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['m glad there's only one more week of school before
summer vacation. Today was so hot! My clothes stuck
to me and my brain felt all tired out. T didn't even hin-
ish roy math in school. S0 now T have o do it for
homewaork.

[ walked into the lobby of my apariment building
thinking how good a big. cold drink would taste. 1
pushed the Up elevator button and waited. When the
elevator got to the lobby Henry opened the gate and 1
stepped in. Just as he was about 1o take me upstairs
Peter Hatcher and his dumb old dog came tearing
down the hall.

“Wait up, Henry!™ Peter called, "Here [ come.”



"Please don'l wail, Henry,™ T said. "The clevator's
too small for that dog.”

But Henry opened the gate and walted. "This ele-
vator can hold ten people or the equivalent,” Henry
said. “And T figure that dog is the equivalent of a per-
son and a half. So with me and vou and Peter and that
dog we've still only got four and a half people.”

Sometimes 1 wish Henrey didn't spend so much
time thinking.

“Hi, Henrv,” Peter said. "Thanks for waiting.”

“Any time, Peter,” Henry told him.

*Excuse me, please.” | said, stepping out of the ele-
vator. T held my nose. *T can't ride up with that dog.
He stinks!”

My heart was bemting so loud 1 was sure Henry
and Peter could hear it. And [ know Turtle, the dog,
was laughing at me. He stuck out his tongue and
licked the comers ol his mouth. U]l bet he could taste
me already! T walked down the hall with my head held
high. saying, "BEL.”

Henry called, "Ten flights up is a long walk,
Sheila”

"1 cdon’t mind,” T called back.

Henry was right. Ten flights up is a long walk. By the
time | got Lo my floor 1 was hulling and pulfing so

hard T had 1o sit down on the landing and rest. Little



drips of sweat ran from my face down to my neck.
Still, I think it's pretty smart of me to pretend that |
hate Turtle because he smells. I always hold my nose
when 1 see Peter coming with him. That way Peter
will never know the truth!

After a few minutes | wiped my face with the back
of my hand and walked down the hall 1o our apart-
ment. Mrs, Reese is the only person on our floor with
a dog. And 1 don't worry too much about her. Because
her dog is so small she carries him around in her
arms. She calls him Baby and knits him little sweaters
to wear in the wintern

| pushed open our apartment door and went
straight into the kitchen 1o get something to drink.

“Is that vou, Sheila?" my mother called.

“Yes,” 1 answered.

"Did vou hove fun at Lourie’s?"

“Yes.” | said. gulping down a whaole can of apple
Juice,

“Is it stll hot out?” Mom asked.

Yes.”

“Did vou remember to bring home a guart of
milk?”

Oh oh! T knew T forgo something.

“Sheila . . . did you bring home the milk?” Mom
called again.

"No. .. lorgal”



Sheila can do no wrong.
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