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Chapter 1

SMALL TOWN, BIG NEWS

My name is Birdie Mae Hayes and I live in Rainbow, Alabama with my mama, daddy, and my little brother Bubba. I’m in third grade and my best friend, Sally Rose Hope, lives right down the street from me. I know, I know, it sounds like the perfect life, except that my little brother Bubba drives me crazy, and lately I can’t stop feeling like something is about to happen. Or maybe like I’m waiting for something. I don’t really know how to describe it. I asked Sally if she ever feels like she’s waiting for something, and she said, “Waiting for what, like the bus or something?”
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I haven’t said anything to Mama about it because she would probably make me lie down or tell me it’s a phase and I’ll grow out of it. She’s always saying Bubba will grow out of phases, like sucking his thumb or eating paper (well, he still eats paper sometimes but Mama says he will grow out of that eventually).

It’s been six weeks since school started, and it’s been pretty quiet around here. I mean, there have been a couple of little things, like when Bubba tried to clean off his feet in the toilet and got his foot stuck and the fire department had to come, or when Sally’s cat pulled a chunk of her hair out. Sally got a real cute haircut to cover it up though and no one could tell anything had happened. Except for on the weekends when she just gets up and comes over and her hair is still kind of sticking up and you can see a bald spot the size of a golf ball on the back of her head. Luckily, it’s growing back pretty fast, I know because she asks me about fifty gazillion times a day if her bald spot is showing. I mean, I’ve heard Daddy ask Mama that before but not all day long, every single day.
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I guess the biggest news to hit our town since the movie theater got a second screen is that someone is finally moving into old lady Miller’s house. Old lady Miller lived in that house by herself for as long as I can remember. Well, by herself if you don’t count about fifty cats. I’m just guessing it was about fifty because every time Sally and I would walk by her house we would try to count the ones we could see. We usually counted around twenty-five or so. We thought if we could see twenty-five cats there’s got to be at least another twenty-five we can’t see. Anyway, Mama said that old lady Miller got too old to take care of herself and her cats so she moved in with her son and his family. I sure hope they like cats!
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At church last Sunday all the talk was about the new family moving into old lady Miller’s house. You would think it was the Queen of England moving to Rainbow. Sally’s mama and daddy told my mama and daddy their last name is Doolittle and they have a girl who’s close to Bubba’s age and a boy about our age. If that’s true and he’s in third grade he’ll be in either Miss Flowers’s class or Mrs. Crumbly’s class.

Miss Flowers and Mrs. Crumbly are the only two third-grade teachers and they are about as opposite as you can get. Miss Flowers is young and really sweet and Mrs. Crumbly is old and kind of grumpy. Well, I don’t really know if she’s grumpy or not. She’s never said anything to me but whenever I see her, she looks like a mad grandma. And I can hear her yelling at her class through the wall sometimes.

Sally was real happy when she found out we got Miss Flowers instead of Mrs. Crumbly. Sally’s brother Darrel had Mrs. Crumbly two years ago and she didn’t want to be the one to remind Mrs. Crumbly of when Darrel put a piece of gum on her chair! Yep, she sat in it. Then she threatened to give the entire class extra homework for two weeks if someone didn’t come forward. Sally said Darrel admitted it right away because he would pick getting in trouble over extra homework any day.

But if there is a new boy coming to our school anytime soon, no one seems to know anything about it, and no one has moved into old lady Miller’s house yet. I guess this feeling I’m having could be because of a new boy? But I sure hope it’s a lot more exciting than that. Mama says that sometimes you need to listen to your gut, and right now my gut is telling me that things are about to get a lot more interesting in my life.
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