

[image: ]



[image: ]

“You’re gonna regret this.”

“We are?” said Mr. Pepperday.

“Yeah,” said Tooter. “You can drag me out of here, but there’s one thing you can’t make me do.”

For the last time, the Pepperday family left their house in Morgantown.

“You’re not giving me the silent treatment, are you?” said Mr. Pepperday.

There was no answer. Tooter’s lips were clamped tight.
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1
Never!

“Tooter,” said Mr. Pepperday. “I’ll ask you one more time. Where is the key?”

When Mr. Pepperday was mad, his nose got red. His nose was now as red as a strawberry.

Tooter Pepperday snarled. “I’ll never tell. Not even if you torture me.”

They were in the bathroom.

Mr. Pepperday stepped back to the doorway “The truck is loaded. Your mother and brother are waiting. We are leaving. Are you coming with us?”

“Never!”

Mr. Pepperday turned and went down the stairs. His footsteps echoed off the bare walls and floors. The house was empty.

The U-Haul truck was at the curb.

Mrs. Pepperday looked down from the driver’s seat. “Where’s Tooter?”

“She’s not coming,” said Mr. Pepperday. “She doesn’t want to go.”

Mrs. Pepperday groaned. “We already know that. The whole world knows. Why didn’t you just drag her out here?”

“I can’t.”

“You can’t?”

“No. She’s handcuffed herself to the pipe under the bathroom sink.”

Mrs. Pepperday rolled her eyes to the sky. “Help me.”

Chuckie Pepperday was Tooter’s little brother.

“Go, Tooter!” he yipped.

He jumped from the truck and ran into the house for a look.

“Don’t handcuffs have a key?” said Mrs. Pepperday. “Where’s the key?”

“She won’t tell. Not even under torture, she said.”

Mrs. Pepperday looked up at the bare windows of the red brick house.

“Torture, huh?” She nodded. “We’ll see.”

Mr. and Mrs. Pepperday went into the house and up to the bathroom. They found Chuckie standing in the doorway. He was stone still, staring. Tooter was sitting on the floor under the sink. She was hugging the water pipe. Her right wrist was joined to the pipe with Chuckie’s toy handcuffs.

“Pull her away from the pipe,” said Mrs. Pepperday to her husband. “I want the armpit.”

Chuckie saw what was coming. He shuddered. “Uh-oh.”

Tooter’s eyes bulged in terror. “Oh no!” She squeezed the water pipe. “Oh no you don’t!”

Mrs. Pepperday’s voice was calm. “Are you going to tell me where the key is?”

“Never.”

“Peel her off.”

Mr. Pepperday peeled Tooter away until her only attachment to the pipe was the handcuffs.

“Pull the arm out straight.”

He pulled the arm out straight.

Chuckie fled from the bathroom. “I don’t wanna see!”

Mrs. Pepperday knelt down.

Tooter screamed, “No! Don’t!”

But her mother was out of mercy. She zeroed in on Tooter’s armpit and tickled—

“No! Stop! Ha!”

And tickled—

“Help! Police haha!”

And tickled—until Tooter could only howl with laughter.

At last she gasped, “Shoe! Shoe!”

Mrs. Pepperday stopped tickling.

Mr. Pepperday pulled off Tooter’s sneakers. A thin tin key clinked to the floor.

“Yahoo!” Chuckie ran back in. He unlocked the cuffs.

Tooter was free.

Mr. and Mrs. Pepperday each took a hand and walked Tooter downstairs.

Tooter growled, “You’re gonna regret this.”

“We are?” said Mr. Pepperday.

“Yeah,” said Tooter. “You can drag me out of here, but there’s one thing you can’t make me do.”

For the last time, the Pepperday family left their house in Morgantown.

“You’re not giving me the silent treatment, are you?” said Mr. Pepperday.

There was no answer. Tooter’s lips were clamped tight.


2
The Silent Treatment

“Bye, old house.”

Chuckie waved as they drove off. He rode in the truck with his mother.

Tooter and her father followed in the car. Tooter did not wave. She did not even look. She grumped in the backseat.

The Pepperdays were moving to Aunt Sally’s farm, two states and three hundred miles away. They were moving because they could live for free at Aunt Sally’s.

Living for free was a good idea, because the Pepperdays did not have much money.

Mr. Pepperday had quit his job, and Mrs. Pepperday did not earn much driving a school bus.

Aunt Sally had said they would all be “happy as hogs in slop.”

Mr. Pepperday was happy. Now he could spend all his time writing books for children.

Mrs. Pepperday was happy. Now she could live on a farm.

Aunt Sally was happy. Now she would have help with the chores. And she could give more time to her beekeeping.

And Chuckie was happy. Now he would get to sleep with Harvey. Harvey was Aunt Sally’s rusty, shaggy dog.

“I’m a hog in slop!” Chuckie kept laughing.

Everybody was happy but Tooter. Tooter had a perfectly good life in Morgantown. McDonald’s. The tire tunnel at the playground.

Saturday morning yard sales. T-ball. Her friends. Especially Matthew Kain, her sidewalk skating buddy.

Tooter had no desire to move to a stupid farm. Farms didn’t even have sidewalks. And what did she want with hogs in slop?

She did not speak as her father drove past her favorite snack shop:


PETE’S DELI, HOME OF THE WORLD’S
BEST BARREL PICKLES



She did not speak as he drove past the sign that said:


YOU ARE NOW LEAVING MORGANTOWN.
COME BACK SOON!



She did not speak when they stopped for lunch.

She did not speak during the long drive that afternoon. Or when they arrived at Aunt

Sally’s. Or while they unloaded all their things into the farmhouse.

Or during dinner.

Aunt Sally was coating a biscuit with honey when she looked at Tooter and said, “Are you sick?”

“Not sick,” said Mrs. Pepperday. “Just not talking.”

“The silent treatment,” said Mr. Pepperday.

“He hates the silent treatment,” said Mrs. Pepperday.
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“I hate the silent treatment,” said Mr. Pepperday.

“Well now,” said Aunt Sally with a sly grin. “Maybe I kinda like it. Maybe well have some peace and quiet around here.”

“Tooter didn’t want to move,” said Chuckie. “She hates the farm.”

Tooter glared at her brother.

Chuckie rolled on: “Tooter says farms are smelly and ugly and stupid. Tooter says farm kids are always stepping in cow poop. She says the pigs eat your fingers off while you’re sleeping. And the big reason she hates the farm is because Matthew Kain isn’t here. She loves him. She wrote him a love letter and she hid it in her suitcase and she’s gonna send it to him.”
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Tooter yelled, “I am not! I do
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