
“Wow, that tastes really good,  
Parker,” declared Reba, Parker  
Reed’s nine-year-old sister, while  
shoving a fistful of fresh popcorn  
in her mouth. White bits popped out as she chewed 
enthusiastically.

Parker grinned. “I know, right? I’ve already sold 70 
bags. That’s the most in the club.” The school chess club 
was selling bags of Poppy Popcorn to raise money to go  
to the regional chess tournament.

“That’s impressive,” Reba said. “Especially since we’re 
recent arrivals in the neighborhood. And, uh . . .”

Parker tossed a popped kernel at her. “You can say it. 
Because I’m shy, or whatever.”

“I was going to say ‘introverted,’ which is somewhat 
different, but yeah—you get the picture.” Parker was often 
impressed by his little sister’s vocabulary. She was two 
years younger, but sometimes she spoke like a high school 
English teacher. 

Parker smiled. Reba was anything but shy or 
introverted. “I get it,” he said. “I get butterflies in  
my stomach every time I knock on someone’s door.”

“Hey, I’ve got Girl Scouts after school tomorrow,”  
she said. “I’ll bet I can sell a few bags for you.”

The Poppy  
Popcorn  

Challenge

Parker was in the Chess Club room for some lunch-
period practice. He was studying the chart of Poppy 
Popcorn sales. Mariah, the club’s treasurer, was adding 
Parker’s sales from the weekend. So far he had sold twice as 
many bags as anyone else. The member who sold the most 
got a new chess set from the Poppy Popcorn Company.

“Great job, Parker,” Mariah said. “But don’t get your 
hopes up. Sonia always wins.”

“Sonia?” Parker was surprised. Sonia was an eighth 
grader but seemed every bit as shy—or introverted— 
as Parker. The chart showed she’d only sold 10 bags.

“Always,” Mariah said. “Her mom and dad are bigwigs 
at huge corporations. Their employees are usually strong-
armed into buying tons of popcorn.”

Parker had a sinking feeling in the pit of his gut.  
“How much?” he asked warily.

“Last year she sold 297 bags.”

Parker felt his stomach drop.  
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Parker got to the next Chess Club practice early. He 
started setting up the white pieces on a board. Normally,  
he felt excited right before playing. Today, though, he felt 
discouraged. It was the day they announced the winner  
of the Poppy Popcorn Challenge. He glanced at the chart.  
He was still in the lead with 85 bags, which included  
5 bags that his sister Reba had sold for him.

His teammates, including Sonia, filed in. Everyone turned 
in their money to Mariah. Sonia had a thick envelope of 
checks and cash. Mariah started filling in the chart. Sonia’s 
name went quickly to the top with 301 bags sold.  

Parker tried to keep his face blank. However, he could  
tell he felt upset. I probably worked harder than anyone to earn 
money for Chess Club, he thought. How is it fair that Sonia 
always wins the Poppy Popcorn Challenge just because of her 
parents? 

Parker was startled when Sonia sat down across from him. 

“Hi, Parker,” she said.

“Hi. Congrats on winning the contest,” Parker  
replied softly. 

Sonia started setting up the black chess pieces. “Thanks. 
You sold a lot, too.”

Parker shook his head. “I didn’t stand a chance, I guess.”

Sonia was quiet for a moment. “I’m fortunate. My mom 
and dad always sell a bunch for me. I don’t know if I could 
do it the way you did.” 

Parker shrugged. “My little sister helped—a little.” 

Sonia finished placing her pieces. “All the money goes  
to the same place—to get all of us to regionals. You ever 
play there?”

Parker shook his head.

“It’s a blast,” she said. “You’ll love it.”

Parker moved a white pawn to start the game.  
“Where are you going to put that cool new chess board?” 

“I already won one last year, so I guess I’ll donate it  
to the club.” Sonia moved her pawn. “Unless you want  
to play me for it.”

Parker smiled. “You’re on.”


