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Crystal stared at her Dad in disbelief. For a moment, she was too stunned to speak.  Finally, she blurted, "You want us to move?"  She'd lived in Glenville all her life and never considered the possibility of leaving. 

He nodded. "That's right.  It will be good for us.  We'll see new things and live near the beach.  By the first day of school, I bet you love it in Gulfview."  He smiled hopefully. 

Crystal frowned.  "I don't want to see new things. I want to stay here, where I have friends." 

Her mother patted her arm. "I know it's hard to think about moving.  We've lived here a long time.  Still, change is part of life. And your dad and I have decided this change is for the best." 

"It's not best for me," Crystal insisted.  "I've looked forward to sixth grade since I was Bobby's age.  Now, I'll have to start in a new school.  I won't know anybody and I'll be miserable.  Please don't drag us away."  She turned to Dad with her best pleading look. 

He shook his head. "I'm sorry, honey.  The decision's already been made.  I told my boss today." 

"Mom!" Crystal wailed. 

Her mother sighed. "You know your dad doesn't like the changes they're making at his company.  It made sense for him to look for a new job.  I'm sorry it couldn't be here, but it's not.  We'll have to make the best of it." 

Crystal had an idea.  "Maybe Jill's family will let me move in with them and I could go to school here." 

"Absolutely not.  We're a family.  We stay together." Mom scowled as though Crystal had suggested robbing a bank. 

Tears began to flow down Crystal's cheeks.  Her parents were about to ruin her life and they hadn't even asked her opinion first. It wasn't fair.  How could they love her and make such a terrible decision? 

She fled toward the stairs. "I won't make the best of it.  You don't even care how I feel." 

She shut her door and sank onto the floor.  She let the tears come and knew it had been years since she had lost her cool the way she had downstairs.  Surely, her parents realized now how much they'd upset her.  Now that they knew how she felt, they would talk it over and realize what a big mistake this move would be. 

They'd come up in a minute.  They would tell her they hadn't thought she'd be so upset.  They would tell her they'd changed their minds and Dad would keep his job here. Then, she would give them a hug and everything would be okay. 

She waited for footsteps to come up the stairs.  The minutes ticked by. There was no knock on her door.  No one called for her to come down. 

Alright.  If they didn't care how she felt, there was no point in trying to wait them out.  She would have to find another way to make them see how important it was for her to begin sixth grade with the friends she had known all her life. 

In the meantime, she decided to share her bad news.  She slipped down to her parents' bedroom and picked up the phone.  From memory, she punched in the number.  Jill's mom answered. 

Crystal took a deep breath. "May I speak to Jill?"  

"Just a minute, Crystal.  I'll get her." 

The way she always recognized Crystal's voice made Crystal feel warm inside.  Jill and Crystal had grown up at each other's houses.  And Crystal felt as much at home there as she did at her own house.  Knowing this could soon change made her feel like a tree that was standing in the path of a tornado.  She had to do something to prevent the disaster. 

"I've got awful news," she blurted when Jill came on the line. 

"What?" Jill's voice was full of concern. 

"I just found out we're moving." 

"No!  You can't.  Where?" 

"To a city called Gulfview.  It's somewhere on the coast.  And it's miles away from here.  I can't let them drag me off.  What am I going to do?" 

Jill was quiet a minute.  Crystal could imagine her biting her lip and thinking.  Then she asked, "Is it for sure you have to move?" 

"Unless I can think of a way out.  Dad's already taken the job.  He and Mom decided without asking Bobby or me how we felt." 

"You can't go.  I'll just die if you move." 

"I feel the same way.  What am I going to do?"  She brushed back a strand of long copper hair that had fallen across her shoulder. 

"You could stay here with me." 

"I already thought of that.  Mom told me we're a family and we're staying together.  They don't care how I feel." 

"You'll have to make them understand how important it is for you to stay.  How long do you have to change their minds?" 

"Till the end of summer.  We're supposed to move right before school starts.  When I think about it, I feel sick." 

"That's it!  Maybe if you get pale and sick, they'll feel bad for trying to drag you away." 

"That's a great idea.  If I stay sick long enough, they'll have to change their minds." 

"Right.  You're staying here in Glenville.  It's not fair to make you move." 

"That's true.  I'm going to start "operation sick" right now." 

They said good-bye and Crystal hung up, feeling determined about her plan.  Her father might have already accepted the new job, but she wasn't going without a fight. 

She slipped into the bathroom and surveyed her healthy pink complexion.  It wasn't going to be easy to look sickly, but she had to try.  Drooping her eyelids over her hazel eyes, she peered closely into the mirror.  Maybe if she sucked in her cheeks... 

A moment later, her mother called from the bottom of the stairs. "Time for dinner." 

Shoulders drooping in her new "sick" look, she turned and shuffled to the dining room.  Her father and brother were already at the table.  Bobby stuck out his small lip in disgust as Mom spooned green peas onto his plate. 

Crystal slid into her chair and stared into space. After the blessing, her father cleared his throat.  Speaking in his too high, "cheer up" voice, he said, "I think you kids will really like Gulfview. We won't be far from the beach. It's so warm there, we'll be able to spend a lot of spring and summer weekends building sand castles." 

Bobby set down his drumstick and frowned.  "I don't know how to build a sand castle." 

Mom smiled. "Your dad can show you.  He grew up on the beach.  When we were first married, we lived in a little house by the ocean and he showed me how to build sand castles." 

"Can we build one tomorrow?" Bobby asked. 

Mom patted his hand. "No, honey.  We have to sell the house first and then we have a lot of packing to do." 

His look of disappointment tempted Crystal to kick him under the table.  But he would only tell Mom and Dad and she would get in trouble.  So she glared at him instead. 

He went right on spooning potatoes into his mouth.  He didn't notice her angry look. It wasn't really his fault.  He would only be in kindergarten this fall. He hadn't spent years making friends that he would miss when school started.  

"You're awfully quiet tonight." Dad was talking to her. "You're upset about moving, right?" 

She quit picking at her mashed potatoes and looked up. "I don't feel well. I think the shock made me sick." 

To her surprise, she saw a smile play at the corner of his lips. "The shock?" 

"Yes.  Of moving."  She sucked in her cheeks, hoping she looked sicker. 

"Maybe some chocolate cake would make you feel better. I made one for dessert," Mom said. 

This was going to be hard.  Crystal loved chocolate cake. But she was determined to stick to her plan.  She lowered her eyes and shook her head.  "No thanks.  May I be excused?" 

Dad nodded. "If you're finished eating." 

She stood slowly, holding the chair for support. "Maybe I'll go to bed."  She hoped her offer of an early bedtime would worry them since she was usually a night owl who had to be told three times to turn out her light. 

"I hope you feel better in the morning," said Mom. 

Crystal read for awhile, and then turned out the light.  Lying in the dark, she felt frustrated.  Her plan had been silly.  And it wasn't working.  Nonetheless, it was the only plan she had.  She would give it a couple of days.  If her parents didn't change their minds, she would have to think of something better. 

The next morning, she opened her eyes to see sunlight streaming between her blinds making a pattern across the flowered bedspread.  She started to get up.  Then as she heard Mom talking to Bobby, she remembered she was supposed to be sick. 

Mom stuck her head in the doorway. "Better hurry if you want to make it to swimming on time." 

Crystal sunk lower beneath her sheet. "I feel sick.  I don't think I'll go today." 

Mom came in and felt her forehead. "You don't feel warm.  Mom peered at her face.  Putting her hands on her waist Mom said, "Does this have anything to do with moving?" 

Crystal shrugged. "Maybe. If it does, I can't help it. I wish I felt like swimming. I love swimming.  But, I don't feel good anymore." 

"Yes. I know you like swimming.  And you've been doing well in your lessons.  Only a few more classes and you'll pass this level-if you go the next few days and finish.  You know, Crystal, moving isn't the end of the world.  We can probably find lessons in Gulfview." 

Crystal swallowed hard.  She really did like her swimming lessons at the new indoor pool and she wanted to pass the test to get her next card.  Still, if she gave in, it would ruin her plan.  She lay back on the cover and turned her head to the side. 

Mom turned away. "Well, you know the rules.  You can read, but no television.  I won't plan on running any errands today so I'll be back with Bobby right after his lesson." 

She nodded weakly.  Her stomach rumbled in protest of her light dinner the night before.  She hoped her mother hadn't heard it since she was pretending to be too sick to eat. 

When she heard Mom's car pull out of the garage, she scurried down for two glasses of orange juice and three pieces of toast with grape jam.  Then, she went back to her room to read. 

The hour drug by slowly.  She wanted to talk to Jill but Jill was at swimming lessons.  She imagined what the other kids were doing.  They were working on the butterfly kick and backstroke.  Several kids were preparing to try out for swim team.  She already had permission from her mother to join the team again this year.  And now this move threatened to ruin everything. 

She lay in bed and read until she heard the car pull into the garage.  She put her book under the cover as a wet Bobby dashed up the stairs followed by Mom. "Bring me your swimsuit as soon as you've changed and don't leave it on the floor," her mom called to Bobby. 

Her footsteps paused beside Crystal's room and she stepped into the doorway. "How are you feeling?" 

"Not that well." 

"I've been thinking we should call the doctor.  You've already missed swimming and you'll have to miss Ann's party if you're still sick this afternoon." 

Crystal sat up.  Then remembering she was supposed to be sick, she slunk down.  She had forgotten all about Ann's party. Jill and the other girls would be there.  Ann had a pool and everyone had looked forward to the party for weeks.  

"Won't it cost a lot to take me to the doctor?" 

"No more than having you miss swim lessons all week." 

"Can we see how I feel this afternoon?  I might be better by then." 

Mom smiled. "Sure. We'll see how you feel." 

When she left, Crystal flung off the covers.  This wasn't working at all.  The doctor would only say there was nothing wrong with her and it would be a waste of Mom's money.  For that, it wasn't worth missing Ann's party. 

She got out of bed and pulled on some crisp purple shorts and a matching plaid blouse.  She brushed her long red hair until it shone and then wove it into a thick braid down her back.  There was no point in curling her bangs if she were swimming later, so she let them fall straight above her eyebrows. 

In the hall, she met Bobby.  He had his wet suit on top of his head.  Tiny streams of water ran from his short stubble of hair and down his cheeks. "I swam good, Crystal." 

"Great."  She was still mad at him for his enthusiasm about the move. 

He looked at her closely. "Are you still sick?" 

"No." 

"Good.  Mommy said, when you feel better, we can get a hamburger after swimming." 

"Who cares?"  She shrugged and headed downstairs.  She was desperate to find a way to stay in Glenville and all he could think about was his stomach. 

She passed her mom coming through the living room.  "I'm glad to see you up and around," Mom said. 

Avoiding her eyes, Crystal ran her hand down the back of the sofa. "I feel better."  It wasn't exactly the truth. She felt awful about moving, but she wasn't really sick. 

"Good.  Maybe you'll feel like finishing your chores. You have dusting this week, remember?" 

Crystal sighed.  In the surprise of moving, she'd forgotten all about chores.  Dusting was the last thing she had to finish on her list this week. 

"Please do a good job," Mom continued. "We have a realtor coming tomorrow to tell us how much she thinks we can get for our house." 

"Tomorrow?"  Crystal's voice came as a squeak.  She hadn't realized things would happen so soon. 

"Yes.  And I want everything to be perfect." 

"Why tomorrow?  We're not moving right away." 

Mom moved toward the kitchen.  "It may take several weeks to sell the house." 

Crystal stood in the living room, thinking.  A realtor was coming tomorrow.  She remembered what it had been like for the Lewis twins who had moved from next door.  First, there had been a "for sale" sign in their yard.  Then, people came to look at their house.  Their mother had nagged the girls constantly to keep their room clean. 

Was this going to happen to her?  It was horrible, unthinkable.  Strangers poking through their rooms, looking in closets.  She shuddered
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