Helen slammed the door. First T.D. had asked to play with [i]Martha[/i] in the morning instead of her, then, when he arrived late to school, he wouldn’t even talk to Helen! He wasn’t paying attention to her, or to school, just daydreaming all the time. And then after school, before his dad picked him up, T.D. asked if Martha could come over [i]again[/i]!

Mr. Kennelly wasn’t too happy that T.D. had overslept, so he said, “No way.”

Thankfully.

Helen didn’t want to let Martha hang out with T.D. when she herself wasn’t invited, but Helen would never [i]forbid [/i]it. Martha didn’t [i]belong[/i] to Helen. She was a person (if a furry one), not a [i]plaything[/i].

“Martha’s not your [i]plaything[/i],” Helen’s remembered her father saying, back when they’d first gotten a dog. Helen had loved Martha, but would never leave the poor dog alone. This was before Martha could speak, so the yellow dog could only [i]cower[/i] in the corner, trying to hide from Helen.

“What’s a [i]plaything?[/i]” young Helen had asked.

“Like a toy. She’s not yours to do with as you please.”

Helen sighed. The way T.D. was doting over Martha, the boy seemed like he was [B][i]her[/i][/B] [i]plaything[/i]. Or was it the other way around? Either way, Helen was feeling left out, and the only thing that would make her happy was…Skits. She grabbed the peanut butter and headed for her room.

Martha skidded around the corner. The first thing she said was, “Is T.D. here?”

Helen was angry. Why were they spending so much time together? Why didn’t they want to play with Helen? She let loose an [i]assault[/i] of words, one after another, her voice rising. “T.D., T.D., T.D.!!! That’s all you ever say! He’s even worse! ‘[i]Can Martha come over? Can I see Martha? Did Martha say anything about me?’[/i]”

Martha had big eyes, but when Helen [i]mentioned[/i] T.D., they nearly exploded in excitement. She squealed, “T.D. [i]mentioned[/i] me!?”

“Aaargh! All he [i]does[/i] is talk about you! Well, I don’t wanna hear it!” Helen stormed past Martha, stomped up the stairs, went into her room and slammed the door. Whatever was going on between them, they were purposefully shutting her out; and whenever she asked, they refused to [i]mention[/i] anything about it. And it hurt her feelings. Collapsing on the bed, she tossed the peanut butter on the floor, holding back quiet sobs as tears ran down her eyes. She didn’t want to see Skits anymore. She just wanted to be alone.
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