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Ring, ring! Ring, ring! Ring, ring—

The third day of fourth grade, Rolly Maloo

called me up at home. Out of the blue, for no

reason at all, she asked me if I wanted to come to

her house to play. Rolly Maloo has air condition-

ing, I bet. But even if her house were ten times

hotter than ours, I would go in an Appaloosa

minute.

Rolly Maloo is the most popular anybody (girl

or boy) in fourth grade and maybe even the his-

tory of the whole school, except for her older

sister. Marissa Maloo left Edison last year for

fifth grade at Hilltop, the fancy private school

downtown. 

Rolly Maloo spends every recess in the middle
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of a crowd of kids who let her say everything she

wants. I spend every recess sitting under a tree,

digging holes in the mud with Shorn L.

Rolly Maloo, what on earth has you

calling me, Jenna P. Lee, for no

plain reason at all?

No one had ever called me up

special to ask if I wanted to come

to their house to play. Never.

Except Shorn L. did once, but that

doesn’t count for much around

school, because I am the only one

who likes Shorn L. And even

though I do like Shorn L., I won’t

go back to her house, because

nobody wants to be fooled by a

bunch of Shorn L.’s brothers drop-

ping ground-up bugs in your pop.

When I heard Rolly Maloo

say her own beautiful name, I
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couldn’t believe my good luck. I felt so special.

I felt chosen. Then I wondered if she had

called the wrong number. She said my name

three times in a row. I guess she thought she

had the wrong number because I couldn’t talk

with my mouth hanging open. When I finally

croaked out my hello, Rolly asked, “Jenna, you

want to come over?”



I twirled and twirled until I tied myself up in

the telephone cord like a rope-tied cow at the

rodeo.



While I was busy untwirling, I didn’t hear what

Rolly was saying. I realized later on that she was

saying something about the math test, but if you

asked me then, I’d say she was talking about

lunch. This is because I was busy thinking of us

sitting together at lunch. I would share my every-

day apple and she would share her cafeteria cake.

While she was chewing, everyone would listen to

everything I had to say for once. Shorn L. could

come sit at our table, too. Maybe not the first

week, but later on, once I got the okay from Rolly.

I said, “You know, Rolly, I could bring my spe-

cial spinner toy to your house, you’ll really like

it. And my gray Arabian horse, the one with the

red leather saddle.” I was so excited I said

“leather,” even though it’s really made of plastic.

As soon as I made the mistake, I started to worry

that Rolly Maloo would consider me a liar.

“Sheesh-O-Mighty, light the liar on fire!” is what

Shorn L. would say, except she says “liar” like
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“lawyer,” and no one would ever accuse me of

being one of those. 

Again Rolly said something-something about

math and something, but math was the last

thing on my mind. Then I heard Rolly’s mother

remind her to remind me to ask my mother if it

was okay. I said, “I’m sure it’s okay.” I

pressed the phone against my chest and

shouted out to Momma in the laundry

room. Momma shouted back that

she couldn’t hear me. I left Rolly

hanging on, and I ran over to

the laundry room to ask.

Momma did not even stop to

think. She said, “No, not today.”

How about tomorrow, I started

to ask, but she put on that four

o’clock frown of hers, and she

said, “Don’t give me that. You

know you have your chores.”
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I lied to Rolly. “Maybe tomorrow,” I said. Rolly

did not say “Maybe tomorrow” back. We hung

up, and I knew I had missed my chance.

Every once in a while you get a chance, and

it’s there, and then it’s gone. I felt my chosen

feeling falling away. Something had gotten into

Rolly Maloo for the meantime, but it might not

be there ever again.










