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For my mother,


Isabel Maria,


and my daughters,


Isabella and Juliana,


with love





















Dear Diario,





Guess what? Tonight we all went to the opening of Dad’s art show at a fancy gallery in the city. I didn’t eat too many of the little cakes and sandwiches, even though they were tiny and I was hungry. I didn’t jump or yell or bring my soccer ball, even though the show lasted for so many hours that I felt like jumping and yelling and kicking my soccer ball. Even Ben behaved, and he had to wear fancy clothes. Dad wore a black turtleneck and put his hair into a very nice ponytail, and Mom wore red, of course. I didn’t realize how many people know my dad and his paintings. Ben and I stayed by Mom, but I snuck up to Dad for a hug a couple of times because I wanted everyone to know that I, Lola Levine, am his daughter. Dad was super happy afterward, and on the long drive home Mom, Dad, Ben, and I sang songs in English, Spanish, and sometimes both!




Shalom,


Lola Levine
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Chapter One



Flying High


I wake up the next morning with my dog curled up at the foot of my bed. I’m so glad it’s Saturday!


“Good morning, Bean. Did you sleep well?” I ask. Then I notice there is a note on Mia’s goldfish bowl.


“Family meeting today!” it says. “The usual time and place.”


I’m excited, because Mom and Dad only have family meetings when they have something big and fun to tell us. The usual time and place is our kitchen table during breakfast.


“Good morning, sunshine girl!” Mom says. “Did you get my note?”


“Yes! Yay! What’s the surprise?” I ask.


“We need to wait for Ben to come down,” says Mom.


“Hi, Lola!” says Dad, and kisses the top of my head. He’s making scrambled eggs. Mom is making a big fruit salad.


“Yum!” I tell her. “Can I help?”


“Sure,” says Mom. “You can cut up the mangos if you are very careful.” Mom helps me cut them up.


“Mangos are my favorite,” I say.


“You know—” my mom starts to speak.


“I know, I know,” I say. “Mangos are much sweeter in Peru. You’ve told me! But I was only three the last time I was there, so I can’t remember. I do remember Tía Lola taking me to the park every day, though.”


“That’s too bad,” says Dad, “because, really, there’s nothing as delicious as a Peruvian mango.”


I take the fruit salad to the table, and Mom pours us all warm milk with sugar and just a splash of coffee—a special weekend treat. Just then I hear a loud thwunk, which is my brother, Ben, jumping down the last three stairs.


“Ben,” I say, shaking my head, “you couldn’t sneak up on anyone if you tried.”


“Family meeting! Family meeting!” he yells, ignoring me. At least I think he’s ignoring me, until he jumps on my back and says, “Boo!”


I don’t think before I spin around fast and send Ben zooming into the air and onto the table. The fruit salad goes flying. What a mess.
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