
[image: image]



[image: image]




Dedication

Dedicated to MEJ

(23DLISCAYG)




Table of Contents

Cover

Title Page

Dedication

Chapter 1 It’s Counting Day

Chapter 2 We Have to Move

Chapter 3 Keep It Down, Table 5

Chapter 4 The Basement Plan

Chapter 5 Simon Is . . . Simon

Chapter 6 The Marshmallow Group

Chapter 7 Monster Truck Mega-Palooza

Chapter 8 Two Donuts, Two Bites Each

Chapter 9 The Game Begins

Chapter 10 Blue Betsy

Chapter 11 Pizza and the Final Clue

Chapter 12 A Lump in My Throat

Chapter 13 The Lump Disappears

Fun and Games!

About the Author and Illustrator

Books by Tom Watson

Copyright

About the Publisher




[image: image]

IT WAS THURSDAY.

That’s my counting day.

I almost picked Wednesday to be counting day because it has nine letters—the most of any day.

But nine is an odd number. And I like even numbers way more than odd numbers. That’s because with odd numbers, there’s always something left over. And who wants that?

Saturday is tied with Thursday for the next most letters—eight. That’s an even number. I had to choose between those two days.

[image: image]

I didn’t want counting day to be on the weekend. So Thursday is counting day.

After I woke up, I brushed my teeth with twenty-six sideway strokes and eighteen up-and-down strokes.

For breakfast, I had Froot Loops—that’s my favorite cereal. I took the green and purple ones out of my bowl. They remind me of grapes.

I counted the orange, yellow, red, and blue Froot Loops left in my bowl. There were 129. I put one back in the box before eating.

When I met my best friends, Rosie and Simon, at the end of my driveway, they knew it was counting day. They totally get me. They didn’t think it was strange when I walked to school with my head down as I counted the sidewalk squares.

Of course, I know how many sidewalk squares there are on the way to school. There are 412. I’ve counted them, like, a million times. But it never hurts to be absolutely certain.
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I can still talk with Rosie and Simon while I count. It’s like one part of my brain does the counting while a different part of my brain listens and talks. The counting part is in the back part of my head, on the right side near the top. The listening and talking parts are along both sides.
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I was on sidewalk square number sixty-eight when Rosie asked, “Did you guys remember your book reports?”

“I did,” Simon said and patted his backpack. “I found a book about monster trucks at the library.”

“Uh-oh,” I said and stopped on sidewalk square number seventy-two.

I knew where my book report was—and it wasn’t in my backpack.

It was on the kitchen counter. I set it there when I put my cereal bowl and spoon in the dishwasher. I had to count all the bowls and spoons inside—because, you know, it was counting day. Then I saw Simon and Rosie out the kitchen window. They were waiting for me at the end of my driveway. I ran out to meet them—and left my book report on the counter.
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I crouched down to unzip my backpack.

“Did you forget it?” Simon asked.

“I think I did,” I said. I searched for a few seconds. “I definitely did.”

“We’ll go back with you,” Rosie offered.

“No, that’s okay,” I said. “But will you stay on this square? It’s number seventy-two and I can just start counting again from here when I get back.”

Rosie and Simon said they would.

I ran back home—and that’s when the trouble started.
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I HUSTLED HOME and went into the kitchen. My book report was right where I left it on the counter. It was all about the story of Henry Sugar, by Roald Dahl. That is one of my all-time favorite stories. I like how the main character gets his brain to be super focused on things.

I put the report in my backpack, zipped it up, and headed to the foot of the stairs. I could hear Mom and Dad talking up there.
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Well, they weren’t quite talking. It was more like yelling. That’s because Mom was blow-drying her hair. So they had to yell to hear each other.

“I had to come home to get my book report!” I called up the stairs. “I forgot it!”

They didn’t respond. The blow-dryer and their own yelling was too loud for them to hear me. So I decided just to hurry back to Rosie and Simon.

But when I got to the front door I didn’t go outside. That’s because I heard Dad yell my name in a sentence.

“We’re going to need to move all Molly’s things,” he yelled.

I took my hand off the doorknob.

“What?” I said and walked back to the staircase. “Move all my things?”

“We’ll have to move our stuff too,” Mom yelled back. The blow-dryer was still going full-blast.

I cupped my hand around my ear.

“It’s got to be done,” Dad yelled. “It will be here sooner than we know it.”

I scrunched up my face and asked myself, “What are they talking about?”

“I’ll have to leave my job,” Mom said loudly.

“We’ll get by,” Dad said back just as loudly. “But it’s all going to change. We’ll all be in a different place, that’s for sure.”
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“Leave her job?” I whispered and backed away from the stairs toward the front door. I opened it slowly and quietly, even though I knew there was no way they could hear me. “Different place?”

I heard one last bit of their conversation.

“How do you think Molly’s going to react when we tell her?” Mom called over the blow-dryer.

“I don’t know,” Dad called back. Then a few seconds later, he said, “We have to move.”

Oh. No. I didn’t want to move. No way. No possible way.

I squeezed the door shut—and ran back to Rosie and Simon. They waved at me from sidewalk square seventy-two. I’d have to move away from my two best friends in the whole world.
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They must have seen the look on my face as I got closer. When I got to them, Rosie asked, “What’s the matter, Molly?”

“Yeah,” Simon said. “What’s wrong?”

“Everything,” I answered. “I can’t talk about it right now. I’ll tell you at Table 5.”

I was glad it was counting day. It gave me something to concentrate on.

I stepped off square seventy-two.


I said in my brain, “Seventy-three, seventy-four, seventy-five . . . ”

It helped—but not a lot.
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    OH NO! NO WAY! WHAT WILL MOLLY DO NOW?
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AFTER MR. WILLOW took attendance, he explained that healthy eating would be our science subject that day. He drew a plate with four sections on the whiteboard. He gave us twenty minutes to fill in the sections with different categories of food.

“I want you to think about what you eat during a typical week,” Mr. Willow said, “and fill in the plate with those foods. Then we’ll look at a healthy eating plate and you can see how your diet compares to it.”

It was kind of a fun assignment. We got to use our colored pencils and could draw all the food too. It was also a good project because we were allowed to talk quietly at our tables as we worked.

As we started to draw our plates, Rosie asked, “So what’s happening, Molly? Something was really bothering you on the way to school.”
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“Yeah,” Simon said. “We could tell.”

I didn’t want to look at my two best friends as I told them my bad news.

“Something happened when I ran back to get my book report,” I said and hunkered down even closer to my paper. I had sectioned off one part of my food plate for protein. I wanted to draw a fish and a chicken.

Simon asked, “What happened?”

“Well, it’s not like something happened happened,” I said. I outlined my fish with a black colored pencil. “It was more like I heard something.”

“What did you hear?” Rosie
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