


Chapter One

Sara Godfrey was lying on the bed tying a
kerchief on the dog, Boysie. “Hold your chin up,
Boysie, will you?” she said as she braced herself on
one elbow. The dog was old, slept all the time, and
he was lying on his side with his eyes closed while
she lifted his head and tied the scarf.

Her sister Wanda was sitting at the dressing
table combing her hair. Wanda said, “Why don’t
you leave Boysie alone?”

“There’s nothing else to do,” Sara answered
without looking up. “You want to see a show?”

“Not particularly,” |

“It’s called ‘The Many Faces of Boysie.””

“Now I know I don’t want to see it.”

Sara held up the dog with the kerchief neatly
tied beneath his chin and said, “The first face of
Boysie, proudly presented for your entertainment
and amusement, is the Russian Peasant Woman.
Taaaaaa-daaaaaa!”



“Leave the dog alone.”

“He likes to be in shows, don’t you, Boysie?” She
untied the scarf, refolded it and set it carefully on
top of the dog’s head. “And now for the second
face of Boysie, we travel halfway around the world
to the mysterious East, where we see Boysie the
Inscrutable Hindu. Taaaaaaa-daaaaaa!”

With a sigh Wanda turned and looked at the
dog. “That’s pathetic. In people’s age that dog is
eighty-four years old.” She shook a can of hair spray
and sprayed her hair. “And besides, that's my good
scarf.”

“Oh, all right.” Sara fell back heavily against the
pillow. “I can’t do anything around here.”

“Well, if it's going to make you that miserable,
I'll watch the show.”

“I don't want to do it any more. It’s no fun now.
This place smells like a perfume factory.” She put
the scarf over her face and stared up through the
thin blue material. Beside her, Boysie lay back
down and curled himself into a ball. They lay with-
out moving for a moment and then Sara sat up on
the bed and looked down at her long, lanky legs.
She said, “I have the biggest feet in my school.”

“Honestly, Sara, I hope you are not going to
start listing all the millions of things wrong with
you because I just don’t want to hear it again.”

“Well, it’s the truth about my feet. One time in
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Phys Ed the boys started throwing the girls’ sneak-
ers around and Bull Durham got my sneakers and
put them on and they fit perfectly! How do you
think it feels to wear the same size shoe as Bull
Durham?”

“People don’t notice things like that.”

“Huh!”

“No, they don’t. I have perfectly terrible
hands—Ilook at my fingers—only I don’t go around
all the time saying, ‘Everybody, look at my stubby
fingers, I have stubby fingers, everybody,’ to make
people notice. You should just ignore things that
are wrong with you. The truth is everyone else is so
worried about what’s wrong with them that—"

“It is very difficult to ignore the fact that you
have huge feet when Bull Durham is dancing all
over the gym in your shoes. They were not
stretched the tiniest little bit when he took them
off either.”

“You wear the same size shoe as Jackie Kennedy
Onassis if that makes you feel any better.”

“How do you know?”

“Because one time when she was going into an
Indian temple she had to leave her shoes outside
and some reporter looked in them to see what size
they were.” She leaned close to the mirror and
looked at her teeth.

“Her feet look littler.”



Winner of the
Newbery Medal

aras fourteenth summer was
Stuming out to be the most confus-
1 Ing time of her life. Up until this sum-
o+, mer, things had flowed smoothly, like
the gliding swans on the lake. Now she
wants to fly away from everything—her
beautiful older sister, her bossy Aunt Willie, her
remote father, and most of all, herself. But can
she fly away from Charlie? Sara loves her brother
so much, and in a way she can’t understand,
though sometimes she can’t stand his neediness.
But when Charlie himself flies away, Sara knows
what she must do . . .

“A compelling story of the longest day in a four-
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