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Lucky was trying to draw the smell of summer.

The page had strawberry-colored spots, one enormous blue tree, and a bird that looked like a kite.

Mr. Croco studied the picture. He leaned closer and gave it a careful sniff.

“It smells like a blue colored pencil,” he said.

“Then I almost got it,” Lucky said.

Beside her, Mr. Croco was fixing a little wooden airplane. One wing lay on the table. The other would not stay where it belonged.

The room was warm and quiet.

Mom came in.

She looked at the picture, the airplane, and Lucky.

“Lucky, you’re starting school in a few weeks.”

School.

Lucky put down her pencil.

“Do they draw at school?”

“They do,” Mom said.

“Even blue trees?”

“I think school can handle blue trees.”

Lucky smiled.

“Do they listen to music?”

“Sometimes.”

“Good. Music helps me think of things.”

Mr. Croco turned over a sheet of paper and picked up his pencil.

“Then there’s one thing left to figure out.”

“What?”

“What do you need to bring?”

Lucky looked at her picture, the wooden airplane, and the jar of colored pencils.

“Probably all the important stuff.”

Mr. Croco wrote:

All the important stuff.

He looked around the room.

“We’ll need a backpack the size of a closet.”

At the store, backpacks hung from the floor almost to the ceiling.

Backpacks with dinosaurs.

Backpacks with rockets.

Backpacks covered in sparkly stars.

And one with ears so big they took up almost the whole shelf.

Lucky walked past them once.

Then she walked back.

“How do I know which one is mine?”

Mr. Croco took out his list.

“We’ll have to check.”

He opened the first backpack.

“The zipper works.”

He looked inside the second.

“It has a pocket.”

He tapped the third one.

“Feels sturdy.”

On the bottom shelf, Lucky spotted a yellow backpack. One of its pockets was sewn on a little crooked.

“I think this one is new at everything too,” she said.

Mr. Croco examined the crooked pocket.

He took hold of one strap and gave it a little shake.

“Nice to meet you. This is our first time too.”

At home, Mr. Croco set the new backpack on the table.

“Now let’s see how many important things fit inside.”

First, he packed the pencil case.

Next came a drawing pad and an extra pencil.

After that, he added a flashlight, a bandage, and a spoon.

Lucky peered inside.

“Why do I need a spoon at school?”

Mr. Croco checked his list.

“In case there’s soup.”

“What about the flashlight?”

“In case a pencil rolls somewhere very dark.”

Lucky thought for a moment. She placed a smooth little stone in the small front pocket.

“What’s that for?” Mr. Croco asked.

“In case I need something familiar.”

Mr. Croco carefully zipped the small pocket closed.

“Then that’s the right place for it.”

He pulled the main zipper.

It reached the spoon and stopped.

Mr. Croco looked at the backpack.

He looked at the spoon.

“I see,” he said. “Soup can wait.”

The next day, Mom brought home some notebooks.

They were so new that Lucky did not want to open them.

The white pages lay perfectly flat.

Every line was straight.

There was not one smudge anywhere.

Lucky ran her finger over the first page.

“What if I write in the wrong place right away?”

Mr. Croco sat beside her.

He opened his own notebook and showed her a page.

At the top, he had written:

Tuesday Plan

Underneath it, he had written:

Today is Wednesday.

Lucky looked at him.

“You made a mistake?”

“Yes.”

“What happens now?”

Mr. Croco turned the page.

“Now it’s a plan for last Tuesday.”

Lucky picked up her pencil.

She drew a small star on the first page.

The star came out a little crooked.

But the page was not empty anymore.

That evening, Mr. Croco took out his list again.

Lucky peeked over his shoulder.

It now said:

Backpack.
Pencil case.
Notebooks.
Check the zipper.
Make friends with the backpack.
“It got longer,” Lucky said.

“We keep remembering important things,” said Mr. Croco.

He thought for a moment and added one more line:

Don’t forget the most important thing.

“What’s the most important thing?” Lucky asked.

Mr. Croco looked at the list.

He looked at Lucky.

He looked at the list again.

“I don’t know yet.”

“Then how will you remember it?”

Mr. Croco drew two circles around the new line.

“Now it’s easier to see.”

Lucky laughed.

Maybe there was something important about school too.

Maybe everyone else already knew what it was.

When the first day of school was getting close, Mom said, “Time to try everything on.”

Lucky put on her new school clothes and stood in front of the mirror.

One sleeve covered almost her whole hand.

One sock slid down to her heel as if it had changed its mind about going to school.

“Do I look like a school kid yet?” Lucky asked.

Mr. Croco walked around her.

He rolled up the sleeve.

Pulled up the sock.

Straightened her collar.

“You look like Lucky,” he said. “Just in very new clothes.”

Lucky stood as tall as she could and made a serious face.

Mr. Croco looked more closely.

“No,” he said. “Still Lucky.”

She laughed.

The sock slid down again.

The next day, Mom placed a white envelope on the table.

On the front, it said:

For Lucky

Lucky traced her name with one finger.

She opened the envelope carefully so she would not tear the corner.

There was a letter inside.

“It says my teacher’s name,” Lucky said.

She read the name again.

Then she whispered it, just to hear how it sounded.

“Do you think she knows I’m coming?”

Mr. Croco looked at the letter.

“Your name is right here.”

“What about blue trees?”

“It doesn’t say anything about trees.”

Lucky thought for a moment.

She picked up a pencil and drew a tiny blue tree at the bottom of the letter.

“Now it does.”

Mr. Croco studied the drawing.

“Good thing we checked.”

Lucky folded the letter and tucked it into the small pocket of her backpack beside the smooth stone.

Her stone was in there.

So was her name.

That evening, Lucky drew while Mom wrote her name on the new notebooks.

“You might not know anyone in your class,” Mom said.

Lucky stopped drawing.

“No one?”

“Maybe not.”

Mom smiled.

“But you’ll meet some new kids.”

Lucky nodded.

Mr. Croco looked up.

He looked at Lucky’s picture.

Then he looked at Lucky.

He did not ask any questions.

A minute later, he sat down beside her.

He took a clean sheet of paper and wrote in big letters:

HELLO.

He wrote it again.

This time, a little neater.

Lucky looked at the paper.

“What’s that for?”

Mr. Croco shrugged.

“In case we need it.”

Lucky smiled.

Beside his word, she wrote:

HI.

That night, Lucky lay awake for a long time.

The moon shone through the window.

Crickets chirped somewhere far away.

Something clinked softly in the kitchen.

Mr. Croco was checking the backpack for what felt like the hundredth time.

Lucky peeked out of her room.

“Croco?”

“Yes?”

“What if I can’t find my classroom?”

Mr. Croco stopped arranging the colored pencils.

“Then we’ll look for it.”

“What if it takes a long time?”

“Then we’ll keep looking.”

Lucky was quiet for a moment.

“What if I walk into the wrong room?”

“We’ll walk back out,” Mr. Croco said. “Then we’ll find the right one.”

Lucky thought for a moment.

“What if...”

She stopped.

Mr. Croco zipped the backpack, came over, and sat beside her.

“You know something?”

“What?”

“When I was packing your backpack, I kept thinking, ‘What if I forget something?’”

Lucky stared at him.

“You did?”

“Of course. That’s why I checked it four times.”

Lucky smiled.

“And you’re still worried?”

Mr. Croco nodded.

“A little.”

Lucky lay back down on her pillow.

“Then it’s okay.”

“What is?”

“That you don’t know either.”

Mr. Croco tucked the blanket around her.

“We’ll find out.”

“Tomorrow.”

Morning looked just like any other morning.

A patch of sunlight lay on the floor, and two birds argued outside the window.

The only unusual thing was that Lucky woke up before her alarm.

She looked straight at the chair.

Her new school clothes were still there.

The backpack waited by the door.

Lucky pulled the blanket all the way up to her nose.

Maybe if she stayed perfectly still, morning would wait a little longer.

Mr. Croco’s voice came from the hallway.

“Your alarm goes off in seven minutes.”

Lucky closed her eyes.

“Then I’m still asleep.”

“All right,” Mr. Croco said.

He came in, set her slippers beside the bed, and placed the smooth little stone on the left one.
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“I’ll 

leave everything here in case you accidentally wake up.”

Lucky opened one eye.

Then the other.

The stone sat on her left slipper. It looked ready too.

Lucky sat up.

“Fine. But breakfast first.”

Mr. Croco took out his list.

“Breakfast has already started.”

At breakfast, Lucky pushed her spoon through the oatmeal.

It gathered in the middle, spread out, and gathered again.

“It’s not in a hurry,” Lucky said.

“It doesn’t have school today,” Mr. Croco agreed.

Lucky ate one spoonful.

Then another.

She let the oatmeal keep the third one.

By the front door, the backpack felt heavier than it had the day before.

Mr. Croco adjusted one of the straps.

“Better?”

Lucky shrugged.

They walked out through the gate.

To get to school, they had to go straight, then turn at the big tree.

“First, we get to the tree,” Mr. Croco said.

“And then?”

“We’ll see from there.”

Something was singing loudly from the highest branch. 

Lucky stopped and looked up.

“Do you hear that?”

“I do.”

“I think that bird has something important today too.”

They listened for a little while longer.

Then Lucky started walking again.

This time, she went first.
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Around the corner, the school gates came into view.

Lucky slowed down.

Children were already gathering inside the gates.

Some were holding a grown-up’s hand.

Some were adjusting backpacks that looked much too big.

One boy was trying to stick a name tag to his shirt, but it kept peeling off.

At last, it fell by his shoes.

The boy sighed.

Lucky smiled.

“Things fall down at my house all the time too.”

The boy picked up the name tag and smiled back.

This time, it stayed on.

Lucky reached behind her and checked the small pocket of her backpack.

The smooth stone was still there.

Mr. Croco looked at the gates.

“Now?”

Lucky nodded.

Together, they walked into the schoolyard.

The schoolyard was noisy.

One child was showing everyone a new backpack.

Another was still holding Mom’s hand.

Someone had already gotten dirt on one knee.

Lucky stood beside Mr. Croco and looked around.

Nearby, a girl’s pencil case popped open.

Colored pencils spilled across the walkway.

“Again,” the girl whispered.

Lucky crouched down beside her.

One pencil had landed near Lucky’s shoe.

Another had rolled under a bench.

A third had somehow made it almost all the way to Mr. Croco’s feet.

He picked it up and handed it to the girl.

“Last one.”

The girl put the pencils back into her case.

“Thanks.”

Lucky nodded.

For a few seconds, they looked at each other.

Then the girl smiled.

Lucky smiled back.

A teacher called the children inside.

The girl hurried toward the steps.

Lucky adjusted her backpack and followed.

Their teacher stood outside the classroom door with a list in her hands.

A girl with two braids waited in front of Lucky.

“What
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