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Chapter One: “I am happy. Why wouldn’t I be?”

––––––––
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Life can be so boring, Tricia decided. She lied there in her bed, feeling depressed. It was early on what looked to be a beautiful Saturday morning. The bright sun streamed through her open window. She could hear one of the neighbors out mowing his lawn already. Her dad was in their garage, working on his boat. She knew that because she had heard the garage door go up.

It’s silly being depressed on such a nice day, she told herself. But she was, anyway. School was out, and she already missed seeing her friends there every day. Most of them lived so far away that she probably wouldn’t see them again until school started.

Something loud started drowning out even the noise of the lawnmower. It became steadily louder. Her eyebrows went lower and lower on her forehead as she tried to identify it. Then she knew what it was. A truck was coming down the lane. A big truck.

She flipped the covers off and padded over to the window. It was a truck all right. It said ACE MOVING on the side. As she watched it go on by her house, she suddenly realized what it meant. Someone must be moving into the old Green place at last!

All thoughts of being sad fled her mind. She rushed around, grabbing clothes and making her bed. Now she had a purpose in life, or at least for that day. Her goal was now to find out as much as she could about her new neighbors. That would include, of course, finding out if they had a little girl around 10 ½ years old.

There were eight houses on the dead end country lane where Tricia lived. But she was the only little girl there. All the other families had grown-up children. The only exception was weird Eddie Cowen. But he really didn’t count as someone she could play with. After all, he was 12 and all he ever did was read and watch old science fiction movies. 

She hurried down the stairs. Her mom was still sleeping, so she knew she could get by with skipping breakfast. She grabbed her jacket and went out into the garage.

“Good morning, Daddy,” she said. He looked up from his boat. He was already sweating, even in the cool morning air. His face showed that he was probably thinking unkind things about his boat right then. But he smiled at the sight of her.

“Good morning, honey. You sure sound happy today.”

“I am happy. Why shouldn’t I be? After all, it’s a beautiful morning. By the way, did you notice that someone is moving into the Greens’ old house?”

“Oh, you mean the moving truck? Yes I did notice it. Funny thing, I didn’t even realize the house had been sold.”

“Neither did I.  Anyway I think I’ll walk over and meet the new family, okay?”

Understanding dawned on his face. “Well, I suppose, as long as you don’t get in their way...”

Tricia had already started down the driveway.

“Now don’t get your hopes up too high, honey,” he called after her.

She just turned and smiled at him, nodding her head. Then she hurried around the hedges, her hopes reaching new heights with every step.
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Chapter Two: “Well? Any new little friends?”
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The house the Green family used to live in was right next door to Tricia’s house. Even so, there was a good two hundred feet between them. All the houses on Applewood Lane had big yards and were set far apart.

The Greens had liked their privacy. Large trees and overgrown bushes surrounded the house. To the other side of it was dense woods, since it was at the end of the lane.

Tricia reached the driveway and started up it. She could see nothing but the big moving truck in the driveway. There were no cars there yet, unless they were hidden inside the garage.

“Good morning,” she called as she reached the rear of the truck.

“Huh? Oh, good morning,” one of the movers said over his shoulder. He was holding onto one end of a couch as his partner pulled him through the door of the house by the other end.

Tricia looked around. The garage door was up, and except for a bunch of stuff the Greens had left there, it was empty. There was no car, nor room for one there, she now realized. And no car meant the family hadn’t arrived yet. She looked into the truck. There were only a few things left inside of it. Either these movers work fast, she thought, or these new people don’t have much furniture.

The movers reappeared through the propped open front storm door. One was in the middle of telling a joke to the other one. But he stopped telling it at the sight of Tricia still standing there.

“When will the new owners be getting here?” she asked them.

“I don’t know.” It was the one who had spoken to her earlier who had replied.

“Oh, well, uh, do you know where they are coming from? Was it a long trip?”

The man didn’t answer right away. He had climbed into the truck and grabbed a chair. He handed it to his partner on the ground.

“I don’t know where they are coming in from. All of this furniture was in storage here at a local warehouse. Probably they are moving from an apartment or something around here.”

Tricia thought for a moment.

“Excuse me again, sir. Did you unload anything that looked like it belonged to a girl? Oh, say, about my age?”

The mover had brought another chair to the back of the truck. He stopped and stared at Tricia.

She could tell from his expression that he was getting both tired and suspicious of her questions. “The reason I am asking is I live right next door, and in fact I am the only girl living on this lane. Also, I have no brothers or sisters, so I was just hoping that maybe...”

He smiled. “That maybe someone your age was moving in here? Well, let me see. I don’t remember any pink canopy beds or anything like that. But that doesn’t mean anything, really. If there is one thing I have learned in this business, it’s that you can’t tell people by their furniture.” 

“Oh I see. Thank you.” Maybe you couldn’t tell people by their furniture. But the small amount of it said something to her. This was probably a small family moving in here.

She stood by as they finished up and closed and locked the house. Then they loaded up the pads and furniture dollies and waved goodbye and left.

After hesitating a couple of minutes, she left too. It would be embarrassing to have the new people pull into the driveway and see her just standing there. As she walked home she started to feel lonely and sad again. When her dad spotted her coming up the driveway he called out to her.

“Well? Any new little friends?”

“No, not yet. The new family hasn’t arrived. Just their furniture, and not much of that, either...”
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Chapter Three: “You can meet them tomorrow.”
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During lunch Tricia and her parents discussed the small of amount of furniture their new neighbors seemed to have. Her dad assured her that it meant nothing. Any furniture stored in a warehouse, he said, is always just what the family doesn’t use. He predicted the new family would drive up with another truckload with them.

But even though she spent the afternoon watching for them, no one came. She sat in a lawn chair under the shade tree in front of her house. She was reading a book as she watched the lane. But mostly she just watched the lane.

“Tricia?”

“Hi, Dad.”

“No sign of our new neighbors yet?”

“Nope.”

“I see. Well, you know moving is a very difficult thing to do. It always takes longer than you think it will. No matter how carefully you plan it.” He studied her face. What had been a face full of hope this morning was now wearing a frown. He cleared his throat.

“Your mom and I thought you might like to call Laurie and ask her to spend the night. I still have a lot of work to do on the boat tomorrow, and your mother will be gone most of the afternoon showing an open house. That way you would have someone to spend the day with. Tell her to bring her fishing pole, and we’ll walk down to the pond and try our luck this evening. How’s that sound to you?”

Her face
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