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I’M MOLLY.

I get things stuck in my head sometimes.

I’ll give you a few examples.

This morning, I had Froot Loops for breakfast. Froot Loops come in six different colors—red, orange, yellow, green, purple, and blue. When I poured the dry cereal into my bowl, I took the purple and green ones out. That’s because purple and green remind me of grapes.
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And I don’t like grapes because they come in big bunches and it’s hard to tell how many are in a bunch. I like to know how many things there are. That’s just me.

So, I only had red, blue, orange, and yellow Froot Loops in my bowl. I ate all the blue ones first. It’s kind of hard to get only blue Froot Loops on your spoon, but it’s worth it. When I only had red, orange, and yellow Froot Loops left, I just ate them all. They could be mixed up. That’s because red and yellow make orange, so those Froot Loops are allowed to be together.

See what I mean?

Oh, I also couldn’t be done until I knew all the Froot Loops were gone.

I needed to know that there wasn’t one hiding beneath the milk at the bottom of the bowl. I sort of splashed my spoon in the milk to make sure there wasn’t one left.
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My dad asked, “Molly, what are you doing?”

“I’m making sure there aren’t any more Froot Loops in my bowl,” I answered. “It’s important.”
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This made perfectly good sense to my dad. Both my parents understand me very well.

So do Rosie and Simon. They are my two best friends.

Here are a few more quick examples.

The socks in my sock drawer are folded flat. They’re not rolled up in balls. Flat things are not supposed to be rolled up.
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Also, if I start a book, I can’t read anything else until I finish that book. I can’t read a different book. Or a magazine. Or a comic book. I have to finish that book first.

And my pillows need to be in a certain order before I get into bed. They need to be like this:
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It’s just who I am.

Now I’m going to tell you about something that got stuck in my head last week at school.

Mr. Willow asked me to take the absentee slip to the main office. It’s the piece of paper he fills out after taking attendance in the morning. I went to the office and turned the slip in to Mrs. Beyersdoerfer. We just call her Mrs. B.

“Here’s the absentee slip, Mrs. B.,” I said and handed it to her.

“Thanks, Molly,” she said and took it from me. She put it on top of the stack of absentee slips from the other classes.
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“You’re welcome,” I answered.

But right when I turned to leave, something caught my eye.

Something in Principal Shelton’s office. Her office is off to the side of the main office. It has a door with a window.

There was something colorful in her office.

On her desk.

In a big glass jar.

And it got stuck in my head.
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ONE CHAPTER DOWN. OFF TO A GREAT START!
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I HUSTLED BACK to Mr. Willow’s class and sat down at our table. I share Table 5, in the back, with Simon and Rosie.

“Uh-oh,” Rosie said. Rosie is a nickname for Rosa.

“What?” I asked.

She didn’t answer. Instead, she poked Simon with her elbow and nodded her head in my direction.
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Simon looked at me. Simon isn’t a nickname for anything. It’s just Simon. He said, “Oh no.”

They nodded at each other and then looked at me some more.

“What?” I asked again.

Rosie said, “There’s something going on with you.”

“No, there’s not.”

“Yes, there is,” Simon said. “What is it?”

“Nothing,” I answered—even though I knew there really was something.

“You’re having one of your moments,” Rosie said. “We can see it in your eyes.”

“No, I’m not.”

“Yes, you are, Molly,” Simon said. “We’ve seen this look, like, a million times. It’s the exact same look you got before we jumped into the leaf pile a few weeks ago. I mean, every single leaf? Seriously?”

Rosie pleaded, “Just tell us.”

“Okay,” I said. I knew they were right. This thing was not going to get out of my head. “There’s a mason jar on Principal Shelton’s desk. It’s the kind of jar my mom uses to make raspberry jam. She gives the jam out at Christmas.”

“What’s so special about the jar on Principal Shelton’s desk?” asked Simon.
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I answered, “It’s full of Skittles.”

“And?” Rosie asked.

“I want to know how many Skittles are in that jar,” I whispered. I had to be quiet because Mr. Willow doesn’t like talking. I’d seen Simon get in trouble enough to know that. He can be a total chatterbox sometimes. Mr. Willow has even called Simon’s parents before. And I definitely didn’t want that to happen to me. “I need to know how many Skittles are in that jar.”

“We can’t sneak into the principal’s office, dump out a bunch of Skittles, count them, and then put them back without anyone noticing,” Rosie said. “We’ll totally get caught.”
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“And totally suspended,” Simon added.

“I need to know,” I said.

“It’s one thing to not jump into the leaves until every single leaf in the yard is in the pile, Molly,” Rosie said, shaking her head. “And then if another leaf falls, we have to stop jumping, go get that leaf, and add it to the pile. But this is different.”

Simon agreed, “Way different.”

All I said was, “I need to know.”

“This could mean, like, getting into serious trouble at school,” Rosie said, still shaking her head.
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“And at home,” added Simon.

“I need to know.”

Rosie looked at Simon. Simon looked at Rosie. Then they both looked at me. We were good friends. Best friends even. They knew me. They knew nothing would change my mind.

“You need to know,” Simon said.

“I need to know.”

“Okay,” Rosie said. She twirled her hair around her left index finger. I knew this was a good sign. “We’re going to need a plan.”

But we couldn’t come up with a Skittles-snatching-and-counting strategy right then. That’s because Mr. Willow was already walking toward us.

“Table 5,” he said in a voice a little louder than usual. “Quiet down. Everybody get your composition books out.”

“Lunchtime,” I whispered.

“Lunchtime,” Rosie and Simon whispered back in unison.
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ROSIE, SIMON, AND I sat at the table farthest away from the food—and farthest away from everybody else. Lunch was grilled cheese, tater tots, apple slices, and a chocolate chip cookie.

I counted my tater tots. There were eleven. So I gave Simon three. I like to eat warm things in even numbers—and never double digits. So, for tater tots, I could eat two, four, six, or eight. And I was hungry, so I chose eight.
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I eat even numbers for cold things too. But double digits doesn’t matter for cold things. I had seven apple slices and I gave one to Rosie.

I had been putting some of my food on Rosie’s and Simon’s trays for a couple of years now, so they barely even noticed.

“Anybody come up with a plan to count the Skittles?” I asked in a low voice. It wasn’t quite a whisper. There wasn’t anyone around us.

“Not yet,” Rosie answered.

“I thought of something,” Simon said. “It’s kind of a bad idea though, I think.”

“There are no bad ideas,” Rosie said.

“Okay, here goes,” Simon said after that encouragement.

When Simon talks about something he’s excited about, it can be kind of strange. He tilts his head a bit to the left and gets this glazed look in his eyes. Once he gets going, he talks faster and faster—and it’s hard for him to stop.
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“We need to get Principal Shelton out of her office,” Simon began after tilting his head and getting that look in his eyes. “And I was thinking there must be a reason why she has all those Skittles on her desk. She must love Skittles. I mean, she doesn’t have Tootsie Rolls or Nerds or Sour Patch Kids on her desk, right?”

“Right,” Rosie said slowly. She sounded a little suspicious.

“She loves Skittles,” Simon repeated. “So, we go to the store after school and buy a pack of Skittles. Then we tear it open real careful like. When we get the pack open, we slip in a golden ticket. You know, like in Charlie and the Chocolate Factory. We can design it on my mom’s computer and print it out. We have a color printer. After we insert the ticket, we glue the Skittles packet back up and then put it on her desk the next day.”
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“What’s the ticket say?” I asked.

Simon told us proudly.
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“Then when she leaves, the hard part’s done,” he said. “With her office empty, Molly just needs to sneak in. You know, through the window or the heating vents or whatever. Dump out the Skittles and start counting. Easy stuff.”
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“Umm, Simon,” Rosie said slowly. “You know how I said there are no bad ideas?”

“Yeah,” he answered as he untilted his head.

Rosie giggled. “That’s sort of a bad idea.”

“Yeah,” Simon said. His feelings weren’t hurt or anything. “I know
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