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Beatrice Zinker always did her best thinking upside down. It worked like magic, and she never questioned it.
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It worked like poof.


It worked like presto.


It worked like shazam—


on every problem,


every pickle, and


each and every jam.


But not everything in her life was a piece of cake.


The Zinkers were a right-side-up family.
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Being the upside down daughter wasn’t easy.


[image: ]


Her siblings didn’t make things any easier. Beatrice was the middle child. Her older sister, Kate, was a cookie-cutter version of their mother, Nancy. Her baby brother, Henry, was a cookie-cutter version of their father, Pete. Even the cat seemed cut out to be a Zinker.
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Beatrice, however, had been different from the very beginning.
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The Zinkers liked boxes and boundaries.


But not Beatrice.


[image: ]


She climbed out of her first box as soon as she was able.


Kate’s first word was MOM.


When Beatrice finally spoke, her first word was WOW.
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“Wow, indeed,” said her father.


“Uh-oh,” said Kate.


“Oh no,” said her mother, “what now?”


As Beatrice grew, Kate said a lot of UH-OH. Nancy Zinker said a lot of OH NO and a lot of WHAT NOW?


When Beatrice was five years old, she headed off to William Charles Elementary. It was an upstanding institution with a stand-up reputation.
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“Keep your chin up, buttercup,” encouraged her father.


“Take it easy on Mrs. Beasley,” her mother teased.


Beatrice tried her best.


She filled up on facts and figures five days a week. She sat at circle time. She relied on the rules and relaxed into the routine.


But kindergarten couldn’t counteract the pull of gravity. Despite a daily dose of ABCs and 123s, her mind still gravitated toward MAYBES, WHAT-IFS, and COULD-BES.


“Maybe she’ll outgrow it,” said the parents at pickup time.


“Maybe…” said Nancy Zinker.
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MAYBE was actually one of Beatrice’s favorite words.
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Occasionally one of her MAYBEs was a hit.
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And others saw things her way.


It didn’t happen often.


Nothing happened fast.


But in first grade—


on Halloween night, to be exact—


Beatrice found a friend named Lenny.


In matching costumes, they found plenty of candy and lots of common ground.
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After that they spent recess in the trees, sailing high seas, and fending off zombies.
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Sometimes they were ninjas. Some days they were knights. Each day their high kicks and hijinks reached brave new heights.


In the eyes of Lenny Santos, Beatrice was not a problem to be solved—she was the perfect partner in crime.


By second grade, even her teacher came around.


At the graduation ceremony that spring, the whole class filed into the gym. Mrs. Walker crossed the stage and faced the crowd. Holding a piece of paper and a microphone, she asked Beatrice to join her.
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“This year, Beatrice reminded me that there are infinite upsides to being yourself. Infinite upsides, and infinite upside down sides, too.” Beatrice squinted under the lights as Mrs. Walker made it official. “This special award goes to Beatrice Zinker—our very own, very best Upside Down Thinker.”


“Wow,” said Beatrice.


“Wow, indeed,” said her father from the second row.
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Her mother stood up to snap a picture and spotted a problem.


The award was upside down.


“Flip it around,” she told Beatrice.


Beatrice turned the paper right side up and struck a picture-perfect pose.
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“TA-DA!” she said.


Once she had it in writing, there was no turning back.
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Every idea starts as a tiny seed—even the biggest idea of the very best upside down thinker. Three months later, Beatrice launched the most important plan of her upside down life, but the seed of the idea was planted that very afternoon in June, on graduation day.


The award was still crisp in her hands.


The ink was still damp.


Her cheeks still hurt from smiling.


Beatrice had never felt better.


After the ceremony, everyone poured onto the playground for a picnic. Lenny found Beatrice hanging out in her favorite spot. “You’ve got that look on your face again,” Lenny said. “The one that always gets you into trouble.”
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“I know,” said Beatrice, “but today it got me this.”
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Lenny held up two dripping waffle cones. “I brought ice cream,” she said. “To celebrate.” She lifted up one of the cones like a microphone. “Beatrice Zinker, can you tell the audience what it feels like to be an award winner?”


Beatrice accepted the mic. “It feels really good,” she said. “Like I’m finally free to be me.”


“Look out, world!” Lenny shouted into her ice cream. “Beatrice is on the loose!”


“Shhh!” said Beatrice. “People might get suspicious.” She lowered her voice and looked around. “The best plan I’ve ever had just popped into my head, but in order for it to work, it has to stay a secret.”
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“Hurry up and tell me!” said Lenny. “I love secrets.”


Lenny covered her microphone, and Beatrice laid out her latest plan.
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“Whoa,” said Lenny. Her eyes twinkled behind her glasses. “Next year just got interesting.” She leaned against the tree and took a bite of her ice cream. “Do we get to have a secret base?”


“Yep—and we’ll need to do a lot of reconnaissance.”


“What’s reconnaissance?”


“Spying,” Beatrice said. “People aren’t always who they appear to be…especially when they know someone’s watching.”


Lenny nodded her head and leaned in. “I’ve always wanted a good reason to be a spy.”


“Me too.” Beatrice licked her ice cream casually, like they were discussing their upcoming summer vacations and not masterminding a mission. “Do you still have your ninja suit?”


“Of course,” said Lenny. “I’m never getting rid of that thing. You can get away with a lot in a ninja suit.”


“That’s what I’m counting on,” said Beatrice. “So you’re in?”


“Of course! If I wasn’t so excited to see my cousins, I’d skip my trip and get right to third grade.”


Beatrice faltered. “I forgot about your trip.”


Lenny’s family was spending the summer in the Philippines. Two drops of ice cream dripped from Beatrice’s cone into the grass, just missing Lenny’s shoelaces.


Drip. Drop.


It was hard to imagine those same feet would be standing on the other side of the world in a few days.
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