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OK, so before I start chatting there are some people you should know about.

First, there’s me, Molly Mills …
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AGE: 9 years old

LIKES: doodling and collecting pencil toppers (so far, I have seven)
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DISLIKES: spelling tests and leaky yoghurt (more on that later)


 

Next, there’s my best friend,

Chloe Trout…
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AGE: 9 years old

 

LIKES: peanut butter milkshakes (I like those too) and space stuff (she wants to go to Mars but I think she'd miss milkshakes too much)
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DISLIKES: cheese and onion burps (it only happened once and I said sorry)

 

And then there’s [image: images].


AGE: unknown (but Chloe thinks he looks older than our mums and dads)
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LIKES: stinky coffee, beards and spelling tests

 

DISLIKES: us
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Really, I don’t think Mr Stilton likes us. And I’m not the only one who thinks that. Chloe agrees with me. She thinks he’s one of those greedy teachers who’s only in it for the money. She says when he’s rich from teaching he’ll probably buy a private island. Then he can ban kids altogether.
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Anyway, there’s more people you should know about but I want to get started.

So let’s talk about Monday.

Mr Stilton is always a bit moody, but this Monday he was worse than ever. We were meant to be planning our pirate stories. You know the sort of thing I mean:
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And Mr Stilton was really grouchy about it.

“Silence, snottlings!” he said, or something like that. “You will write your story plans. You will write beautifully. And you will write quietly.”
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Well I couldn’t write beautifully because I was stuck for ideas. So I wrote Chloe a note instead.
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Let me explain about [image: images] Emily is really good at everything. She speaks like four languages or something and she plays piano and flute and bassoon (which, it turns out, is not a kind of monkey).
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And she’s got fourteen pencil toppers. That’s twice as many as me. Not that I’m jealous. Well, maybe just a little bit.
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Everyone in my class loves pencil toppers. Here’s my pencil topper top ten:
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Oh, and another thing about Emily:

I can't stand her.

And yeah yeah, I know that doesn't make me sound very nice. But I am nice, so maybe I don’t mean can't stand. It’s probably more an extreme, ultra version of dislike. And it’s not just me. Chloe ultra-dislikes Emily too.

It’s not because of the pencil toppers. And it’s not because she’s good at everything. It’s because she lets you know she’s good at everything. And then she lets you know you’re not.

Anyway, perfect Emily wasn’t letting me look at her work. She was doing that wall-of-arms thing and giving me sly-eye.
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“What?!” I said.
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Suddenly everyone was staring. It was like being in a room full of meerkats, all leaning in and super-alert.


Chloe shook her head, all frantic. She reminded me of a wet dog trying to shake off the drips.

I knew she wanted me to be quiet and I knew everyone was listening but I didn’t even care.
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“What???!!!” I said again.

And then there was a shadow on our table and I had a horrible feeling Mr Stilton was standing behind me. Which he was.

“I assume there’s a reason you’re disturbing the whole class?” he said.



“Yes,” I said. “Chloe is leaving Dungfields,” I said. “And Chloe is the only good thing about Dungfields,” I said. “And Dungfields will be rubbish without Chloe,” I said. “And I don’t want to be in your rubbish class any more, either,” I said.
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(OK, I didn't actually say any of that stuff. I wanted to, but I didn't.)

Instead I just went quiet and huffy  (which was probably not very clever either).

“Well, Molly?” said Mr Stilton. “Why were you shouting?”

“I can’t spell something,” I mumbled.

“Not good enough,” he said. Then he sighed through his nose, and went and got a big [image: images] book from his desk.

He plonked it in front of me.

“It’s called a dictionary,” he said. “Use it.”
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And then he wrote my name under the thundercloud.



[image: images]



I glared at the dictionary. “Are you angry with me?” whispered Chloe. I ignored her.

Was I angry with Chloe? No! Well maybe. But mostly I was sad. Not just sad sad, but shocked-sad – which is the worst kind of sad. Shocked-sad hits you like a bucket of cold slime, like, SPLAT, and suddenly your whole life is drenched in gloom.
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That’s how bad I felt.

Anyway, I flicked through the dictionary but my eyes were [image: images] (with all the shocked-sad) so I couldn’t see much. And then the big tatty book kind of broke into two bits. And one half fell on the floor. And then Mr Stilton said my name like I’d done it on purpose, which I really hadn’t. It was just old.

“It was an accident,” I said.

“Pick it up!” he said.

And that’s when things got strange.
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I bent down to get the dictionary and there was something else lying next to it. At first I thought one of the pages had come out, so I reached for it. But it wasn’t a dictionary page. It was a scrap of notepaper with something drawn on it. A [image: images] little witch.

She looked friendly and smiley and I wanted her to be real.

Which is probably why I sneaked my rainbow scissors from my pencil case. And it’s probably why, when no one was looking, I quickly cut her out. And it’s definitely why I thought something super-embarrassing as I slipped her into the pencil pot.
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is what I thought.

And then I forgot about her because, let’s face it, she wasn’t real.
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She wasn’t.

And then, somehow, she was.
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At first, I didn’t have a clue. It’s not like I saw her climb out of the pencil pot or anything.

I was busy looking at the half of the dictionary with the letter “t” in it. I was looking up trejure and tresher and tredger. And honestly, I looked and looked and it took forever because the right spelling just wasn’t in there.

So that was annoying.

And then something pinged off my head. I unfolded the paper aeroplane.
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First of all I thought someone was pranking. I couldn’t work out who’d thrown it though. (Let's face it, everyone looks suspicious when you've been poked in the head with a paper aeroplane.) 

So I wrote a note and stuck it in the pen pot. It went like this:
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And then another plane poked me – in the shoulder this time.
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This was getting silly. So I wrote to Chloe.
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And then I wrote to Emily.
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I started looking round the room again in case someone was looking and laughing. Because then I’d know they did it.

But instead I saw [image: images].

And he definitely wasn’t laughing.

“Molly, can I see you?” said Mr Stilton  (and in my head I was thinking, you're looking right at me, but I didn't say it).

I got up and I went to his desk. I thought he was going to start grumbling at me for not working. But he waved a bit of paper in my face and he said,

“Is this a joke?”
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And I said, “Wha—?!”

Then I looked at the paper. I looked at the scribbly, wriggly writing. And there it was. My name.
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My brain had pretty much stopped working by this point. All I could think was “what the huh?!” and “what in the wah?!?” … What was going on??

“It’s your own time you’ve wasted,” said Mr Stilton. “You can stay in at break and do what I asked you to do.”

“But I didn’t write that!” I said.

And he said, “So where’s your work then?”

And as soon as he said that I was stuck. Because I didn’t actually have any work, and I couldn’t exactly show him all the notes I’d been writing, could I?! I couldn’t say, “Ha! Look! Proof! I was far too busy to write that silly story plan.” (Even though I really, really wanted to.)

So I just slunk back to my table, in a massive (but totally not my fault) sulk.
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I put it in the pen pot and waited. And when I looked again, I found this inside:
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Thing is, I still kind of thought it was a prank.

So, I wasn’t ready for what happened next.

I wasn’t ready for a paper witch (my paper witch!!) to climb out of the pen pot.
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And I wasn’t ready for her to stand there waving at me.

And I may have [image: images] a bit.

Just a little teeny bit.

OK, it wasn’t a bit, it was a lot. I couldn’t help it. Inside I was screaming like

WAHHHHH??!!!

But I tried to keep it in, and this squeaking sound came out instead.

And then Mr Stilton said, “What was that?!” And Dylan B. said he’d heard a mouse. And Ruby D. said it wasn’t a mouse, it was a rat. And she said that she saw it, which she totally didn’t because it was me. The whole time, Chloe was looking at me trying to work out what I was doing. And Emily was frowning like I was so childish when she was so grown-up which was so not true.
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Because they couldn’t see the little scribble witch standing there, tiny finger on her teeny, tiny lips.
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Emily tutted and turned her back on me (which was actually perfect because I needed to write to Notes). And even though Chloe was still watching me, confused, I made myself pick up a pen and start writing, pretending like nothing had happened. I hoped Chloe would think I was writing my pirate plan.
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I didn’t need to put the note in the pen pot because Notes was already sitting there reading it.

And while this was going on, Mr Stilton was ranting and saying stuff like, “There are no rats in this classroom!”

Which was funny really. Because Stilton is a kind of cheese, right? And if I was a rat I would so visit Mr Cheese. I’d be like:
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And normally stuff like that would make me laugh out loud. But I was a bit FREAKED OUT by my new witchy friendling. And still a bit shocked-sad about Chloe. So I didn’t laugh. (But I didn't squeak either which is good.)

Anyway, then it was break and suddenly no one cared about rats.

All the kids bundled out the room. All except for Chloe.

“You all right?” she said.

I wasn’t all right.

“Not really,” I said.

A lot was happening all at once. Chloe was leaving, Notes had appeared out of nowhere. Nothing made sense any more.

Chloe looked at me then at the floor then at me again.

She was being sheepish. That’s what my nan calls it. Sheepish is like
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