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This is going to be the worst summer of my life! And like with everything, one event leads to another. You just don’t expect a bunch of bad ones in a row.

When I heard the news, I headed for the phone and dialed. Depressed, I stared at the huge spider crawling across Mom’s French poster of a ballerina. Normally I’d scream. Not this time. I was too shocked by Mom’s news. Numb, actually. The phone rang four times before Maggie, my best friend, finally picked it up.
“Hi, Sofie. What’s up?” she asked.
Hearing my best friend’s voice made me feel even worse. “I have awful news, Maggie.” I started sobbing.
“Why are you crying?” Maggie asked.
I took two deep breaths and wiped the tears off my face so I could think better. 
“What’s wrong? Tell me!” Maggie pleaded.
“You’ll never guess. It’s the worst news you can imagine,” I said.
Silence. Maggie was thinking.
“The worst news you can imagine,” I repeated.
“Did somebody die?” she finally asked.
“No.” I shook my head, horrified at the thought. Then I added, “It’s the second worst thing you can imagine.” I was a little annoyed with Maggie’s bad guess.
“I don’t know what the second worst thing is. What’s going on? Tell me!” she pleaded.
“We’re moving,” I blurted out. 
“What?” she asked.
“We’re moving in with my grandma…into her house.”
“Why?” Maggie asked.
“Well, Mom just told me…she’s going back to school…she wants a better job…we need to save money. Can you believe that my parents already sold the house?”
“I didn’t know your house was up for sale,” Maggie said.
“Yeah, me neither,” I replied. I realized that we didn’t even have a ‘For Sale’ sign up or anything. 
“They sold the house without telling you? That’s horrible!” Maggie gasped.
“You said it. We’re moving in two weeks,” I added.
“Two weeks?” Maggie repeated.
“Mom wants to go back to school and I have to change schools…Fifth grade in a new school! Can you believe it?”
“Change schools? Why? Your grandma lives in Oak Park,” Maggie reminded me.
“I know where Grandma Martha lives. We’re not moving in with her. We’re moving in with my dad’s mom, Grandma Ursula. Her house is bigger,” I told Maggie.
“Where does she live?” Maggie asked.
“In Stevens Point,” I answered.
“Where’s that?” she asked.
“It’s in another state,” I said. 
“Another state?” she repeated.
“Yes. Wisconsin,” I said, sighing.
“Wisconsin?” she repeated. 
“It’s four hours away,” I added.
“Four hours?” Maggie tends to repeat a lot when she’s shocked. “So you really have to change schools!” she concluded and exhaled really loud.
“That’s what I said! Why do you think I’m so upset?” I said, trying hard not to cry again.


The next thirteen days consisted of packing. With every new taped-up box, the house looked emptier and less like our house. 
Maggie came over every day to help. Dad didn’t want the boxes to be all over the place so he asked us to try to stack them up in each room, in one of the corners. He didn’t want things to look any more chaotic than was necessary. So in the living room, Maggie and I made a pyramid out of the boxes. In the dining room, we built a tower. And in the family room, we constructed an igloo. That one was the hardest and the most impressive. (If I knew which box the camera was in I would’ve taken a picture of the igloo.) Unfortunately, Mom was horrified when she saw her dishes stacked up in our four-box-tower in the dining room. So, she forced us to disassemble all of our monuments.
Since our efforts weren’t appreciated, Maggie and I went up to my room to pack.
“You have a lot of stuff,” she observed and plopped down on my purple bean bag.
“Yeah, this is endless,” I agreed. “I don’t know how all this is going to fit in my new room since I have to share it with…”  
“You have to share your room with Izzy?” Maggie asked, shocked.
“Oh, I didn’t tell you? Yeah, it just gets better every day,” I said, sarcastically.
“That’s awful. I can’t imagine sharing a room with Jack…”
(Jack is Maggie’s younger brother.)
“Izzy isn’t as annoying as Jack…” I started to say.
“He’s not that annoying!” Maggie protested.
Maggie looked hurt. 
“I mean, all younger siblings are annoying,” I explained.
“Yeah,” Maggie agreed but still looked hurt.
“I’m sorry. I’m just so mad!” 
“It’s OK.”
“I don’t want to move.” I said, ready to cry again.
“It’s going to be hard at first, I’m sure. But I bet you’ll like it there, eventually. Is your grandma…what’s her name?” Maggie asked.
“Ursula.”
“Is Grandma Ursula nice?” she asked.
“She’s OK, I guess,” I answered. “She’s not as nice as Grandma Martha…I don’t know, I only see Grandma Ursula a few times a year.”
“I’m sure she’ll be great…Is she a good cook, like Grandma Martha?”
“I don’t remember,” I mumbled.
“I bet she’ll do the dance competitions on your X-Box, just like Grandma Martha always did!”
“I don’t know.” I realized that I did not really know Grandma Ursula at all. I got a little worried.
“I bet she’ll make you a great Halloween costume, just like Grandma Martha,” Maggie said enthusiastically.
“I have no idea,” I said hopelessly. Tears filled my eyes so fast that I couldn’t see.
Maggie gave me a huge hug and said, “You’ll love Wisconsin. Maybe I can visit you this summer.”
“That would be great,” I said, trying to swallow the giant lump in my throat.

