3 or 4. She was a couple inches shorter than
her cousi ns.
She had | ong, black hair.

M chel l e sat beside the child. She noticed another attendant smling at
her. She grinned



back. She | oved maki ng people feel good. Mchelle overheard the attendant say
she woul d | ook
for soneone. Another attendant remained in the area, glancing over fromtime to
tinme.

M chell e put an armaround the weeping girl to confort her. "Hi, |I'm
M chel l e. You | ook
really sad. Are you lost," she inquired.

The child wasn't sure who Mchelle was. However, she was too lonely to
ask. Al she
could do was think about how strange everything was. She couldn't figure out
how she'd

gotten there. "l mss ny Daddy," whined the child.

Mchelle smled at the girl. "I was right. The girl's lost." Qut |oud,
she reassured her. "He'l
cone | ooking for you, I"'msure," Mchelle renarked.

As M chell e | ooked up, Joey glanced back to check on her. Joey smled.
"I"'msure he's
thinking that 1'mjust |ike Dad, always huggi ng and showi ng | ove to others.
And, he's right."

M chel | e thought about the girl seated next to her. The child appeared a
little nore
confortable, though still puzzled. Mchelle inagined that the airport felt
quite strange. It was
so large, and easy to get lost there.

M chel | e understood why the tot would miss a parent so nuch. She sonetines
m ssed
knowi ng what it was like to have a nom Mchelle's nother, Pam had di ed when
she was a
baby. Her father, Danny Tanner, had needed hel p raising her and her sisters,
St ephani e, now
14, and D.J., now 19. So, her Uncle Jesse and Joey noved in with them Later,
her Uncl e
Jesse had narried. Now her Aunt Becky, N cky, and Alex also lived there.

The girl looked less fearful. Mchelle could tell she made the girl fee
nore secure.
However, the child still whinpered sadly.

The girl's next words stunned Mchelle. "He left,"” the child spoke shyly.

The conment added to Mchelle's confusion. "Wwo, your dog," Mchelle
wondered. Her
face showed incredible puzzlenment. "If |I was lost, | sure wouldn't be thinking
about our dog
Conet . "

A slight smile enmerged on the girl's face. The thought was silly to her.
She told her new
friend the answer. "No, Daddy." Mchelle seened nore like a friend to her al
the tine.

M chel | e was happy that her m stake had caused a small giggle to cone
t hrough the tears.
However, she wondered why anyone would |l eave this tiny child. O, had the girl
m sunder st ood
her question? That easily could have happened, M chelle determ ned. She
couldn't have been
very old, so she might not even grasp things the way Mchelle coul d..

As the girl wept on Mchelle's shoulder, the older girl stroked the tot's
[ ong, black hair. "It's
going to be okay." She asked her where the tot had | ast seen her dad. She
| earned the girl had
gotten into his car when he was | eaving. Wen he got out, she tried to follow
him but lost him

M chelle grinned slightly. She thought she understood the problem She
tried to finish the



little girl's story for her. "So," Mchelle deduced, "you cane into this
airport. Then, you asked
one of those flight attendants for help, right?"

The other girl lifted her head and | ooked Mchelle in the eye. Watever
her new friend was
saying, it was wong. However, she did seemto know sone things. She was
ol der. Perhaps she

could help her. "I got on a plane,” the girl admtted. She was still teary,
but felt nore tal kative
around M chelle. She even added to her story. "There were |ots of people."

Now, Mchelle was really perplexed. "Uh...you did get off, didn't you?
You are fromhere in
San Franci sco, right?" The nane seened totally foreign to the girl. Mchelle
coul d have naned a
planet, for all she knew. "Were are you fron?" The girl hesitated. Mchelle
qui ckly said
"California?" The child | ooked puzzled, with all the question flying at her at
once. "The United

St at es?"

Just then, a stewardess wal ked up to the girls. "Thanks for sitting with
her, dear," she said to
M chelle. "She cane on a plane alone. Apparently, her dad isn't here yet. A

st ewar dess suddenly
saw her in a seat. She would only say she wanted to see her daddy. She was in
a ticketed seat, so
we figured she must know where she's going."

"Actually..." Mchelle was going to explain the situation. However, the
woman was
sumoned away for something el se before Mchelle could talk. Therefore, she
sinmply nuttered
"you're wel cone." Maybe she should try to find out where the flight started.

d anci ng around, Mchelle noticed a man wal ki ng toward them fromthe hal
out si de the
termnal. The fellow | ooked rather well dressed. He suddenly called out to the
girl. "Come on,
"Il take you to your Daddy."

The child stood. Finally, soneone knew where her daddy was. However,
bef ore she could go
anywhere, M chelle quickly grabbed her arm "Don't go," the older girl
whi spered. "There

sonething | don't like about this." She decided wal king with her over to Joey
woul d be the best
thing to do.

The little girl hesitated. She wanted to talk to the strange nan. He said
"“come on, honey,
your Daddy's waiting." The child tried to break free of Mchelle.

M chelle wouldn't let her go. "That's not her dad, and | don't think he
even knows her. |'ve
got to do sonething!"

Chapter Two



Mchelle pulled the girl toward her. She gave her a fast hug. She ensured
they were a safe
di stance away. The stranger was a good fifteen feet fromthem She considered
that quite safe.
However, another problemhit her. "Ch no, | need a girl's nanme!"

Her mother's was the first to come to mind. She'd been thinking about how
she m ssed her.

It was just like the girl mssed her dad. "Ch, Pam" Mchelle remarked. She
ran toward Joey with
t he stunned youngster in tow. "I'mso glad we found you. Daddy and | were so

worried because
you were |lost!"

M chel l e gl anced behind her. "Good, the man's not following. | really
surprised him"

Now, the tot felt as confused as she had ever been. She hadn't given her
real nanme to this
other girl. But, why would she call her Pan? "What..." cane the stunned
whi sper.

M chelle and the girl wal ked toward Joey. She lectured the girl slightly.
She used a stern but

| oving voice. Mchelle thought she sounded |ike her dad. "Listen, you never go
wi th someone
like that. | don't think he knew your daddy at all."

The tot saw things differently. The man had said he would do it. So, how
coul d he not know
her daddy? "But, he said..."

M chel | e shushed her as they reached Joey's chair. She noticed the
stranger wal king slowy
toward them She whispered to Joey. "Joey, you're Dad right now This is your
younger
daughter, Panmy."

Wth a quite curious |ook, Joey laid the comcs section beside him He
gazed at the girls. "I'm
what? Wo is..."

“I'"l'l explain." Mchelle hugged Joey and the startled girl. The tot
deci ded they nust be
pl ayi ng sone kind of weird ganme. She didn't know if she wanted to be part of it
or not.

So the nman coul d overhear, Mchelle spoke loudly. "Yes, Dad, it's so great
we found Panmy.
W were worried sick, weren't we?" She turned to the man, notioning for Joey to
| ook at him
"Pamy was | ooki ng for her daddy. But, | found her before this man could take
her to you."
She hoped Joey caught her point.

This further startled the tot. Hadn't her friend just said she didn't
t hi nk he knew her daddy?
She thought that's what she understood. And now, he did? O was she
sayi ng...no, because this
man wasn't her daddy. Boy, was she confused! Luckily, so nany odd things
happened, she had
no tine to be scared. She took quite a while just thinking about things.

Wil e Joey considered what to say, the man stammered. "Unh....this is your
daughter, Sir?"

Still confused, Joey decided he should play along. Mchelle had enphasized
the words "t ake

her." In fact, she had over-dramatized them The little girl decided things
were too weird for her
to talk. "Uh, yeah, this here's ny daughter Pammy and..." He | ooked at

Mchelle, as if to ask her
what her nane was supposed to be.



"Donna Jo," Mchelle said quickly. This was her oldest sister D.J.'s ful
nane. A name only
her famly and close friends knew. "But, you can call ne Donna."

"Ch...okay. And, | guess you're waiting for your non?" The girls | ooked
quite different.
M chelle's hair was strawberry bl onde. However, one of them could be adopted.
They seened to
know each other. He could tell he would get nowhere here. The man | eft.

Al three | ooked on as the man exited the terninal. He di sappeared down
the hal lway. Joey
finally turned to Mchelle. "Mchelle, what's going on? | feel like we're

going to a Hal |l oween
party di sgui sed as each other."
Still confused and slightly scared, the girl spoke. She felt shier now
t hat anot her adult was
with her and her friend. Especially since her friend had just acted so odd
hersel f. She spoke to
M chel | e/ Donna. "Wy did you call nme Pan®"
"Because | didn't get your real nane,"
anyway, it's bad to give
your real nanme to strange adults. Unless it's the police."
The girl began to whinmper. She didn't want to be bad. And yet, she
expected that the man
woul d have taken her to her daddy. She'd wanted to tell himwho she was.
Joey looked the little girl in the eye. He turned her face toward him
"Mchelle's right. He

M chelle stated sinply. "And

could have said anything. |If he said he was a dog that woul dn't nake hi m one.
Even if he started
bar ki ng. "

The child woul d have believed that a man woul d bark. Things were quite
bi zarre here. Mich
stranger than sinply a new place. For one thing, her friend now had two nanes.
Only one coul d

be right. "Mchelle?" The tot was quite perplexed. She hoped the older girl
could explain. "Are
you M chelle or Donna?"
"She's Mchelle. Donna's her pretend nane," joked Joey. "What's yours?”
"Well..." She recognized the word "pretend." She wondered if people

pretended a | ot here.
Wher ever she was. Right now, the nost inportant thing was | earning about this
pl ace. Finding
her way hone was also inportant. However, to feel nore secure, she wanted to
know nore.

Wth a very shy smle, she tilted her head. She |ooked at M chelle, who
nodded her approval.
She determined if Mchelle said it was okay, it was. M chelle had hugged her
right away, after all.
"My nane's Betty."

"Good to neet you, |I'm..
"Betty's a pretty
nane. Wiy don't you sit and read while | talk to Mchelle."

"I don't know how to read."” She hoped she wasn't expected to.

"Then |l ook at the pictures.”" Turning to Mchelle, Joey spoke lowy with a
puzzl ed tone.
"M chelle, what's going on? And, why are we pretending to be everyone el se?"

M chel | e wondered how to explain. She didn't have a lot of facts. So, she
stunbl ed al ong

Joey decided to skip that explanation for now.

with what she had. "Well, this girl...Betty got on a plane she wasn't supposed
to. She was
| ooking for her dad. | think he ran away." She was guessing that was what was

nmeant by her dad



| eaving. Wiy else would he be at an airport? "She's probably small enough she
snuck through a
cromd in the termnal. She cane here, and now...well, now she's here."

M chell e gl anced at the doorway to her left. Her Uncle Jesse, Aunt Becky,
Ni cky, and Al ex
were wal king toward them N cky and Al ex rushed up to Mchelle, al nost knocking
her down.
"\Whoa, baby, you guys are getting big!"

Betty slunk back in her seat. Mre people? It was becomi ng al nost as
crowded as that big,
long place with all the seats. She'd sat down when everyone el se did. Then,
she'd told the nice
| ady she was going to see her daddy. Wherever she was now, he wasn't here.

"How was the twi nsfest?" Joey wondered.

"I't was great," Jesse remarked. "Everyone loved their Elvis outfits."
Jesse was a huge fan of
singer Elvis Presley. He tried to pass some of that interest on to his kids.

Betty grabbed M chelle's hand and spoke in a whisper. "Wo are all these
peopl e?"

"Ch, Betty," Mchelle remarked suddenly. She had forgotten about her for a
noment. "“This
is my Uncle Jesse and Aunt Becky, and their boys, Nicky and Alex. This is
Betty."

"Hi, Betty," cane Becky's grinning response. "Did you come with Mchelle
to get us?”

Betty felt alittle nore confortable, though not nuch. M chelle whispered
for her to answer.
The young girl responded. She thought she understood the question. How had she
come? "I
cane in a plane."

Jesse scratched his head, unable to nmake sense of that comment. He tried

to explain. "Wat
she neans is, right now, did you cone with her." Betty shrugged. "Let ne try
it this way. Do
you live in the nei ghborhood?" Another blank stare came. "That is...our
nei ghbor hood. " Jesse
turned to Becky and asked "are ny question too hard?"
M chelle could tell the many queries were quite peculiar to the girl. She

was glad to be able to
hel p. She just hoped the tot would feel nore talkative.

"Where do you know M chelle from dear,"” Becky wanted to know.

Betty wasn't sure what to nake of all those questions. She also had no idea
what their
nei ghbor hood was. She knew where she'd net Mchelle, though. "Fromhere,"
spoke Betty. "I
nmet her Daddy, too."

Becky rai sed her eyebrows. "How could she neet Danny? | thought he was
wor ki ng on our
show. " Danny and Becky hosted a tel evision show called "Wake Up, San
Franci sco. "

Joey explained. "She thinks |'m Danny."

As Jesse | ooked nore confused, Betty pointed to Mchelle. Maybe this
strange man needed to
know about how M chel |l e pretended. "She was M chelle, then she was Donna Jo."

Jesse was conpletely bewi | dered now "Mchelle was D.J.?"
Betty continued as Jesse shook his head. "I was Pammy. Now |'m Betty
again." Puzzled, the

girl turned to Mchelle. She wasn't sure why the pretendi ng happened. However,
she wanted to
be prepared. "WII | be Pammy agai n?"

"Only if a stranger cones,"” Joey told her



Betty turned to him She tried to get the nanes straight. "You're
M chel | e' s Daddy?"

"Actually, | just pretended to be. I'mreally his friend Joey. But I'm
like a daddy to Mchelle."
Joey offered to help Jesse get the famly's bags, and the nen left. The twi ns
told Mchelle al
about their trip.

Betty sat and thought for a nonment. More pretending? Wy would they do
this? And where
was she? It had taken a long tine to get there. She didn't know how | ong. She
t hought she even
fell asleep for a short time. Al she knew was, it was getting curiouser and
curiouser.

Her eyes wi dened abruptly. That remi nded her of something. O course!
Her face brightened
i mensely. "I get it now,'
politely shushed her

M chel l e asked Betty if she renmenbered sonet hi ng about her home.
Hopeful Iy, sonethi ng
rem nded her of where she lived.

"No," Betty remarked. "I know where | am" She felt nuch better now. She
still wanted to
get home. However, at |east she knew where she was. That greatly boosted her
confi dence.

she shouted for the termnal to hear. Becky

"Good, she knows where San Francisco is," pondered Mchelle. "So you've
been here
before,” M chelle asked her

Betty thought M chell e wondered how she knew her |ocation. "Mmy reads ne
stories.”

M chel | e opened her nouth to say sonething, paused a couple seconds, then
slowly closed it.
She struggled to remenber childrens' stories that took place in San Franci sco.
"Do you know of
any stories fromhere, Aunt Becky?"

Becky seenmed to realize what the girl nmeant. "I don't think she nmeans San
Franci sco. From
how crazy this has been, she might think she's in a nake-believe place."

Betty hadn't paid attention to that dialogue. She spoke again. "Mmy
reads me Alice in
Wbnder | and every night."

Becky nodded. "I had it down to that or The Wzard of Cz."

M chel | e understood now. It probably did seemvery curious. After all
Betty didn't even
nean to conme here. It likely felt |like she went down Alice's rabbit hole, or
fl ew through that
tornado with Dor ot hy.

The t hought made M chelle feel even worse for the lost girl. She hoped
Betty could help with
her address, or she m ght never find her way back hone.

Chapter Three
Joey and Jesse returned with everyone's baggage. A policenan trailed
closely. Joey told the
group he'd spoken with security. "This is Oficer Harris," he explained,
i ntroduci ng the new



fellow "I told the police here the conplete story. The plane could have nmade
a few stops with
her."

M chell e was greatly concerned for her new friend. By this time, Betty was
coloring in one of

the twins' books. "But, what does that nean?"

Jesse knelt down to Mchelle's level. "It's gonna take sonme tinme to find
her fol ks."

The policeman sat next to Betty. "Do you know where you |live, honey?" She

gl anced at the
fellow She | ooked unsure of whether or how to answer.
M chel | e deci ded the policeman seened |ike just another stranger. But she
had made friends
with Betty. She figured Betty would talk to her. So, Mchelle asked "what's

your Mommy's
nanme?"
"Momy. "
"I should have known." She chuckled slightly. Her experience with

nysteries mght be useful.
"What do others call your Monmmy?" Since the girl paused, Mchelle tried another
fast question.
"Who or what do you miss nost?"

Wth a very sad face, the girl began to think of her hone. She'd been away
for a while. There
were quite a few people and things she missed. One stood out. She cried |owy.
"W nston."

"Her mother's name is Wnston?" kidded Joey.

M chelle asked if there was a town in North Carolina called Wnston-Sal em
"I think I
renmenber reading about it."

Harris nodded, grinning broadly. "Wnston" could have been the answer to
several questions,
But, it mght be the city. "The flight started fromthere. W'IlI|l contact the
authorities there." He
added that they needed to find her a place to stay.

M chel l e qui ckly spoke up, holding the girl's hand. "Oficer, |'mjust
about the only friend
she's got. She needs to cone hone with us."

Oficer Harris smled at Mchelle. "Actually...."

M chelle didn't give her Uncle Jesse or Joey any chance to respond. "OCh,
great! We'll take
good care of her." She was glad to see the nen slowy nod in agreenent. "OCh,
boy, Betty, you
get to stay at our house," she declared, hugging the still stunned girl. As if

their house wasn't ful
enough normal |y, now they would have a visitor.

Betty grinned shyly. She didn't remenber anything like this in Alice in
Wonderl and. But, it
still seened very close. Now, she m ght be going to the nmost curious place of
all. She decided it
could be lots of fun. As long as she stuck with Mchelle

"Hey, everyone, |'m hone," shouted Danny Tanner as he cane through the
front door that
afternoon. Mchelle and the twins all tried to hug himat once, and he returned
the hugs. Betty
sat shyly on the couch, away fromthe crowd. She'd been in the Tanner hone a
coupl e hours.
However, she was still timd. She stayed close to Mchelle when she coul d.
"Dad," Mchelle told him "I've got sone really exciting news."



Bef ore Danny coul d speak, Betty | ooked at Mchelle. She needed to know
what was
happening. After all, things had gotten quite strange at the airport. They
could here, too. "Is
that your Daddy, or are you pretending?"

"What ?" Danny | ooked over at the couch. He noticed a little girl he'd
never seen. And, what
was this about pretending? Wth a goofy grin, he asked "okay, what did | mss?"

"Well, you see..." Joey tried to i magi ne an easy way to expl ain things,
but couldn't. "Tel
him Jess." He held an armout, indicating that Jesse should go forward.
Jesse nmade a simlar notion toward Danny. "No, you tell him You saw nore

of it."

"Maybe we should let Mchelle tell him" suggested Joey.

M chel l e was gl ad soneone had suggested that. She was excited to introduce
their guest.
VWil e she hadn't asked her dad, she was very hopeful he'd approve. After all
he had taught her
to be nice to everyone. Plus, the other adults in the house had agreed. She
was glad it was
summertinme, so she could spend tinme with her, too.

Bef ore she could get a word out, D.J. ran in the door. She carried severa
shoppi ng bags.
M chel | e wi shed she could get Betty used to people one at atine. It would be a
| ot easier for her
new friend.

"Hey, everyone, welcome home! | got sonme great college stuff,” remarked
D.J..

The small child knew somet hing odd woul d happen. And, it had. Still nore
peopl e conming in
the door. Didit ever stop? "W is she," Betty wanted to know.

M chel | e wal ked over to take Betty's hand. She led the tot to the new
arrivals. Betty |ooked
slightly less frightened than when Jesse and his fanmily had conme. Being in a
house felt nore
normal. Plus, only one person entered at a tine here. "Betty, I'd like you to
nmeet ny dad and ny
ol dest sister, D.J.. Cuys, this is Betty."

"Hi," came D.J. as she knelt down to Betty's level. "Are you new here?"

Wth her head down, Betty spoke in a near whisper. "I cane today." She
still felt shy. She
hoped that was what the question neant, but she wasn't really sure.

D.J. assumed she was with a famly that had just noved in down the street.
She spoke
joyfully. "Well, welcone, you' re going to neet lots of great friends here."

The happy voice relieved Betty. She described her adventures so far. "I
met Joey, he was
Daddy. M chelle was Donna Jo. W0 else was there?" Betty gazed at all the
people, trying to
nmake sense of things. She still considered the name changing to be a funny
gane. However, she
| ooked quite confused as she studied the crowd. She'd heard everyone's name but
one.
"Where's Pamy?"

Danny asked "who?"

She gazed around sone nore. "Pammy. We're all being each other. | was
Pamry. Who's
Panmy ?"

A sad silence hung over them for several seconds. Everyone |ooked at each
other. Finally,
D.J. sighed and spoke. "Pamwas our nother. She died in a car accident."



Betty | ooked sorrowful. "Ch." She could think of little else to say. She
wi shed she coul d
make them feel better.

"Hey, it's okay," came D.J. as she put an armon the new girl's shoul der
The snmile relieved
Betty. She was glad the sad faces were di sappearing. "She's in a far better
pl ace. W have lots
of fun here. There's lots of people, and lots of |ove."

Betty grinned at D.J. She'd been told Mchelle had been D.J. That nade
sense to her. They
each had warm conforting smles. She still felt safest around M chelle,
t hough.

Danny wondered "how did you get to be Pan? Which is one of numerous
guestions | have,"
he told Mchelle.

"COkay, Dad." Mchelle stepped in front of him He didn't seemupset, only

very puzzled. Still,

she felt it best to add some hunor. "Do you want the book or the novie
versi on?"

"I take it this is a long story?" She nodded. "G ve ne the sneak preview
version."

M chell e grinned, confident she had done the right thing. After all, one
was supposed to be
kind and loving to others. She knew he'd be very proud. "Betty's dad ran away.

She st owed
away in his car, got out at the airport, then lost him She got on a plane.
Nobody saw her unti
she was on the plane. A flight attendant asked who she was. She would only say
she wanted to
see her Daddy. They assuned she knew to cone here, since she wouldn't say any
nore. She was
too shy to answer questions, so she just got off here."

Joey added an expl anation of the stranger incident. "Mchelle thought fast
on her feet, so we
all started being everyone el se."

"COkay, now |l get it - | think." Danny asked if any police had been call ed.

"They're doing a search for missing children here and in North Carolina,”
Jesse reported.

M chel l e enjoyed solving nmysteries. She was proud to have discovered the
answer to this one.
"She said she missed Wnston. | |ooked at the road atlas on our way hone, and
was right.
Wnston-Salemis in North Carolina."

"How ol d is she," Danny wanted to know.

M chell e | ooked slightly guilty. Her dad asked nore questions than she
expected. She hadn't
t hought to di scover a nunber of hel pful facts. "W hadn't gotten that far,"
admtted M chelle,
shruggi ng her shoul ders.

“I'"'mglad you got as far as her first nane,
aloud. "And did you
check for identification? O nake sure she wasn't pretendi ng?"

M chel l e | ooked down. "Actually, | didn't even think of asking that. And
' mthe one who
said she could stay here first. Uncle Jesse and Joey just agreed later." She
hoped he wasn't nmd.
Luckily, he really only sounded worried. "But why? | did the right thing by
hel pi ng soneone. "

"You said she could..
delighted to see

M chel l e's dad consi dered

Danny knelt down to Mchelle's level. "Honey, |I'm



how you cared about her. There are energency places, called foster famlies,
where children like
Betty can be placed, though."

M chell e hadn't known that. However, she insisted that Betty needed to be
with a friend. She
couldn't imagi ne anyone being so scared or al one.

Danny paused to think for a second. He spoke proudly. "I understand. |'m
gl ad the | essons
about | ove and conpassion sink in like this. That nakes nme feel great.” Wth

sone reluctance in
his voice, he assured her that he wouldn't mnd them keeping Betty.

However, his smile quickly disappeared. Hi s face and tone becane quite
serious. "It's not like
an ol der stranger. |It's okay to take sonmeone |ike Betty into your hore.
Understand there's a
price you pay when you open your hone up, though."

"Li ke what ?"

"For instance, did you think about sleeping arrangenents?" She hadn't.
Danny denonstrat ed
how wel |l he took control of situations. He quickly explained what woul d happen
"She's going
to sleep with you. You'll need to get your sleeping bag out fromcanp. And if
she's as attached
to you as it |ooks, she's going to need to be with you wherever you go. Wich
i ncl udes
horseback riding if you go tonorrow. That nmeans one of us will go with you."
He naned severa
ot her conditions, and explained that Mchelle needed to go along with all of
these for Betty to
st ay.

M chell e hadn't considered those things. She |loved the hustle and bustle
of her large famly.
However, she al so enjoyed the quiet of horseback riding with just her friends.
She hadn't thought
that Betty would even want to cone al ong.

There was a whole lot nore to sone good deeds than she'd thought. As she
went upstairs to
pul | out her sleeping bag, she was stunned as to just how much went into hel ping
ot hers.

Chapt er Four
M chell e called her best friends, Mandy Metz and Cassie WIkins. She
wanted to introduce
themto Betty. She also wanted themto know t hey woul d have conpany when
hor seback ri di ng
the next day. Mchelle then took Betty down to Joey's room She found that
Betty felt
somewhat at ease with Joey. So, she went upstairs to wait for her friends.
Her dad entered the living roomonce the girls arrived. Danny relayed bad
news about the
search. He explained sonberly. "I'msorry, honey, but whatever Wnston is,
Wnston is not in



North Carolina."
"But Dad,"” Mchelle conplained, "Wnston-Salemis in North Carolina."
"At least it was the last tine | |ooked," Mandy remarked.
"I''mnot tal ki ng about Wnston-Salemin North Carolina,"
careful ly.
"That's the only Wnston-Salem | know," Mchelle told everyone.
"Unl ess...Dad, could there

Danny expl ai ned

be two Wnston-Sal ens?" Her mnd was still set on the town being the "Wnston"
i n question.
Danny chuckl ed as he put a hand on Mchelle's shoulder. "I know. You want

it to be the
town. Then it would be easy to find Betty's home. But, no missing children in
t hat whol e area
match Betty's description.”

M chel | e nodded sadly. Her dad was probably right. She'd wished to find
her new friend's
hone quickly. However, it would likely take a | ot |onger

Al so, she wondered if her guess was really logical. Mchelle could recite

her nanme and address
at that age. However, she never woul d have known her city. So, this girl
likely would not think
of her hone town. Wnston could be the street. However, she wasn't sure how
many streets in
the country were naned Wnston. There could be thousands, for all she knew

She woul d not give up easily, though. Mchelle inagined several ways to
get information from
the girl. She knew adults were trying to help, too. She expected her dad to
al so have i deas.
"Ckay, what next?"

"We're checking with a national hotline for mssing children,” Danny told
her.

M chel l e wondered if they had a national hotline for found children.
"That's the place to tel
t hem what happened. "

Danny w shed he coul d cheer his youngest. She held such faith that this
occurred often.
However, he needed to tell the truth. "It doesn't usually work this way.
Li sten, you girls play
with Betty. See if you can learn nore."

Cassi e explained that she'd been invited for dinner. "My nomsaid it was
okay. | called her."
Mandy reported the sane thing.

"Good. Mchelle told ne she could use sone help. W have so nany pl aces
set, why not add
a couple? You can assist Mchelle with the salads." Dinnertine was a famly
effort at the
Tanners. Any friends invited over had to assist in part of the neal.

Cassi e and Mandy went into the study. Mchelle ran to Joey's room Betty
was cautiously
putting her hands in several of the puppets when Mchelle arrived. She had
enjoyed listening to
Joey make themtal k.

Joey expl ained he and Betty had talked a little about the puppets. However,
Betty had said
not hi ng about herself yet.

M chell e hummed. "She m ght feel confortable talking to an animal. But,
how do | get her
to talk to one?"

Suddenl y, she snapped her fingers. It was worth a try. "Come on, Betty.
"1l show you
soneone you can talk to. Maybe he can help us |learn nore about you."



Mchelle left her alone a couple minutes later. She gave Betty tinme to get
used to the ani nal
she'd shown her.

Betty examined the stuffed bear. It was a very dark brown one. It wore a
detective's outfit.
It had on a trenchcoat, hat, and scarf. She spoke to it and cried lowy for
several moments. She
didn't notice the three teenage girls standing in the bedroom doorway.

Comi ng out of the bathroom M chelle chuckled. Stephanie, who shared
M chell e's room
stood with her friends Allie and Darcy. Stephanie's face held intense
confusion. The three stared
at Betty as she sat on Stephanie's bed and wept.

The bear Betty held was named M. Bear. Stephanie received it fromtheir
not her when
M chelle was born. This was nmere nonths before Pamdied. It was still one of
St ephani e' s nost
treasured possessions. She just didn't talk to it or play with it Iike she once
di d.

Stephanie turned to face Mchelle. "Uh, Mchelle..." She seened to be
struggling over what
to say. "There's a...girl 1've never seen in nmy life holding M. Bear and

talking to him Do you
know anyt hi ng about this?" The voice held a hint of accusation.

M chel l e | aughed at her confusion. "Hey, Steph, conme on in." They wal ked
i nside. "Betty,
this is ny sister Stephanie and her friends Allie and Darcy. This is Betty.
She needed to talk to
sonmeone. "

St ephani e greeted her warmly. Betty expected this. The people were
friendly here, at |east.
But, once again, they just kept coming. She thought one |ooked a little like a
babysitter back
horme. Not nuch, though

The teens excused thensel ves. The four older girls wal ked out into the
hall. "Mchelle," came
her sister in a stunned tone. "Wy is she talking to M. Bear?"

M chell e couldn't think of a quick explanation. She sinply told the others
"she's lost, and she
needs soneone while she's here."

"Well, how far away could she live," Stephani e wonder ed.

M chell e decided it was still possible. "Maybe North Carolina."

Al lie | ooked dumbfounded. "Now I'mlost. That's thousands of mles away!"
M chel | e expl ai ned for the shocked teens. "Look, she got on a plane she

wasn't supposed to
She's a long way fromhome. She needs a friend."

"There are dozens of stuffed animals in there between the two of us,"” noted
St ephanie with
agitation. She didn't |ike anyone holding M. Bear except her or her sister.
Especi al | y not
wi t hout her permission. "Wy can't she talk with one of the others?"

M chelle rolled her eyes and spoke wearily. "Steph, she needs soneone
special. W don't
know where her home is, and she's too scared to talk to a person. Not just any
animal wll do.
She needs the one Dad says you held and talked to and cried with all the tine
right after Mom
di ed. She needs the one you call a friend, not just a bear."

"She's got you there," teased Darcy.

St ephani e couldn't help but admire her sister's unique logic. She grinned
broadly. "I guess



you have a point. It's a strange one. But, it is a point."

Betty wal ked out of the roomcarrying M. Bear in one arm She wanted to
meet Mchelle's
friends. She knew they were coming soon. She felt nore confortable wal ki ng
around with her
new friend, M. Bear.

M chel | e hoped Stephanie wouldn't take M. Bear away fromthe girl. Betty
needed all the
hel p she could get.

St ephanie got down to the little girl's level. "Ch, | see you found the
President of M. Bear
and Associates." Betty gave her a confused |ook. Was this nore pretending? O

was this bear
actually a president? Wasn't that someone who ran a country?

St ephani e conti nued speaking. "You nean Mchelle didn't tell you about M.
Bear's busi ness?
M chelle, I'm shocked!" Stephanie pretended to sound insulted.

M chel | e assuned she was ki dding. She had no i dea what Stephani e mnmeant.
It was Mchelle's
turn to be dunbfounded. She followed Stephanie as the older girl led Betty and
M. Bear back
into their room

St ephanie sat on the floor with Betty. The little girl studied the
newconer's face. Wuld she
hear a story about this bear? She renmenbered sitting on the floor like this for
stories at hone or

in nursery school. Betty listened intently. "See, M. Bear is so good at

hel ping that he runs this

great big company. It has all these other animals in it." Betty was inpressed
"He even has his

own school . The Acadeny of Stuffed Animal Professionals - when you need help

ASAP,' that's
their notto."

Betty's eyes grew wi de. She thought only people had schools. This was
i ke Wonder| and.

M chel l e mouthed the word "what?" "She's inventing lots of cool stuff, but
why ?"

St ephani e explained. "M. Bear is great when soneone you love dies. He's
my persona
friend, though." She grabbed a small rabbit off one of Mchelle's display
shelves. "M. Bear talks
to children. He finds out which animal is best for each problem And he tells
nme Buddy t he
Rabbit is even better than M. Bear for children who are lost a long way from
hone." Betty took
the rabbit warily, then began cuddling it as Stephanie put M. Bear back.

M chell e took Betty and Buddy out of their room She assured Betty
St ephani e was right.
She hadn't wi shed to bug her sister, but she'd wanted to nmake sure Betty trusted
one of their
animals. Telling her about M. Bear seened |ike the best idea. She was gl ad
St ephani e ad |i bbed
that part about the business.

She turned back and thanked her. "She'll make a great Mom sonmeday. | just
hope | can help
Betty that well now "



Chapter Five
Mchelle led Betty and Buddy into the study. "Cone on into ny dad's

office. M friends and
| want to show you sonet hing."

Betty hurriedly followed Mchelle. Bashful around the others, she had
qui ckly learned to trust
M chelle. She hoped the new chil dren she was about to neet didn't yell and
scream | i ke N cky
and Al ex had right away. She wouldn't have minded it as nuch now, though. Her
friend s house
wasn't as big and crowded as the airport.

M chell e introduced her to Cassie and Mandy. Betty smiled while hol ding
Buddy tightly. The
ani mal had been taken off of Mchelle's shelf, but Mchelle didn't mind. It was
just one nore
sacrifice to make Betty feel confortable. Besides, she'd done the sane thing to

St ephani e.

Still the list of things she'd done - or would do - grew by the hour. She
still held faith it would
work out well, though. She couldn't afford not to have that faith.

Her friends had laid a large map of the United States on the desk. "I want
to show you where
we are," Mchelle told the tot. She pointed to a spot on the left. "That's San

Franci sco. That's
where we are right now "

"Ckay." She agreed to be polite. She wondered if San Franci sco was part
of Wonderland. It
m ght be a separate place. That would explain why she saw no ot her Wnderl and
characters.

"Does anything on this map | ook famliar,
sure if the girl
under st ood, she continued. "Have you seen anything like this before?" She'd
asked | ots of
guestions at once sonetinmes. However, as she scratched her head, she knew one
of them shoul d
provi de a qui ck answer.

Betty studied the odd shape for a few seconds. She tried to remenber if
she' d ever seen such

M chell e wanted to know. Not

a shape. O been shown anything on it. It |ooked unusual. Especially with one
part. It stuck out
like a thunb.

Finally, her eyes brightened. She pointed to the thunmb. "I know that!"

M chelle's face brightened. She figured Betty nust be fromFlorida. "Wat
about it?"

"Mommy showed ne once. | saw M ckey Mouse there. And Aice."

Cassi e shook her head. Her brown hair bounced as she nunmbled. "G eat, she
renenbered it
froma vacation."

M chell e countered that they could still live near there. The best way to
find out would be to
see how they'd gotten there. "Wat did you go in to get to Di sneyworl d?"

Betty renmenbered a big parking lot. "A car.”

"Anyt hing before a car," Mandy wondered al oud. Mandy, |ike Mchelle, |oved
nysteries.
M chel | e hoped she could help find clues, or think of questions about the clues.



Betty pursed her lips. She tried hard to renenber. She thought she'd been
in sonething |ike

what she'd been in that day. "A plane,” came the tot after several nonents.
M chelle sighed. It had been worth the try. However, this was not the

easiest way to find

Betty's hone. "Well, we've ruled out Orlando as her hone. Only a hundred

thousand cities |eft
in the country.”
Cassie wasn't into nysteries like the other two. Still, she could assi st
in many things. She
even cane up with questions. She asked Betty where her dad worked.

"Good question,"” pondered Mchelle. "I hadn't thought of his leaving on a
busi ness trip,
ei ther."

The smal |l girl | ooked downcast. "He lost his job," Betty spoke sadly.

When asked how, she
replied: "H s place laid down."

The girls exchanged baffl ed | ooks. M chell e coul dn't conprehend that
statenment. Finally,
Mandy guessed. "You nean he got laid off?"

"That's it," Betty spoke somewhat confidently.

M chel | e nodded. Nobody in her fam |y worked at a plant where | ayoffs
happened. No
wonder she hadn't guessed that. Thoughts of the father caused Mchelle to
remenber an earlier
comment. She wanted to make sure she recalled correctly. "Wen you said your
daddy left...or
did he run away? Wat did your daddy say he would do?"

Betty was glad M chell e asked easy questions. She remenbered just what he
said. "He said
he was going."

"Li ke, for longer than Sesame Street |asts?" She nodded slowy. "Maybe a
few days?"
Anot her sad nod cane. Mchelle decided it was best to di scuss nore pl easant
thi ngs. She hated
seei ng her new friend depressed.

"Betty really loves Alice in Wnderland,” Mchelle told her friends.
Cassi e woul d be especially
interested in that information.

Cassi e clasped her hands together. "Betty, | |love that book, too. Wat's
your favorite part?"

Mchelle was glad to see Betty excited. The tot felt good seeing sonmeone
with the sane

interests. She was feeling nore secure all the time. "My Mormy does a great
rabbit. Qooh,

I'mlate, I'"'mlate, I'mlate,'" she spoke in a quick, deep voice. "That's how
she tal ks."

M chell e grinned as Cassie happily described her seventh birthday party.
Mandy w shed she
had been able to go. Her famly had lived in New Jersey then.

"It was a Mad Hatter's Tea Party," Cassie spoke happily. "W all dressed
as different
characters. | was Alice. Joey entertained as the Mad Hatter, and we had tea
and cupcakes. Then
we played ganes |ike croquet. W did sone of the other stuff that Aice did,
too. You should

have seen when we opened presents. It was like the trial. W all gave silly
cl ues about what each

present was." Mchelle told Betty it was the best birthday party she'd ever
att ended.

Betty cl apped excitedly. "I hope | have a party like that on the ninth."



"Way, what's the ninth," Mandy wanted to know.
"My birthday," cane the reply with a "duhhuh" | ook. How could she not know
t hat ?

M chell e asked if she neant the ninth of this nonth. "Because that's
t onmorrow. "
"Yes, | amgoing to be four." She still didn't give out much infornmation

However, she felt

like giving nore and nore to the girls. They weren't quite her age. However,

they were still just

i ke playmates back home. Her mind was still quite young, though. She couldn't

yet grasp that

t hese playmates didn't know everything about her. So, she didn't offer lots of

hel p. And yet,

they needed to learn. It would help themfind Betty's honme a | ot faster.
Mchelle told Betty to find out nore about Cassie's party. She notioned

Mandy over to the

other side of the room "Mandy, did you hear that," whispered Mchelle. "W

m ght not find her

parents in tine. W need to figure out a way to give her a birthday party."

Chapter Six

M chel l e hel ped Betty place napkins around the kitchen table. Cassie and
Mandy made sal ads.
A card table was brought up fromthe baserment. It would be placed beside the
regul ar kitchen
table. Mre chairs were added, as well.

"Ww, " declared Cassie. "It's |like Thanksgiving at nmy grandma's!"

M chell e grinned. She handed spoons to Betty. "It feels |ike Thanksgiving
every night here."

M chell e set sharp utensils around the table herself. Betty placed the
spoons. Joey crunpl ed
up a wet paper towel. He tossed it into the trash can on the first shot. N cky
and Al ex hel ped
arrange the chairs and carry plastic plates to the table. The adults prepared
the nmeal and did ot her
chores.

M chel | e deci ded the subject of dinner could provide a clue or two. Maybe
it would remnd
Betty of her hone. "Do you have bi g Thanksgiving di nners at your house,"
M chel | e asked Betty.
She shook her head. "Where do you go?"

"Grandma's." Betty seened nmuch shier all of a sudden. The activity
appeared as wild as at
the airport. She waited for Mchelle's instructions. She needed to follow her,
because it was
getting quite confused again. She liked it better when just she and her friends
had been toget her.

Danny noticed Betty's bashfulness. To Mchelle's concerned | ook, her
father reveal ed the
problem "I think she's a little scared by all these other people at one tine."

Mandy took the little girl's hand. "Well, don't worry, Betty, we'll give
you a seat right
between Mchelle and I. 1've got just as a big fanmily in my house."” Mandy
wal ked Betty over to
a seat and sat with her.

Betty felt confident. She was eating with her new playmates. They seened
like a lot of fun.
They had hel ped her get used to this new place fast. If it weren't for this
huge crowd, it would be



perfect. She didn't knowif there were this many at her Grandma's, though
Because she was so
young, she had trouble keeping all the names straight in her mnd

Danny grinned broadly as he observed M chelle, Mandy, and Cassie hel pi ng
Betty. Gated
cheese was passed to the girl. Mandy hel ped her put sonme on her salad. Cassie
cut a slice of
nmeat |oaf for her. Mchelle grabbed Betty's plate. She pl opped potatoes onto
it while Betty ate
her sal ad.

M chelle couldn't help but notice her dad whispering to her Uncle Jesse.
She wanted to be in

on whatever secret was being passed. "Wat, Dad?"
Danny | ooked surprised that his daughter had caught him He quickly
explained. "I was just

telling your Uncle Jesse sonething. You three remnd nme of himand Joey and
with you girls.”
The rest of the famly finished placing everything on the table. Al sat down.

Jesse spoke lovingly as he pulled in his seat. "You know what, nunchkin,"
he spoke, using
one of Mchelle's favorite nicknanes. "Fifteen years fromnow, | bet you,

Cassi e and Mandy wil |
be hel pi ng each other with your kids."

"Better make it twenty, Jess," remarked Danny. M chelle would be near
thirty by then.
M chell e's dad sonmeti nes was very protective. He found it hard to see his
daught ers grow up.
Therefore, he hoped Mchelle waited till she was at least thirty before having
chi | dren.

Mchelle didn't care. Both tinmes were an incredibly long way away to her
“"Whenever it is, |
sure hope we do. That'd be so cool!" Her friends agreed.

Betty didn't speak much at the start of dinner. She was even reluctant to
di scuss cartoon
characters with Joey. She sinply ate and listened. It was quite noisy with al
the tal king. How
woul d she understand it all? She hoped Mchelle told her anything inportant.

M chel | e brought up one of the subjects which bugged her. "CQuys, let's al
try to figure out
who or what Wnston is."

D.J. raised her eyebrows. "You still think that could be a clue?"

"It mght be." She rattled off a list she'd formed in her head. "It could
be a brother, a
nei ghbor kid, or a pet. Anyone have other ideas?"

"A stuffed aninmal," spoke N cky.

"Way didn't | think of that," Mchelle wondered. She |ooked frustrated for
a split second.
Betty didn't seemto respond when N cky said it, though.

Al ex suggested it was an imaginary friend.

St ephani e agreed. "That nakes sense. Just like @en was for you for a
while."

M chel | e thought hard. She renmenbered having den for a short tine.
However, she soon

shook her head. She doubted that could be the answer. "Steph, | only had him
when preschoo

ended one summer. | didn't see ny friends, so | nade one. She's even nore

| onesorme.

Wbul dn't she get an inaginary friend here, instead of m ssing hinP"

D.J. nodded. "Good point. Mne stayed with me |onger, too."

"This should put a smle on that face," Mchelle decided. She |ooked at
Betty. "Quess what



D.J.'s imaginary friend was called," she asked in a silly voice. She w shed
Betty felt nore at
hone than she seemed right now. Sadly, even if soneone guessed what W nston
was, she m ght
not answer.
The little girl shrugged. She |ooked confused. She wasn't sure what to
guess. At least there
weren't lots of people talking at once, though. She could followthis
conversation easier
D.J. told them "Norton the Duck was ny inmaginary friend." A slight grin
appear ed on
Betty's face.
Cassi e asked M. Tanner how |l ong he'd kept his imaginary friend. "On and
off for a year, just
like DJ.'s. M inmginary friend was Terry the Tal ki ng Washcloth."'"
Betty began giggling. She accidentally spit out a bite of potato.
Mchelle smled. This was the cheerful face she'd seen when only she and
her friends played

with Betty.

Mandy patted Betty on the back. "W knew you could smle for us."

M chell e's Aunt Becky offered a different idea. "This remi nds ne of a
nmovi e nanmed Citizen
Kane.' At the end of various scenes the main character keeps saying Rosebud.'

Part of the funis
to figure out who or what Rosebud' was."

M chell e | eaned forward. Maybe her Aunt Becky had sol ved the puzzl e!
"What was it?"

"Hi s horse," guessed Mandy.

Cassi e shook her head. "How about his dog?"

St ephani e grinned and | eaned forward excitedly. "She knows the answer,"
t hought M chel | e.
Bef ore Becky could tell them Stephanie blurted
| earned the
answer playing Trivial Pursuit with D.J. and her friends.

The entire table, except for Becky, Danny, and the two ol dest girls,
| aughed. Betty couldn't
hel p but join. Mchelle spoke while giggling. "Yeah, right, like Wnston is
Betty's sled."

" Rosebud' was his sled." She'd

Becky and Danny assured her it was true of the novie. "This fellow was
about five when he
got a sled, and he naned it Rosebud,'" Becky told them

"Ch, yeah," declared Joey. A light bulb seemed to go on over his head. "I
remenber that
now, because Lucy spoiled it for Linus in one Peanuts' comic strip."

Jesse continued to chuckle. "Cone on, Becky," he kidded his wife. "Wo
woul d nane a
sl ed?"

"Boys would nane anything. You talk to your hair, after all." This habit

arose during the
days that Jesse played in a band.

The idea of talking to hair brought nore giggles fromBetty. This nght
not be Winder ! and.
But, parts were just as silly. First the nane changes. Then, bears with
school s. Now, people
talking to hair.

Mchelle was glad to see the tot enjoying herself. She knew it would
happen sonetine. Their
di nners were always fun and lively.

Cassie returned to the previous subject. "Wo was your imaginary friend,
St ephani e?"



"I never really had one, except for M. Bear. But, | talked to himquite a
bit. Especially soon
after Mom died."

Soon the group was finished and clearing the table. Mchelle hel ped Betty
take her dirty dishes

to the sink. She then wal ked up to Danny. "Can we have an Alice in
Wonder | and' birthday party
tomorrow? We found out Betty's turning four.” She wi shed the girl had reveal ed

nore to the
bear or to the rabbit while they were playing. However, she hadn't. Maybe
| ater she woul d.
Danny smled. He turned his attention away fromthe di shes and gave it al
to Mchelle.

"That's a big task, on such short notice. Are you willing to stay home from
horseback riding to

hel p?" She wasn't sure. "Just having all these people will feel like a party
to her."

"Can we at |east get her a cake? Pl ease?"

"W can do that rmuch. But maybe her parents will be found by then. Talk
to her sonme nore
I"'msure ny little Nancy Drew can find sonething."

Mchelle smled. Her dad always came up with |oving, affectionate
ni cknames. She t hanked
himand left. She was starting to wonder if she could find anything, though
So far, all the things
she'd tried had | ed nowhere.

Chapter Seven

M chel l e, Mandy, and Cassie were reading Alice in Wnderland to Betty in
M chel l e's room
The girls did funny voices. Mchelle held Betty on her |ap and read nost of the
wor ds.

M chelle grinned. She renenber her sisters doing this quite often for her
She was not only
glad to hel p soneone, but also glad to have a younger girl in the house.

Suddenl y, thinking of her sisters gave Mchelle an idea. "Betty, what's
the nane of Alice's
ol der sister?" she asked.

"She doesn't..." began Cassie before Mchelle shushed her. Cassie and
Mandy shot confused
| ooks at Mchelle, then | ooked at each other

The little girl thought a moment. She tried to recall her nother reading.
She thought the only
nane nentioned was Alice. After a nonment, Betty replied. "She doesn't have a
name. "

"Not even when soneone reads to you,
couldn't read.
But, she could have gotten her answer from a video.

Mandy's eyes it up. Now, she understood the purpose of the question.

M chel l e wondered. O course, Betty



Not that it mattered. The little girl knew no other name was nenti oned.
She shook her head.
M chel | e si ghed.

"What was that about," Cassie wanted to know.

"She's an only child", pondered Mchelle. "I can see why she doesn't get
it." She couldn't
hel p but inpersonate Sherlock Hol mes. Her British accent was noderately good
"El enent ary,
ny dear Wlkins." The oldest girls |aughed.

In a normal voice, Mchelle continued. "Stephanie and D.J. |oved reading
it to me. Each
woul d make herself the older sister in the story. | thought if Betty had an
ol der sister, we could
| earn her name that way. It could have even been her nom s nane."

"Hey, clever," Cassie remarked |oudly. She held up her hand to give
M chelle a high five.
M chel l e sl apped her friend s hand very weakly. She sounded and felt
di scouraged. "Yeah, |
guess. |1'd feel a lot nore clever if one of ny ideas really worked."
"Hey, we've gotta find sonething," Mandy remarked. "She's tal king nore now
that we're
al one with her."

M chel l e agreed. "There sure were |lots of people at supper, huh?"
Betty nodded. "I never saw so many at one table."
Cassi e asked about Thanksgiving. It was too far away for Betty to recall.

She didn't see her
grandma that often. Only a couple times a year
"What about at hone," Mchelle wanted to know. "How many eat there?"
Betty counted on her fingers. It helped her keep nunbers straight. "Let's
see. There's ne,
and Momy, and Daddy, and Wnston. That's four."
Mchelle smled. Back to Wnston. Now, it was time to play Twenty
Questions. She thought
she could figure it out in less thn five. "Does Wnston eat the same food you
do?"
Betty shook her head. Cassie munbled to Mandy. "So he's not a person.”
M chelle smrked. She usually didn't boast. But, her friends just weren't
as good at mysteries
sometines. "Does he eat baby food," she asked.
"Yeah, cause Wnston's a baby," Betty told them
M chel l e hid her happiness at solving this riddle. She didn't want to
enbarrass Cassie. So, she
nmade a joke instead. "I knew it couldn't be your sled."
Betty | aughed. Wen asked, she told them Wnston was three nonths ol d.
She felt so proud
to be a big sister.
"I know what you nean,” Mchelle told her. Just spending one day with
Betty was so
rewar di ng.
Mandy suggested sonething else. She knew it would take a | ot nore than
twenty questions to
| earn sone things. She decided telling stories would work best. "Let's tell
her about our nons."
M chelle grinned. Betty might tell things about hers if she heard them
tal k. Then, maybe they
could | earn where she |ived.
Cassi e and Mandy told her about their nothers for several mnutes.
M chel l e remai ned qui et.
She wi shed she had stories to tell herself. Some of the things her sisters or
Aunt Becky did were
like a nomwould do. However, it just wasn't the sane.



Betty noticed her friend s silence. "What about your Momy?"

Mchelle tried to sound nmore cheerful than she felt. Yes, her famly was
great. But, a smal
part of her always wanted a nother. "My nomy died when | was a baby. | don't
remenber
her . "

Betty quickly hugged Mchelle. The older girl was thankful for this.
Sonetimes there was an
unconfortabl e silence when she'd tell people that. GQhers didn't know how to
react. Betty's hug
felt like the perfect response, though. "Thanks, it's okay. D.J.'s right,
she's in a far better place."

Betty's npbod becanme very quiet. "You mean Heaven?"
M chel l e nodded. Wy did the girl speak so sadly? Just when things were
goi ng well, too.

"My granma mght go there,"” spoke Betty alnobst in a whisper. The others
could barely make
out what she'd said. Betty felt very sad. She knew people were very worried
about her.

"Ch, I'msorry to hear that." Mchelle was especially sorry because they
were trying to cheer
her up while getting clues. Instead, they had nmade her sadder. "Does she live
near you?"
Betty shook her head. It was especially hard for her because her grandma

was so far away.
"I'n anot her state.”

At | east she was still living. "ls she really sick?" Betty nodded. A
tear rolled down the tot's
cheek.

"I don't think she's going to feel like talking much nore now, " Mandy
remar ked

M chell e frowned. She hated seeing the little girl feel so bad. "I'm
supposed to be hel pi ng
someone. This is supposed to nake us both feel good." She spoke dejectedly.

"l guess you're
right. Let's call it a night."

M chel l e hugged the girl for a nonent, telling her it would be all right.
How woul d t hey
know, though? How could they find her home? And, how could they even make her
feel better?

"What are we going to do," she munbled to herself.

Chapt er Ei ght

M chelle tiptoed out of her room Betty insisted on sleeping in a bed.
Therefore, Mchelle
pl anned to use her sleeping bag. She placed it next to her bed. It was just as
wel |, she decided. |If
Betty needed to go to the bathroom during the night, she would Iikely wake
M chel l e, anyway.
Wiy not have to cross over her to get there, too?

M chel | e bade her friends goodbye. Cassie and Mandy were pernitted to
spend the night.
However, they needed to go hone for a nmoment. They required toothbrushes and
ot her itens.

Once they left, Mchelle prepared for bed. She tried her best to remain
quiet. Wth her



paj amas on, she wandered into the study.
She held the eraser end of a pencil to her chin and studied a sheet of
paper. Stephanie entered
and gazed at her. The younger girl didn't notice Stephanie was there.
"Mchelle, if |I didn't know better, 1'd say you were craming for a test."
"I feel like it," the younger girl nuttered. She exam ned the clues she'd
witten. She sl unped
back in her seat. Flinging off her clip, she let her hair down. She pl opped
the clip and her penci
on the desk. "This is nuts." She held out her hands. "It makes no sense at
al|!"
Stephanie didn't want to alert Mchelle to one sad possibility. She
t hought Betty coul d have
been abandoned. |nstead, she explai ned sonething a famous fictional detective
had sai d.
"There's a key to solving nysteries. First, make a list of anything that can
happen. Then, cross
out things that can't be because of the facts of the case. Sherlock Hol mes once
said, when al
el se has been elimnated, that which renmmins, however inplausible, nust be
correct."'"
M chell e barely glanced at her sister. She tried to focus solely on
finding her friend s home.
She didn't feel her good deed would be conplete without that. O hers hel ped.
However, she was
determ ned to be the one to solve this nystery. "Yeah, but what's that nean?"
"It neans not all answers are easy to find. Mst only seemlike it later.”
She br owsed
Mchelle's list of clues. "Hmmm"
"See what | nean? Take the plane. Wy was there an enpty seat? WAs there
only one? O
does the seat have nothing to do with it?" Mchelle tried to imagi ne ways to
narrow t he search.
She halted. She suddenly heard Betty and Buddy in the doorway. "Hi,
Betty. | bet you're

lonely." The girl nodded. "I know what will nmake you feel better. |Ice cream"”
"You're just saying that because you want ice cream" Stephanie kidded her
"Hey, | know what kids like. |'man expert," cane the return joke.

M chel l e scooped ice creamfor each of them Stephanie gazed out the door
She was wai ting
for Allie's mother. The teen was spending the night at her friend s house.

"Do you like ice crean?" Betty liked it alot. "ls it cold where you
[ive?"

Betty shook her head. "It's very warm" She had never seen real snow in
her life, in fact. She
wondered what it felt |ike. Maybe her friend would know.

Bef ore she could ask this, Mchelle asked if there was a | ot of sand.
Betty confirnmed this.
M chelle grinned. Now, she could narrow things further. "Is there a |lot of
wat er near this sand?"

"Only if it rains,"” she answered between bites.

M chelle grinned. Betty likely wouldn't know the word desert. So,
M chel | e avoi ded words
whi ch woul d be too big. She discovered questions she could ask which Betty
under stood. Even
if they couldn't find her house, they could restrict the area they needed to
search.

Cassi e and Mandy returned as Mchelle and Betty finished their snacks.
"Drag your sl eeping
bags upstairs. 1'lIl be there in a mnute," Mchelle told them



St ephani e stood behind her with her arns folded. "Don't you have sonet hing
el se to say?"

M chelle was slightly enbarrassed for forgetting. Even with all her
t houghts on finding Betty's
hone, she should have renenbered to thank her sister. "Thanks for hel pi ng get
t he room r eady
and going over to Allie' s tonight, Steph."

"You're welcome. But if any of nmy stuff is messed up..." She trailed off
in a teasing threat.

"Hey, having Betty around shows nme just how great it is to be a big
sister." The dishes were
placed in the sink. Mchelle led Betty and her bunny upstairs. Cassie and
Mandy had rol |l ed out
their sl eeping bags.

Betty got back into Mchelle's bed. She felt pretty tired. However, she
needed some conpany
for a while. "Sing to nme," she requested.

"What would you like to hear,"” Cassie wanted to know.

Betty tried to think of a song. She'd heard a funny one about food once.
She hoped her
friends knew it. She couldn't remenber the exact title, though. So, she naned
t he food.
"Pasketti."

The girls were confused for a second. They seenmed to catch on at the sane
tinme. Mchelle
began. "On top of spaghetti,
she cl osed her eyes.
"Al'l covered with cheese..."

As they sang, Stephanie and D.J. appeared in the doorway. A small tear
snuck out of
Stephanie's eye. D.J. ran and told their dad to bring the video canera. He
di d.

Back in the doorway, D.J. waved her hand in a circle. She wanted themto
sing again. \Wen
the girls began the song, Danny started filnmng. Mchelle gently rubbed Betty's
back as Stephanie
and D.J. joined the song. The small girl heaved a contented sigh.

"“...watch out for your neatballs, and don't ever sneeze," the girls
finished. Betty was snoring.
The others tiptoed out of the room

sang the girls. Betty joined in for a second as

"Are you okay," came Mandy's concerned whisper. It was directed at
St ephani e.

"Yes. It's just that our Momwoul d always sing that to us. Those were
such fun times."

M chel l e remarked that she didn't renenber having that sung to her. "I was

too little. But it
was great to do it with ny best friends."
"She'll remenber that," Danny remarked. "I got it on tape. |If her parents
don't come it'll be
the start of her fourth birthday party tape."
M chelle corrected him "You nmean if they don't come on tine."

Danny bent down to her level. He put a hand on her shoul der. "Honey,
think they'll cone,
too. But, you have to adnmit, it's mghty strange that we've had no calls."” He

asked if they'd
cone up with any nore cl ues.

"I wote all our clues down in the study. ©Oh, except she lives near or in
a desert." She shot
her dad a determined |ook. "Dad, we're going to find them W have to!"

Danny patted her on the head. "I know, sweetheart. W 're trying
everything, and so are the



authorities. The story's going to be on Paul Harvey's national radio program
t onorrow. "

Mandy told them her parents listened to that all the tinme. "W should get
sonet hing from
that."

M chelle and her friends soon drifted off to sleep. It was an unusua
slunber party. Normally
on a sl eepover, they didn't get to bed until well after their normal bedtines.
This time, they were
too tired. Mchelle grinned. Soneday, she considered, they would be doing this
as adul ts.

Recogni zi ng dreanms cane rather easily for Mchelle. Especially when she,
Cassi e, and Mandy
were suddenly in their twenties. The twenty-sonething M chelle wal ked down the
back stairs into
the kitchen. Her friends each held a baby while trying to prepare dinner. She
spoke of her
daughter in the dream "Were's Pam"

The adult Cassie and Mandy exchanged worried | ooks. They said they didn't
know.

"You gotta watch her, three year olds are fast,” Adult M chelle remarked.
The adult Mchelle

ran into the living room The girl was scribbling on the couch. "Freeze!
You're in big trouble,
Mster!"
The child flashed a cute smle. "I'mnot a Mster, Momy. [|I'ma Mss."
Adult Mchelle pointed upstairs. "That's not inportant. W only color on
paper! You go to
your room for coloring on the couch!" The couch had ink stains all over.
M nutes went by in an instant. A tall, dark, and handsonme man appear ed.
He and Adul t
M chel l e hugged. "H , honey. | just have to get changed. Then we can fly out

to Nebraska for
your cousins' college graduation."

"Thanks, Teddy. |It's a shanme Dad has to miss it. He pretty rmuch had to
nmove in wth

Grandma when she got sick, though. |1'mso thankful Cassie and Mandy can hel p us
rai se Panmy

and the quadruplets."” Adult Mchelle |aughed. "Two sets of twins at once nake
me nuts!”

Adult M chelle was suddenly on the couch. She wore a fancy dress. Pam and
t he babies were
in various places on the three adults' laps. "Tell us a story," requested Pam
The girl | ooked a | ot
like Betty.

"Ckay, | have time for one. Then your Daddy and | have to go. Be good for
Cassi e and
Mandy." Adult Mchelle began to tell a story. Then, she noticed one of the
babi es had wet his

diaper. It had soaked through to her dress. "It figures, nowthat |I'mall
ready. "
As she awakened, Mchelle still felt the wet spot. She couldn't tell why.
The ni ne-year-old was brought back into reality by a tiny voice. "Sorry,

M chel l e," whi spered
Betty. She rubbed her eyes, and noticed Betty's sad face.

"What..." It wasn't daylight yet. Wat was happening? "Ch, that's what,"
she consi dered.
She recogni zed Betty had crawl ed into her sleeping bag. The girl had apparently
fall en back



asleep after that. She was either so scared or tired that she wet it.

Mchelle tried hard not to | ook frustrated. It would be difficult to get
back into that sleeping
bag for a while. Even with her dad's intense |love for cleaning. She hadn't wet
her bed since she
was two. "How enbarrassing to have anyone wet it!"

Still, she didn't want to | ook bothered. "It's okay. Do you have to go
now?" The girl
decided to try.

Mchelle led her to the bathroom She then |et Betty lay on her bed while
she told her dad.
Danny fetched new pajamas from Ni cky and Al ex's room

VWil e she was up, Mchelle went into the study. Danny had taken the
original notes, and laid a
copy there. She exani ned the pages thoroughly. "Wat are we nissing," she
whi spered to
herself in the pre-dawn dark

Her thoughts drifted to the dream She would remenber it fondly.
Al t hough, if she had four
babi es at once, she would need her whole class to help her. She wondered if she
was t hi nki ng of

the birthday party tomorrow. She had no clue how to handle that. It would
require a |l ot of
effort.

She quickly sat up as she pondered one part of the dream "Wiit a nminute.
Coul d that be the
m ssing pi ece?" She paused for a nonent, then snapped her fingers. "It's worth
atry."

Chapter N ne

"Wake up, Mchelle." The voice was Cassie's. Mchelle turned over and
munbl ed. "W
checked the study, like your note said."

It took Mchelle a half mnute to realize what was happening. "You got ny

nmessage?" Cassie
nodded. "Good. What tinme is it?"

"Al nost nine. You rmust have been up all night thinking," kidded her
friend. "Mandy's with
Betty eating breakfast. Betty's pretty confortable down there. O course, your
Uncl e Jesse took
the tw ns sonmepl ace. Your dad and Aunt Becky are at work. So, right nowit's
just Joey, D.J.,
and them Not nuch of a crowd."

M chell e junped up and wal ked to the bathroom "Betty wet ny sl eeping bag.
Whi | e Dad
was cl eaning she slept in ny bed. | did some thinking in the study."

"Well, it sounded good. They'll probably use it." Cassie waited for
M chel l e, then they went



back into her room They discussed the day ahead while M chelle got dressed.
"So what are we
doi ng? Horseback riding, birthday party, what?"

"l got to thinking." Mchelle put on her riding outfit. "Wat will she
think of as a party?
Bal | oons and cake. Dad's right. A big party is hard to plan. But, |'ve had

birt hday parties which
were made up as we went along. W can do that here, too."

"Ckay, sounds good. | brought my riding stuff just in case." She opened
her backpack.
M chelle finished putting on her gear. "Geat, |I'Il go tell Mandy. D.J.

gets to come with us.
She |likes the snell of horses nore than Stephani e does."”

St ephani e came wal king into the room She had gone to Allie's with only
paj amas. However,
now she had on all clean clothes. "Did you conme in here while Mchelle was
sl eepi ng, Stephanie,™
Cassie wanted to know.

"No, these are all D.J.'s clothes. | borrow them enough she told ne |
m ght as well just get
dressed in there." Stephanie used her own brush and conbed her hair.
Cassie referred to the earlier nane changes. "So now, Mchelle and you are
both D.J.."
St ephani e | aughed out | oud.
D.J. drove the four girls to the stables where Mchelle rode. It would be

alittle like
babysitting, but not totally. There were plenty of adults to help. Her main
concern was hel pi ng

Mchelle with Betty. After all, Betty would alnpbst certainly want to stick with
M chel | e.

M chel l e showed Betty around the barns. "Have you ever ridden a horse,"
she wonder ed
al oud.

"No. They're big." She'd seen sonme up close. However, she'd never been

up on one. She
petted one to get used to the feel

M chel l e saw one of her riding instructors. She requested a snmall pony for
Betty. Maybe she
could ride alongside the little girl.

"She doesn't have any riding pads or hel net,
| have forgotten
about that," Mchelle wondered. Luckily, the stables had some that they could
rent. D.J. pulled
out a canmera once Betty got dressed. She snapped a picture.

"That's one of those that develops right away, isn't it," Mandy wondered.
The picture cane
out. The image was already form ng

M chel | e nodded. Such devices were her dad's second favorite thing. At
times, he mght
enjoy recording nore than cleaning. That part seened hard to believe, though
"Bet ween t hat
and vi deos, Betty, we could buy a small house just to store all our menories.
Here, let me help
you. "

Wth D.J.'s and Mchelle's help, Betty soon sat atop the pony. She seened
alittle fearful as
she | ooked at the ground. Sitting on her dad's shoulders felt a |ot safer.
This animal was quite
strange. "How w Il | get down,
sinply pulling her
down.

noted the woman. "How could

the girl inquired. She didn't think of people



Cassie couldn't resist telling a joke. "You don't get down off a horse.
You get down off a
duck." She | ooked di sappoi nted when the girl didn't get it.

"Ch, Cassie, that's so old," came a sneering voi ce behind them

M chel l e recogni zed the voice inmediately. She turned around to | ook at
cl assmat e Rache
Tilly. She challenged Rachel's prideful attitude. "Do you have any better
ones?"

"No." She brushed back her long, brown hair. "So who's the kid, your
cousi n?"

M chel l e wi shed she didn't have to talk to Rachel right now. Rachel was
t he snobbiest girl in
their school. Rachel thought she was nmuch better than anyone el se just because
she was rich.
Her dad owned a national bakery chain

However, she knew she should. Rachel didn't know how to be nice to others.
Not being nice

wasn't going to help her learn howto be nice. "This is Betty. She got on the
wong plane. She's
lost, a long way fromhonme. |'mdoing a good deed by taking care of her." |If

she enphasi zed her
good deed, Rachel mght want to do good things for others.
Betty nodded. Since Mchelle spoke to Rachel, Betty figured she was just
i ke Cassie and
Mandy. She thought Rachel was just another playnmate. "Today's ny birthday."

"Swell. Are you having a party?" Betty told Rachel she was.
Rachel turned toward Mchelle. |In an offended voice, she spouted "and why
wasn't | invited?"

Mchelle rolled her eyes. Wy couldn't they just get on with riding? "W
don't have tinme to
plan a big..."

"Conme on, Mchelle, a good deed like this should be in the papers.”
M chell e grumbled. |If

Rachel ever did anything nice, it seemed to be to get publicity. "Look, | cane
here to ride. But,
["lIl call ny dad right now He'll get started on things. W'Il|l have everyone

in last year's fourth
grade class there," she proclainmed proudly.

"There's not going to be a birthday-" began Mchelle. She gl anced at
Betty. She didn't want
to disappoint the girl. So, she didn't know what to say.

Rachel wouldn't let her think. "Not a birthday party? Oh, | get it, a
come as you are' party.
That's good thinking for you, Tanner. That way we don't have to worry about al
t hose hats and
things. M dad'll cater. How does two o' clock sound?"

Mchelle tried to hide her frustration at Rachel. Yes, this could turn out
good. However, she
had a feeling with Rachel involved, it was nore likely to be a disaster.

"COkay, | guess." Wy did Rachel have to inpose on her good deed? Mchelle
wasn't trying
to show off. But, Rachel certainly was.

Cassie remi nded Mchelle there would be a party. "That's what you want ed,
ri ght?"
M chelle bit her Iip as she watched Rachel strut away. "Yeah, with an

Al'ice in Wnderl and
theme. This is nore likely to be a Celebration of Rachel.""

D.J. | ooked conpassionately at Mchelle. "Having her in your grade's a
real bunmer, huh?"
M chel | e nodded. "Well, maybe you'll be a good influence yet. Renmenber ny best
friend



Ki my?"
M chel | e nodded. Kimry G bbl er had her own apartnent now. Before, she'd

lived next
door to the Tanners. Her fanily noved there around when M chell e was born. The
G bber home
wasn't nearly as close and loving as Mchelle's. So, Kimry had been at the
Tanner's house a | ot.

D.J. continued. "Kimry could be annoying. It was a little different than
with Rachel. But, in
one way it was the sane. She hadn't |earned good val ues. But, she saw
sonet hi ng special, nore
caring, inme. |In all of us, really. She |looked up to me because of it. And,
| steered her in the
right direction. You can do that with Rachel."

M chel | e nodded wearily. She wi shed she could be sure of that. Rachel had
a lot nore pride
than Kimry. It would be a |lot harder to hel p her

After they rode a while, the group grabbed sodas at the stables' snack
shop. They wanted to
hear Paul Harvey's national radio program

They listened as Paul Harvey's voice broadcast the foll ow ng informtion
"Usual |y you hear
about mssing children. Today, we have a found one to report. Alittle girl
got on the wong
pl ane and wound up in San Francisco. Police there say her nane is Betty.
Today's her fourth
birthday. The parents may...in fact, they probably do think each other has

her." "All right, they

used our clue," considered Mchelle. "The police will have questions so they
can verify that a

caller is one of Betty's parents. Then they'll give the phone nunber of the

famly caring for her.
And now, page three."

Mandy could tell Mchelle was extrenely excited. "Let's hope that works,"
she renarked.

M chel | e wondered why he didn't tell themany other clues. She'd devel oped
quite a few
Even if not all worked, sone had to. For instance, she probably canme from
Phoeni x. It was the
only desert city on the flight's path.

D.J. was finishing the |ast of the group's sodas. She spoke assertively.
"That's true. But,
renenber, the nore they make public, the harder it is to find the right ones."

"Yeah, but they'll call first, anyway, won't they?" D.J. agreed with
Mchelle. "Betty wll
know their voices, |I'msure." Betty hadn't known that stranger. But, she had
to recogni ze her
own parents.

"Speaki ng of that, where is she," Mandy wanted to know.

"Cassie's doing her hair in the girls' room" Mchelle chuckled. "W're
letting her be the
momfor a while."

Suddenl y, Cassie came running out with Betty. She spoke to Mchelle.
"D.J., you remnenber
that man you described at the airport?" M chelle nodded.

D.J. snickered. "Cassie, |'mover here," D.J. told her.

"No," Cassie told Mchelle's oldest sister, "you're not D.J. Mchelle is.
This isn't Betty, and
have no clue who | am" exclaimed Cassie. "But, | think | saw the same man
out si de the snack
shop!"



Chapter Ten

M chell e was prepared. She had tine to think. So, they could use any
nanes they want ed.

D.J., however, was much nmore clever, being ten years older. She spoke with
aut hority.
"Ckay, we don't have to say funny nanes,
we need to
know are Betty is Pamy."

"But what if..." Mchelle began before being quickly shushed. D.J. noticed
t he man wal ki ng
up to them

"Hi, Panmy," he remarked kindly. Maybe this wasn't such a bad person after
all, considered
M chelle. Wether he was or not, she didn't want to give out any persona
information. "Are al
t hese your children, Ma'am" he asked D.J.

M chelle wasn't sure if D.J. would panic or not. Joey had seened
unconfortabl e pretendi ng at
first. O course, he'd had | ess warning.

cane the instructions. "The only ones

Her ol dest sister shook her head. "Actually, I'mwatching nmy two ni eces
this norning, as wel
as Donna and Panmy. |'m Ms. Donal dson." She shook the man's hand.

M chelle was glad to see her ol dest sister take charge. The name woul d be
easy to renenber,

too. It was her Aunt Becky's mmiden narne.

“I"'m Loren Spencer. The girls probably told you | saw them at the
airport," he spoke
regretfully. "I just wanted to apologize. |It's just that fromwhat | renenber,
Pamry | ooks so
much i ke ny niece, Betty. M brother said he was coming out here. | thought
he had her. |
hope | didn't scare you."

"Ch, it's no problem" cane D.J.'s snmling comment. "Anyway, we need to
get home. But |
appreciate you taking the tine to apol ogize." The group left.

Mchelle's mind whirled. |If what he said were true, it confirned severa
theories. She could
be right even if it wasn't. They got into the car. "He knew Betty's nane,"
remarked M chell e.
She was unsure what to believe now However, she was still inclined not to

trust the man.
Cassi e and Mandy thought he nmight be her uncle. D.J. nixed the idea. She
expl ai ned on the

ride hone. "He could have tried that after hearing the broadcast. 1'll be the
first to admit if I'm
wong. But, she's still safer with us than with anyone right now. "
"Plus, the police have our nunber," remarked M chelle. The others agreed.
Mandy scratched her curly hair. "So, now D.J. is Mchelle's Aunt Becky,"
she spoke
hesitantly. "O, rather, since Mchelle is D.J., the sisters are both the same
person. Both are their
own Aunt Becky. | need to wite this down. [|'mgetting a pencil and paper when

we get back"

"I"mjust getting a headache,"” Cassie confessed.

D.J. laughed as they headed honme. "And, in a way, you three are sisters
now. | was going to
use Stephanie's and Mchelle's niddl e nanes on you."



The girls laughed out loud. Mchelle denanded that this silliness be used
on the birthday party
tape. "If this name stuff isn't |ike sonething out of Winderland, | don't know
what is." She
couldn't believe how one inpronptu idea could devel op into sonething so crazy.
Her friends noticed Mchelle thinking hard after a nmonent. She bore a
| arge grin and nodded
slowy. "Wat," Cassie wondered.

M chel l e spoke with authority. "Quys, | was right. |It's Betty's nonm s
not her who is sick."
Mandy gave her a startled |ook. "How can you know it's hers?"

"Yeah, | thought it would have to be the dad's. That's why he woul d | eave.
He woul d come
to take care of her,'
now. "

D.J. hoped the girls didn't think that was Betty's uncle. Mchelle assured
her she didn't. Not

Cassi e explained. "Especially after what we heard just

totally, anyway. She inpersonated Hol nes again. "It's elenentary, ny dear
W1 kins," she
remarked. After they chuckl ed, she resuned her normal voice. "Her nother would

have known
she wasn't there. Only if it was her nother who was sick could she not know. "

"But that doesn't make sense,” cried Mandy. "Wuldn't her dad know she was
gone, then?"

M chel l e shook her head. "I don't think so. | kept |ooking at that clue.
He left." | realized
[ ast night what my problemwas. | thought he had to tell her nom he was

| eaving. But, Betty
coul d have heard himtelling anyone."

But, that didn't mean the stranger was Betty's uncle. "W can't use clues
that aren't there
The enpty seat might be a clue. But, we don't know." |In fact, she didn't think
it was.

Mandy gl anced at Cassie. The clues were way too confusing for her. "I
think I'mgetting
your headache. "

M chel | e gl anced behind her. "Betty, did your daddy tell your nomry he was
| eavi ng?"

Betty, too, had been confused. The nmany clues rem nded her of all the
guesti ons she heard in

t he begi nning. She could handl e one sinple question easily, though. "I don't
know. He was on
t he phone.™

Cassie asked if it was Betty's nmonis nother who was sick. She humred a
nmonent. "1 think
so," she stated sadly.

"It mght be hard to renmenber which grandma is which," D.J. explained.
"She is only four."

M chel | e understood. "Was your nmonmy in the house when your dad was on the
phone?"
Betty said she was. Now, things made sense. Betty's noms nother probably was
sick. \Were
had Betty's dad gone? O, had he gone? That, she didn't know.

They entered the Tanner home. Several balloons were tied to chairs. A box
of noi semakers
sat on the couch. Mchelle recognized the noi senakers fromlast New Years' Eve.

"Here's the birthday girl," proclaimed Danny. He pointed a video camera at
Betty. "She's
back from horseback riding. Say hi' to everyone, Betty."

Havi ng been in the Tanner hone for a day, Betty felt nore talkative. "H,
everyone."



Mandy turned to Cassie. "The way things have gone, that should be hi to
everyone who is
actual ly everyone el se.

M chel l e agreed. She introduced everyone. She then expl ai ned who they
pretended to be.

She al so debated how to explain Rachel's plans to her dad.

Danny took charge. "That's great; we've got lunch in the kitchen. Your
pl ates are all ready.
Ni cky and Alex are already eating. | thought we'd play sonme ganmes in the
backyard then. 1've
al so got board ganes, Twister, you nanme it." Danny always had things very well
or gani zed
Sonetimes too organi zed. How would he handl e the nmess to come?

M chelle put off telling him It would happen soon enough. "Renenber that

song we made
up during lunch | ast year?" Cassie and Mandy nodded. "Let's do that."
Betty and the fam |y sat around the kitchen table. Mchelle, Cassie, and
Mandy stood in front
of Danny, who recorded t hem
M chell e plucked an apple fromthe refrigerator. She wal ked over to Joey.
He had severa
carrot sticks on his plate. The girls sang a song to the tune of the "Brady
Bunch" thene song.
M chel l e began. "Here's an apple, for your carrot. |If you like you can
gi ve ny noodl es a
whirl."
Mandy picked up Alex's dessert. The boy stared at her as she sang. "Cot
some peanut butter
cooki es for sone of ny cheese curls.
Cassie wal ked over to D.J. and Stephanie. She pointed to and swapped their
pl ates. "Look

who's got sonme beef with gravy. |If you'll trade it for chicken on a bone," she
fini shed.

M chelle pulled a sandwi ch out of the refrigerator. "You can have ny tuna
sandw ch, for that
and sonme cal zone." The girls |ooked straight at the canmera as she sang.

Laughter filled the
backgr ound.

M chel | e danced toward her dad and took his salad bowl. The girls sang the
end toget her.

"And if you'll trade your salad for sone fruit cup, maybe we can share a few
grapes fromhis
bunch!™ Mchelle held up the grapes fromthe centerpi ece. She pointed at

Ni cky's orange juice.
"And sone mlk for that nice fruit juice. That's the way we all do when we
trade our lunch. W
trade our lunch. W trade our lunch. That's the way we do when we trade our
[ unch!"

Betty cl apped as Mchelle, Cassie, and Mandy exchanged high fives. "Yay,
good singing."

M chelle grinned at Betty. "It's amazing howjust a little entertai nnent
will brighten
someone' s day."

"W shoul d sing sone nore,

Cassi e coment ed.

Mandy rai sed her hand. "How about opera?"

"Isn't that always in Italian," Mchelle asked herself. "Wat do you
mean?"

Mandy gi ggl ed as she told them she knew an opera. "It's called Bovine
Violetta."

D.J. wrinkled her nose. She |oosed quite confused. "Bovine Violetta?

That's purple cow



Mandy nodded. She sang part of a poemin a silly voice. "I've never seen
a purple
coooooow "

M chel | e caught on quickly. She'd forgotten that her Aunt Becky sang the
poem at her ninth
birthday party. Aunt Becky's bad singing nade it even funnier. Mchelle sang a
l[ine. "1 hope I
never seeeeeeeeee one."

"But | can surely tell you noooooow, " sang Cassie off key as she held out
her hands.

Al three sang "I'd rather see than be one."” They | engthened the sounds so
each word | asted
about five seconds.

As the girls finished, the entire roomexploded in giggles. Once the song
was conpl et ed
Danny turned off the canera. He, too, need to recover fromfits of |aughter

"Sing some nore,"” hollered Betty joyfully. She loved this conedy.

"Steph, | think you, D.J., and | should do ballet,"” Mchelle suggested.
M chel l e, unlike her
sisters, was not a good ballerina. But, that would nake it funnier.

Cassie quipped "that's fine, just do it in English." The others caught the
j oke qui ckly.

"Ch," came Mchelle's dad. He quickly turned on the camera. "I need to
get that on film
Coul d you do that joke agai n?"

M chel l e snickered as they repeated the gag. At this rate, Betty's
birthday party tape woul d be
two hours | ong.

No, two woul d actually be short. Once all her guests cane, there mght not
be enough room
on one tape for everything.

Soon after lunch, the doorbell rang. "Maybe that's her parents,” Mchelle
consi der ed.

I nst ead, several men greeted Joey as he opened the door. Mchelle and her
dad fol |l owed him
into the living room She recognized one as a reporter fromher dad's TV
station.

"W got a tip about a big party. It's being held for a lost girl," cane
t he sonewhat
guesti oni ng tone.

Mchelle rolled her eyes. She |ooked up at Joey and her father. "What has
Rachel gotten us
into now," she wondered.

Chapter El even

Enbarrassed, Mchelle turned to her dad. She spoke neekly. "Sorry, Dad.
I'd been trying to
figure out howto tell you. W saw Rachel this norning. She wanted to have
this huge party for



Betty."

Danny | ooked unconfortable. "Huge? How huge?”

M chell e blushed slightly. "Like...the whole fourth grade." Danny gasped.
That meant
M chell e's and another class. Over thirty kids might be coming. "I triedto
tell her we said no
huge birthday party. So, she's calling everyone and saying it's a cone as you
are' party."

"And you didn't suggest anything el se to her?"

M chell e held out her hands. "Dad, she wants attention. She wants it to
seemlike it's her
party. So she can get a piece of ny good deed."

Danny spoke softly. "Honey, if she wants to do something nice, she's
entitled to." Mchelle
tried to conplain. Her dad wouldn't let her. "Let's let Rachel do this for
Betty. 1'll just have to

make sure it doesn't get out of hand."

Mchelle slowy agreed. At |east her dad understood it wasn't her fault.
There wasn't much
that could be done. She hoped he woul dn't send them hone, though. Now that
t hey were
com ng, why not let themstay? As long as Rachel didn't try anything el se.

M chel | e shook her head. That was unlikely. Rachel probably wouldn't stop
at inviting thirty
kids. What else she would do, Mchelle didn't know. But, knowi ng Rachel, it
woul d be crazy.

Bef ore Danny coul d make suggestions, Mchelle's worst fears began to be
realized. Betty
wal ked into the living room The tot's eyes were incredibly wide. She spoke in
a stunned voi ce.
"There's an el ephant in the back yard!"

Joey chuckl ed. "Yeah, sure. And there's a polar bear in the bathtub."

Mchelle fretted. She followed Betty. She knew Rachel |oved publicity.
Thi s was ridi cul ous,
t hough. Mchelle would have to have a long talk with her. She cl enched her
fists and wal ked
outside with Betty.

D.J. filmed the proceedings. Jesse tried to keep Nicky and Al ex from
crawl i ng under the
circus aninmal. Instead of Rachel, however, Mchelle's friend and cl assnate
Lucas Hami | ton sat
atop it. Wat was going on here?

"Hey, Mchelle," shouted Lucas. "Rachel called ny nhom She cane and told
nme about the
party. M Uncle Ed's in town with the circus. W were just doing sone el ephant
training at the
fairgrounds.” Jesse let Nicky and Alex take turns sitting on the creature.

Betty gasped. She'd never been this close to anything like it. She'd
certainly never seen an
el ephant in soneone's back yard. A zoo, naybe. Wat a crazy place this San
Franci sco was.
"You brought an el ephant to ny birthday party,"” inquired the shocked little
girl.

M chel l e whi spered in her ear. "Rachel's telling themit's a cone as you
are' party."

"What does that nean," Betty wanted to know. She'd never heard of such a
t hi ng.

Before M chelle coul d explain, Danny and Joey wal ked out to the backyard.
"There's an
el ephant in our yard," shouted Joey.

M chell e shot hima satisfied |look. "I knewit."



Danny hurriedly turned to Joey. "Quick, grab as big a bucket as you can
| don't want to
have to clean..." As he spoke this, he heard a large "plop." He glanced back
at the el ephant.
"Joey...nmake that a shovel."

"Do you want to ride on him" D.J. wanted to know.

Betty studied the creature. It was a lot scarier than those horses.
M chel l e and her friends
tried to tell her it was okay. She still wasn't sure, though. [If this San

Franci sco was |ike
Wbnder | and, though, maybe it wouldn't hurt her

"D.J. will hold you," Cassie told her. "She babysat me all the tinme when I
was little. 1 know
she'll watch for you."

M chelle confirned this. She and Cassie had net the first day of
Ki ndergarten. Cassie had
known D.J. for over a year longer. "You'll be safe."

Finally, Betty walked up to the animal. She petted it. It felt really
rough. She decided to try
it. She insisted that D.J. hold on to her the whole tinme. D.J. hoisted Betty
onto the beast. Danny
hel d the video carmera.

St ephani e wal ked outsi de and gawked at the elephant. "M/ friends wll
never believe this,"
she spoke | owy.

M chelle could hardly believe it herself. "Dad, | don't know what else is
goi ng to happen.
But, we could have forty people to feed."

"Forty," came Stephanie's shocked voice. "There hasn't been that rmuch food
eaten here since
Steve was here last." Steve had been D.J.'s steady boyfriend. He had an

enor nobus appetite.
M chel l e chuckl ed. Steve joked about his own appetite. So, he wouldn't have
been hurt by that
j oke.

"COkay, let's clear the el ephant out of the yard," Danny spoke insistently.
He explained to Ed
Ham lton. "If that many kids show up, there will be quite a nmess without that."

"W need to get back to the circus, anyway. Lucas just wanted to stop and
say hello.""

"Shoul d | have brought a present," Lucas asked M chelle.

The girl wasn't sure if there were any gifts or not. She gave her dad a
qguesti oni ng | ook.

"Steph and | did some shopping while your Aunt Becky worked on tonorrow s
TV show.
We' Il have plenty to give her."

M chel l e, Cassie, and Mandy finished petting the animal, and it left.
Danny and Joey cl eaned

the nmess. Mchelle asked if they could set up the twins' wading pool. "Betty
can play init, too.
I"'msure we can find one of nmy old bathing suits.” Danny agreed.

Her dad gl anced at his watch. "That'll keep her occupied while we sort

this out." He
noti oned the reporters into the house. Danny planned to explain the situation
to them

M chelle was elated. Now, they would know this was her good deed. Then,
Rachel coul dn't
take credit for anything Mchelle did.

The day was hot and sunny. Betty, N cky and Al ex playfully splashed in the
| ar ge wadi ng



pool. Stephanie, Cassie, Mandy, and Mchelle sat by the pool watching them

They al so bl ew up

bal | oons. Mchelle sensed that Betty felt quite confortable now. As |long as

she was around

ot her kids, she was okay. O, at least as long as Mchelle was one of them
Betty was, however, nore quiet than the boys. The girl preferred playing

with a small boat.

Ni cky and Al ex grabbed buckets, though. They got out. They wal ked up to the

ol der girls. DJ,

on the patio, turned on the canera and zooned over to them

"W wanna dunp this stuff,” N cky said.
"Yeah, on you," proclained Al ex.
St ephani e pulled her feet up on the chair. "I've got ny clothes on,
t hough. How rude!"
M chell e pleaded with them "Yeah, we're not in our bathing suits." She

hoped she didn't get
wet. Then again, Betty had been okay eating with Mandy. She supposed the tot
woul dn"t m nd
her leaving for a nonent to change.

"Let us dunp it on your feet, then," N cky requested.

M chell e refused. She suggested they dunp it on their own feet. They
refused. "Okay, dunp
it on your heads," advised Mchelle in a silly voice.

Bot h boys dunped their buckets on their heads. The girls |aughed and
exchanged hi gh fives.
The boys went back, got nore water, and returned to them "Ch, no, now what?"
They dunped
it on their heads again, drawi ng nore |aughs. They continued this for severa
m nut es.

"You know, this could go on for a while," Cassie renarked.

"Hey, we're keeping them happy," Mandy reninded the others. "I think
Betty's enjoying it."

M chell e agreed. The little girl seemed nuch nore at ease. Betty |aughed
as the tw ns
drenched t hensel ves.

M chelle still worried about having dozens of kids there. But, maybe there
woul dn"t be so
many. Only Lucas had cone. |f Rachel truly told them"cone as you are," that

neant to cone
right then. It mght not be too bad.

As she considered this, she heard Cassie say "conme on out." She | ooked
back. Mchelle
expected one of her classnates.

I nstead, thee were at |east twenty. "OCh, no,
Chapter Twel ve

"Did Lucas | eave yet,
no el ephant. He
nmust have left."

Children continued to pour out the door, onto the patio, and into the yard.
"Where were all of
you," Mchelle asked insistently. Not that she really wanted themthere, but it
woul d have been
nice to get things out of the way quickly.

Si dney Wai nwight raised a hand. "Rachel called Lucas first. Then, her
nom had to use the
phone for a long while." She |ooked around. "By the way, why don't | feel |ike
I"mgoing to
sneeze? | usually sneeze |like crazy when I'min a new house." Sidney was
allergic to al nost
everyt hi ng.

cried Mchelle.

wondered Jeff Farrington. He |ooked around. "Rats,



Danny stepped forward proudly. "That's because you are | ooking at the
King of Clean.""

Si dney said she should play at Mchelle's nore often. She spoke with awe.
"The only person
I know who keeps things nearly as clean is the Tilly's maid."

Joey brought several nore children out into the backyard. Mchelle was
amazed at the variety
of outfits. Less than half wore normal clothing. Some wore bathing suits and
wat er W ngs.
QO hers wore baseball outfits. Denise Chow wore horse riding gear. Anna Abdu
wore a party hat
froma cousins' party she'd just attended. She also wore sone | eftover cake,
whi ch Conet was in
the process of licking off her face.

However, one person was mi ssing. Rachel

"I can't believe Rachel's not here," Mandy nused.

Just then, Comet sprinted away from Anna. The dog knocked several children
to the ground
as it raced over to the fence. Conet barked thunderously.

"What's wong, Conet, ol' boy," came Mchelle's concerned voice. To the
ot hers, she spoke
loudly. "He usually doesn't act like this."

| see what he's barking at," hollered Cassie. She pointed at the sky.

"Look," cried Mandy.

Joey ran to the fence to watch a hot air balloon slowy descending. "It's
a bird, it's a plane,
it's...well, it's a bright green ball."

"CGet Conet in the house,"” Danny ordered. D.J. quickly shooed hi minside
and took hi m down
to the basenent. Danny explained this was so Conet woul dn't hear the shril
noi se of the balloon
That was what excited the dog.

Ronal d Parsl ey pounded the air with his fist. "Aw, rats, | was hoping to
see what woul d
happen i f the dog caught it."

Cassie agreed. "That would be funny. It wouldn't know what to do, would
it?"

M chel l e and her friends gawked at the balloon. The reporters were
furiously taking notes.
The newspaper phot ographer snapped pictures.

As the balloon landed in the Tanners' back yard, Rachel waved to everyone.
"Attention,
everyone," she cried into a negaphone. "Courtesy of ny dad's fanmous nationa
bakery chain, we
bring scrunptious treats for the party in honor of the birthday of this little
girl. Let it be known
that Rachel Tilly will never rest when others are in distress."”

"As least if she can get her picture in the paper," munbled Mchelle to her
friends.

The children flocked to Rachel's balloon. M. Tilly hel ped Betty clinb
intoit. Mchelle rolled
her eyes. Al the pictures would be of Rachel with Betty. True, Rachel was
hel ping with the
party. Cans of |enonade were unpacked froma cooler. Fresh baked cookies were
qui ckly given
to everyone. Mchelle realized that they wouldn't have to worry about
refreshnents at all.
However, she couldn't stand that someone else could get credit for how she'd
hel ped.

Danny noticed his youngest daughter's sour face. "Come here," he
whi spered. They wal ked



over and sat on the patio. "Wat's wong?"

Mchelle tried to put her thoughts into words as D.J. stepped back outside.
How woul d she
describe it? Rachel's acts just drove her nuts.

“You're not jealous, | hope," remarked Danny. He was obviously trying to
guess.

"It's not that." Mchelle sighed. 1t was as nuch a guess to her
However, she was certain of
one thing. "She's just doing this for all the wong reasons.”

"What are the right reasons," Danny asked her

"Well..." Mchelle had to think for a second. "To be nice, | guess. To
hel p soneone who's
feeling bad."

Danny grinned proudly. "That's exactly right. And you've done that,
haven't you?" She
supposed so. "Honey, sonetines the world makes a bigger deal out of the |ouder
good deeds
than the quiet ones. But that doesn't make the |oud ones better. The |oud ones
don't get the
rewards the quiet ones get. Because you see, the | oud ones are using up all
their reward with
attention now But, where is your reward going to be?"

She thought she knew. "In ny heart?"
"That's right. Your reward will |ast |onger, because that's where you try
to keep it."

M chel l e thanked her dad. He was right. She was doing this for Betty, not
for herself. That
meant she'd treasure it a lot longer than Rachel. Rachel m ght not think about
it after this.

Betty might treasure it for even |longer than Mchelle. Betty would
remenber Rachel's ball oon
as being fun. But, she probably wouldn't notice any |love behind it. However,
M chelle could tell
Betty appreci ated what she did. Betty felt |loved while with Mchelle.

As Rachel and Betty left the balloon, Mchelle noticed that Betty held a
stuffed dog. "Rache
gave me a present," Betty expl ai ned.

Mchelle muttered "that's nice," and strode up to Rachel. She had to say
sonet hi ng now.
"Rachel Tilly," spouted Mchelle, "you are not earning anything by this, | hope
you know that.
You won't feel rewarded like | do."

Rachel pointed at the newspaper canera. "I have ny reward," she spoke
snmugly.  "Wat |'m
doi ng i s good enough."

She heard WIlie Redding quoting a Bible verse. He spoke of building
treasures in Heaven.
WIllie was a national chanpion Bible Quizzer. He'd beaten out fifth and sixth
graders to w n at
his level at a national tournanent.

"You tell her, WIllie. W can never be good enough. We'd have to be
perfect,” Mchelle
cheered him He was in a different class, but she often saw himon the

pl aygr ound.
M chel | e suddenly noticed D.J. and Stephani e behind her. "You can tel
her, too," said
M chelle's ol dest sister. "You know the difference between where your trust is

and where hers is.
Maybe that's why you're together, so you can show her."

M chelle admitted that was true. She really wasn't in the nmood to hear any
nore of Rachel's



boasting, though. She wi shed she could think of something to stop her. To
teach her a | esson.
Then, she remenbered one of D.J.'s anatony texts. It gave her an idea.
She coul d show
Rachel just how she sounded. She could prove that Rachel just wanted attention.
M chelle grinned broadly. It sounded great. She sorely hoped it worked.
O herw se, Rachel
m ght get credit all over the city for something which, when conpared to
M chel l e, she hardly
lifted a finger to do.

Chapter Thirteen

"You think this will work," Cassie wanted to know.

The ball oon had quickly left. The other children played nunerous outdoor
ganes or board
ganes. Mchelle, Cassie, Mandy, and Betty had snuck inside. They now sat in
M chel l e's room

"I"'mpretty sure. Knowi ng Rachel, she'll junp on it like a flash."
M chelle turned to Betty.
"Now, you renenber how we play this joke?"

Betty nodded. "I act a little sick. | don't have to throw up, do |?"

"No, just look Iike you mght," explained Mchelle. She didn't want Betty
to do too much. In
fact, she gave the girl only one speaking line. She didn't want her getting
conf used.

Mandy suggested they say she threw up once. Mchelle quickly rejected the
idea. She didn't
want to encourage Betty to lie. O anyone, for that matter. Everything they
said should be the
truth. That was the purpose of the textbook she chose. It contained big words.
Wirds that
could trick people easily.

"Why are we doing this,
tell the truth. And
that telling the truth would make her seemvery sick. Even though she wasn't
sick at all. It was
strai ght out of Wonderland, all right.

M chelle struggled with how to explain their plan. Wuld Betty understand
about Rache
boasting so much? Wuld she conprehend anythi ng about the need to take Rache
down a few
notches? Probably not enough. "It's just sonmething funny. Rachel will
overreact."

The four wal ked outside. Betty placed her hands on her stomach as she was
i nstructed.

Rachel turned away fromthe reporters. She jogged over to Betty. "Well
there you are,

Betty inquired. She understood that they woul d



Betty. You ate too nuch," came the blunt, slightly scolding remark.

M chel | e wi shed Rachel would speak nicely. However, even during her so-
cal l ed good deeds,
Rachel couldn't hold her tongue.

Cassie sighed. "Actually, Rachel..." She | ooked down and shuffled her
feet.

"W didn't want to tell you this before
t hough she were
hol di ng back tears. Mchelle held out her hand and nade a downward noti on.
This was to signa
her friend not to overact.

Mchelle allowed a small gust to come out of her nouth. She spoke in a
near whi sper.
"Rachel ... Betty has bifurcation of the pelvis."

Rachel held a hand to her nouth. "That sounds serious." Because her best
friend, Sidney,
was allergic to many things, she knew that sicknesses could cause nany problens.

The four other girls nodded slowy. "I'ma biped," Betty said sinmply. She
hoped she said it
the right way.

M chel l e whi spered, as if delivering a grimdiagnosis. "Rachel, Betty is a
total biped. And
everyone who is a biped dies eventually."

Rachel's face grew determined. Mchelle, Cassie, and Mandy stifled
giggles. They were able
to make it sound enough |ike choking back tears that Rachel didn't notice.

Mandy remarked. She acted as

As expected, Rachel ran up to the reporters. "Before you go off to wite
your story, and we
have cake and ice creamfor this poor little girl, | need to share sonething
with you. 1've just

been inforned that Betty is a total biped. She suffers froma grave condition
known as bifurcation
of the pelvis! Every time sonmeone beconmes a biped, it |leads to death."
Strange noi ses cane from M chelle's, Cassie's, and Mandy's nouths as they
desperately tried
to suppress their |laughter.
Rachel finished with a flourish. She punped her right fist in the air.
"Let me go on record as
saying, that | will not rest until a cure is found for bifurcation of the
pel vis! Bipeds suffer a great
deal, and we nust ensure that nobody fears being a biped again!"
The girls could no | onger contain thenselves. Mchelle, Cassie, and Mandy
rolled on the
ground | aughing like fools. The |aughter infected everyone else. Even though
they didn't know
why, the entire group began | aughi ng uproariously.

Rachel's face was purple. "Wlat is so funny?! | amtrying to tell people
about a serious
illness!™”

M chel | e spoke through intense giggles. "Rachel, what you just described
was how t he body
splits into two parts at the mddle."

"They're called legs," Cassie proclaimed. She was finally able to get off
t he ground.

As Rachel's nmouth hung open, D.J. confirned it.
splitting into two equa
sections. The pelvis is in the body's center."

M chell e was down to nere chuckling now "And Conet might agree about
bi peds suffering.
But, a biped is just soneone who has two feet."

Bi furcati on' neans



Rachel's face turned frompurple to beet red. Mchelle hadn't seen anyone
bl ush so much in
her life.
"April Fool," cried Betty. She figured April Fools' Day could cone any
tinme in San Francisco.
"Qooooh," growl ed Rachel. She clenched her fists, then ran into the house.
M chel |l e gazed at the door where Rachel entered her honme. She was
concer ned when she
didn't cone out right away. She hoped she hadn't upset Rachel. Now that she
saw her reaction
she felt a tinge of guilt. Was enbarrassing her like that really going to teach
her to be nice?
Cassie and Mandy could tell their friend was worried. "She |ooked pretty
bad, didn't she,"
Mandy remar ked.

M chelle frowned. She felt renorseful. "Yeah, she did. Cone on, let's go
find her. You too,
Betty." She knew Betty shoul d hear her apol ogi ze. She wanted to be a good role
nodel .

M chel l e was stunned as she entered the kitchen. Rachel lifted her head
fromthe Tanner's
kitchen table. Her eyes |ooked red and watery. "Onh, great," nuttered Rachel

"Now t he whol e
school 's going to know | was crying."

"No, they won't," Mchelle assured her solemly. She told Cassie and Mandy
to watch the
door.

"Are you okay," came Betty's concerned voice

M chelle pulled up a chair and sat beside Rachel. She couldn't believe she
was about to do
this. However, she knew it had to be done. She never thought she'd see Rache
so hurt, though.

Not the way she boasted about herself. "Look, Rachel...l'msorry | nade you
cry."

"That was a nean joke," exclained Rachel. "You knew |'d nake a fool of
nysel f when | tried
to hel p!”

M chel | e nodded slowy. She wasn't sure how to continue. So, she spoke
her mnd. "Rachel

look. | just thought it would be funny because...well, you seemto junp on
every chance to get
noticed. "

"I want to help people, too, you know. You're not the only one who can
play M ss Goody
Two Shoes," spouted Rachel

"I"mnot playing, Rachel." She |lowered her head. She should have
expl ai ned about good
deeds to Rachel long ago. Now, it would be harder for Rachel to understand.
The j oke she'd
pul | ed made her seem pretty bad. However, she had to try.

"Look, when | saw Betty at the airport, the first thing |I thought was that
she needed a friend.

| didn't care if anyone else noticed. | did it for her. | just |like being
nice. And, | try to be all the
tinme."
She heard the phone ring. N cky and Alex ran inside. Alex picked it up
"I know | wasn't nice today. I|I'msorry | enbarrassed you. | knowit was
wong. | feel really
bad about it. But, | really Iike helping people. Not because | do it for ne,

but because | do it for



them | get a great feeling without thinking about nyself." She decided it was
best not to add
"l'i ke you do" on the end.

Ni cky and Al ex ran out the door. The phone renmined on the counter.
M chel | e deci ded that
soneone nust have called for one of her classnates.

Rachel nmulled it over. "You know, |'ve never heard anything like that."

M chelle smled. She wondered if Kimry had been the same way. She
i magi ned them havi ng
talks like this in fourth grade. Tal ks about how ot her people matter. Tal ks
about doing to others
what you woul d want done to you.

Mchelle felt guiltier now How was she supposed to hel p Rachel if she
pul | ed jokes like that?

She pushed asi de those concerns. She could explain nore | ater, when Rache
wasn't as upset.
She turned to her best friends. "Ask N cky and Al ex who they want," she called
out to Cassie and
Mandy.

Mandy answered back after a noment. "They're |ooking for soneone naned
Foster. N cky,
Al ex, we don't have any Fosters in our grade."

"Ckay," Alex remarked. He ran in and picked up the phone. "Sorry, nobody
named Foster
here." He hung up.

"Wong nunber,"” M chelle wondered

Al ex nodded. "Yeah, someone askin' for a Foster famly."

M chell e turned back to Rachel. "See, when you're nice to others, people
will be nice-" She
turned abruptly in her chair, banging her shoul der agai nst the back. "A foster
famly?" "Al ex
what was that ?"

The phone rang again. This tine, Mchelle dashed over to it. "Hello?"

The cal |l er chuckl ed and explained. "I guess we confused the little boy who
answer ed | ast
timte. We're calling fromArizona. |s this the Tanner residence?" Mchelle
responded excitedly.
"This is Ms. Spencer. | was hoping ny daughter, Betty would be there."

M chell e snmiled and handed the phone to Betty. "I think soneone wants to

talk to you.'
Tears of joy snuck down Mchelle's face as she watched Betty chat excitedly with
her parents.

She beaned with pride as she wal ked over to Rachel. "See that? That's the
j oy of good
deeds. Seeing soneone hel ped because of ne."

Chapter Fourteen
"Your nmoms say they want you honme in thirty nminutes,
and Mandy.
They were in Mchelle's roomwith Mchelle and Betty. The tot |ooked half
asl eep. She'd
enjoyed a long party and opened many presents. M chelle was reading the end of
Alice in
Wbnder | and to her.
"M. Tanner? Are you sure we can't spend the night again," Mandy wonder ed.

Danny i nforned Cassie

"Yes. Betty's parents will be here soon. Your nons are nissing you al nost
as nmuch as
Betty's nmom mi sses her." He added that he was proud of how they hel ped. "Sone

day, you'll al
be hel ping with each other's children that way."



"Yeah, that would be so cool. W should |ive together, too," declared
Cassi e.

M chel | e hugged Betty. She pondered Alice's adventures and envi sioned her
own children. "I
hope | have a girl just |ike you, Betty."

"Thanks, Mchelle." Betty giggled. "O do you want to be Donna agai n?"
She enj oyed the
nane changing. It was very confusing, but it was silly, too.

M chel l e sensed Betty saw | ove behind her good deed. She hoped Rachel had
under st ood,
too. She though she and her dad explained it well later that afternoon. Still,
Rachel hardly ever
heard about such things. The joy of giving of oneself in a quiet, |oving way.
CGetting her to act
that way would take tine. Lots of tine.

However, M chelle had patience. She nerely had to be constantly caring.
Then, Rachel could
observe where she placed her trust and why. Being that wi tness for Rachel could
be her best deed
of all.

M chell e's thoughts were interrupted. Her dad burst into the room again.
Two peopl e were
with him The tot's eyes brightened. "My, Daddy," shrieked Betty gleefully
as she ran to
hug them The three enbraced joyfully.

"I think that's them" noted Mandy.

M chelle rose. "M. and Ms. Spencer, | presune.”

They nodded. The Spencers tearily hugged Mchelle. "Thank you so nuch for
taki ng such
good care of Betty, Mchelle. Your father said you did a wonderful job,
remar ked the not her.

"You're welcome. It was just something | knew needed to be done," cane the
nodest reply.
She addressed Ms. Spencer again. "l hope your nomi s doing better, Ms.
Spencer. "

M's. Spencer nodded slowy. She looked a little gloonmy. "Somewhat. She's
hone fromthe
hospital. M sister and | will have to take turns watching her, though. This
last trip to the
Enmer gency Room was pretty bad."

"Mchelle's noomy's in Heaven, too," Betty told her parents. "If G amm
goes she can neet
her."

M. Spencer knelt down to Betty's level. "M. Tanner told us about that.
Everyone di es
sonetine. "

Mchelle didn't want Betty to start feeling sad again. She changed the
subject to the party.
"Wait till you see the video. W had so nuch fun."

Betty nodded. "An elephant came into the back yard. So did a big balloon.
| rode a horse,
and we kept changi ng our names. D d you change your names?"

"Change our nanes?" M. Spencer |ooked quite puzzled. He turned to Danny.
"Was this one
of their party ganes?"

Danny chuckl ed for a nonent. "Actually, it started at the airport.
Mchelle did it to get away
froma stranger."

A light bulb seened to go on above M. Spencer's forehead. "Onh, okay.
When ny brot her



cane.” Mchelle nouthed the word "what." M. Spencer hastened to add "ny
brother really
made a mistake in trying to get Betty."

"So that was her uncle,” Mchelle said slowy.

"Right. He said he thought he saw Betty. | only had the one ticket. But,
he didn't know that.
He figured | brought her and we got separated. So, he was going to take her to
find me. Then
you call ed her Pammy. So, he deci ded he was nistaken."

M chelle couldn't believe it. Her nouth flung open. "You nean...we could
have avoi ded this
whol e thing? She wouldn't have had to go to a strange home, woul dn't have
had..." She was in
total shock. "And he saw us again today! | don't believe this!"

M. Spencer snickered. "Yes, but I'mglad it happened. She hadn't seen ny
br ot her since |ast
Christmas. He woul d have been just as strange as you. And she never shoul d
have gone with him
if she didn't know for certain who he was."

Danny nodded. "I always tell my girls if they're lost, find soneone with a
uniform Especially
the police. |If they can't, they should find a famly with small children and

stay with them
Sonebody like that is a |ot safer then anything else."

"I get it now," Mandy told them "So, your wife figured you nust have
taken Betty with you.
And when you canme honme she and Wnston were gone. So, you thought she took
Betty."

"Right. She and her sister could take turns with the kids. She did take
t he baby, after all."

They all wal ked out of the bedroom "My, San Francisco is just |ike
Wonder | and, " Betty

told her joyfully. "There's a man with lots of puppets who talk all the tine.
They have anot her
man who talks to his hair." She hoped there was still tine to see that. She

suddenly renenbered
she hadn't seen himdo this.

What ot her funny things did she see? Betty related what she recall ed.
"They have a bear with
a school. His nane is M. Bear. They have horses and el ephants. And, the
el ephants cone into
your yard. And you get to be everyone else!"”

Danny tried to explain some of the other strangeness. "She'll never
beli eve San Francisco is a
normal city."

M chel l e 1 aughed out loud. She had forgotten the rule of first

i npressions. The silliness Betty

had seen was all she knew of San Francisco. For all she knew, it was all like
this. "Really,"

Mchelle tried to explain, "it isn't always this crazy. It just was this tine
because..." She tried to

thi nk of a good explanation. Finally, she shrugged. She gave the best answer
she could. "Well
that's just how birthdays are here."

Betty gave a nod of understanding. "Oh," she spoke slowy as the group
went down the stairs.
That made sense to her. Cassie's birthday party had sounded just as fun. She
turned to her
parents. "Can | have ny birthday here next year, too?"

"W'll see," M. Spencer renarked.



Mandy felt she had to junp into the conversation. She'd been to one weird
birt hday party

now. But, she still w shed she'd been to Cassie's. "Mybe we could do a rea
Alice in
Wbnderl and party this tine."

Danny deci ded that might be possible. 1t would require lots of work. But,
t hey woul d have a
ot of time. "Just be sure to book it a nonth in advance next tine," he kidded

them Mchelle
was thrilled. That neant Betty coul d cone back

Betty ran over to the bassinet on the couch. D.J. and Stephanie were
smling at the baby.
"Wnston," cried the tot.

M chelle | ooked in triunph at her sisters. "l told you Wnston' wasn't
her sled."

Danny expl ai ned how Betty had m ssed Wnston. He went into what they
di scussed before

di scovering the answer. "She's very attached to her baby brother," Ms. Spencer
told them
The husband expl ai ned why he'd planned on leaving. "I've been watching the

kids. My wife's
run back and forth to her nomis for quite a while. Wen | got laid off it got
to be too rmuch. Her
nom seened to get a lot better. So, | thought | could take a break. Then, |
changed nmy mind. |
decided to stay one nore day. Besides, it was quiet at hone then."

He hugged his wi fe and daughter, and began sniffling. "Wen she called
aski ng how Betty

was, | realized she wasn't with her nom | was terrified. | realized as hard
as things are, | have

to stay. | can't take a break whenever | want. Hearing about what your dad
went through | osing

Pamreally made ne think, too. It could be a lot worse. But sonehow, there's

al ways grace and
| ove out there when you need it. You just have to look for it."

“"I"'mglad it all worked out," Danny told them Mchelle agreed. Having
Betty around had
been a hassle. However, now that it was over, she could say she enjoyed every
bit of her good
deed. It had been lots of fun. They all hugged.

"Can | see the man who talks to his hair," Betty asked.

M. Spencer had been told about Jesse. "He's putting his boys to bed.
That'l|l be something to
ook forward to next tine."

Betty slowy agreed. She wanted her friends to see it, anyway. "Maybe
next year | can bring
some friends to ny party." In her nmnd, she' d already been prom sed a San
Franci sco birthday
party. She knew several kids she wanted to invite.

St ephanie turned to D.J. "Wat does she think this is, D sneyland?"

"Close. Some pretty funny things happened,” Mchelle admtted.

She hel ped collect Betty's presents. Joey got a bag for the famly. He
put in the presents and
the birthday party vi deot ape.

"She's wel cone to stay here a few nore days," Mchelle told the Spencers.
She knew Betty
enjoyed it. But, she'd enjoyed having her just as nmuch. It was amazi ng how
good it felt. She
hoped Rachel could learn to appreciate that soneday.

M's. Spencer thanked Mchelle for the offer. "W're lining up sone nore
friends to take care



of them But, naybe once in a while, she can stay here. |f one of us cones
with her."
The fam |lies enbraced again, and the Spencers left. Danny knelt beside
Mchelle. His
daughter was grinning broadly. But, she also had a small tear in her eye.
"You're going to mss
her, huh?"
"Yeah. It sure is great to do nice things for others."
D.J. agreed. "They really appreciated it. But, it wouldn't matter if they
didn't. The joy cones
fromgiving of yourself, or your tine, or whatever, just to help soneone."
Danny hugged Mchelle. "That's right. W're really proud of you."

M chel l e spoke sorrowfully. "I sure wish |I knew she was gonna cone back,
t hough." Yes, she
could have another birthday there. But, a year seened like forever. "I really
feel like | nmade a
new friend."

"Well, I"'msure she'll cone back now," cane Cassie's voice. She held up a
doll. 1t was one

of Betty's presents.
"Where did you find that," Mchelle wanted to know.

Cassie explained. "It was under the dog's bed. And |'ve been to ny
Grandma' s enough to
know this. When you | eave sonething behind, it's usually so you' |l have an

excuse to go back
there." The roomerupted in |aughter.



