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Chapter 1


Sweet Spot


Lindy yawned and weighed the options on the table. She could start her homework, or she could start eating her plate of warm minicookies. Like there was even a choice. She stacked two of the cookies and bit into them together.


“Double-decker,” Howe said. “You should eat one at a time so they last longer.”


“Nah,” said Lindy. She sucked a blob of melted chocolate off her finger. “That’s no fun.”


Howe slid into the booth opposite her and looked upside down at the books spread across the table. He barely even glanced at Lindy’s plate of cookies, which didn’t surprise Lindy but still amazed her. Somehow his dad being a baker had made Howe immune to the allure of sweets. Lindy thought if her dad worked at the Sweet Escape, she’d eat nothing but dessert.


“Are you ready for the math test on Friday?” Howe asked.


“Ugh, of course not.” Lindy laid her head on her arm. “Steph’s going to help me when she gets here. You should sit with us too. I can use all the help I can get.”


Howe didn’t try to hide his dislike for Steph. “I have to help my dad,” he said, nodding toward the counter. “But if you have questions, you can call me later.”


Lindy lifted her head, looked at her math book, and ate her third cookie. “Expect a call.”


The door chimed as it opened, and Howe slid out of the booth, which meant it was Steph who’d entered. She was decked out in winter gear, including gloves, scarf, hat, and long, puffy coat. The hood of her coat was up too, creating a spaceman-effect with just her eyes and nose visible. Her family used to live in Arizona, where it was always warm, so they prepared for the New Jersey winter the way they would a trip to Antarctica. Lindy knew Steph didn’t wear all the layers just for warmth, either. She had never owned a coat or any winter accessories before moving, so now, three years later, the novelty still hadn’t worn off.


“Hey, Lindy!” Steph said as she began removing layers. “Hello, Howard.”


“Hey,” Howe said. He stuffed his hands into the sleeves of his gray Windbreaker, his only jacket, no matter the weather. “I have to go help my dad. Later, Lind.”


“Bye.”


Steph slid into the booth, piled her clothes next to her, and shook out her long brown hair. “Why does he always leave when I arrive?”


“Maybe because you call him Howard. He hates that name.”


Steph smiled. “That’s why I call him it.” She helped herself to one of Lindy’s cookies. “I stopped next door and picked up the new Teen Power,” she said. “It’s got five pages of quizzes.”


“Let me see,” Lindy said. She and Steph were suckers for quizzes. They liked ones that promised to predict your future, but even better were ones that claimed to interpret the present. “ ‘Are You Too Stressed?’ ” Lindy read. “If the answer is yes, do you think my mom will let me stop doing chores?”


“Probably not. Parents never appreciate the truth of magazine quiz results.”


“ ‘What’s the Best Hat for Your Face’s Shape?’ ”


“Ooh,” said Steph. “What do they suggest for a heart-shaped face? That’s what I have.”


Lindy looked at her friend and realized that her face was kind of shaped like a heart, with her center-parted hair forming the perfect bumps at the top.


“What shape is my face?” she asked Steph.


Steph didn’t even need to consider. “Oval.”


“And Howe’s?” Lindy asked.


“Circle.”


Lindy looked at him behind the counter and saw that Steph was right. His face was round, while her own was longer. Clearly, Steph had given this some thought before. “Impressive,” she said. She went back to the magazine. “ ‘Who’s Your Celebrity Twin?’ I hope those answers are better than ‘What Is Your Spirit Animal?’ ”


“Shh!” Steph said, grabbing the magazine back from Lindy. “We promised to never speak of our spirit animals.”


It was true; the results were too humiliating. Steph’s was a sperm whale, which was embarrassing on multiple levels, and Lindy’s was a bull, which Lindy thought was exactly that.


“Here we go,” Steph said. “ ‘Are You Really Best Friends?’ ”


“We know the answer to that,” said Lindy. “How about ‘Will You Be Able to Do a Triple Axel Next Week?’ ” she said. She and Steph were starting ice-skating lessons next week, and they’d taken to trying triple Axels in their living rooms, in the hallway at school, and even as they walked down the street.


“We know the answer to that!” Steph said. “We’re going to be naturals.”


“Okay, then,” said Lindy. “Do they have ‘Are You Going to Pass the Math Test on Friday?’ ” She frowned. “I think I know the answer to that, too.”


Steph sighed and put the magazine away. “All right,” she said. “Let’s work on the homework.”


But the minute Steph started talking through the first problem, Lindy began to lose focus. Something about numbers just made her zone out. She tried to concentrate, but she found herself wishing she could lie down right there in the booth and fall asleep.


“Hey.”


Lindy blinked. Howe was standing at the side of the table, and he was holding a paper plate full of chocolate-chip cookies that were a deep brown.


“Do you want these?” he asked. “This whole tray got kind of burnt, and my dad was going to throw them away, but he said you could have them if you want.”


“We don’t need your cast-off cookies, Howard,” said Steph.


“I wasn’t offering you,” Howe said. “I was offering Lindy.”


Lindy looked at the cookies. “Thanks,” she said, “but that’s okay.”


Steph smiled sweetly, but Howe just stared at Lindy. “Are you okay, Lind?”


“Yeah,” she said, “I’m just really tired for some reason.”


“Too tired for free cookies?” Howe said.


“No one wants your burnt cookies, Howard,” said Steph.


Lindy rubbed her eyes. She wasn’t in the mood to listen to them argue, and she certainly wasn’t in the mood to focus on homework. “I think I’m going to go home. I’ll call you guys later.”


Steph pouted. “You’re just going to leave me here?” she said.


“Leave you here, in the Sweet Escape, surrounded by deliciousness?” Lindy laughed as she filled her backpack. “I think you’ll survive.”


On her way out, she held the door open for Cassie, another girl from their class, and they smiled at each other.


“Hey, Cassie,” Lindy heard Howe say. “Do you want these cookies? They’re a little burnt, but you can have them for free.”


“Serious?” said Cassie. “Awesome!”





Chapter 2


Down-and-Out


When Lindy tackled the math again after dinner, she was too tired to even be frustrated. She stared at the page until her eyes started to blur. Then she blinked, and the words and numbers came back into focus. But it didn’t matter; they made as little sense in focus as they did blurry. She just wanted to go to sleep.


Her sister, Tracy, squeezed past on her way to get a Twizzler. “You’re still working on that?” she asked.


Lindy lowered her head on to her paper. “I’m just no good at math.” She lifted her head and slumped back into her chair, her forehead smudged with ink.


“You’re not good at keeping pen off your head either,” Tracy said. She rubbed Lindy’s forehead with her hand as she passed again, and Lindy didn’t even bother knocking it away.


“You’re not bad at math,” her mother said from the kitchen.


“I’m not good at it,” Lindy said. “I wish everyone would stop telling me I am.”


“They tell you because you are. You’re even in the advanced class. Math just doesn’t come quite as easily to you as everything else does, Melinda, so you have to try a little harder with it.”


Lindy laid her cheek on her homework, not caring about adding more ink to her face. It was just taken for granted that she was good at math because she was good at all the other subjects. Last year when she did too poorly on the test to qualify for advanced math in seventh grade, her parents and teachers had decided that it must have been a fluke since her other scores were so high, and she was put into the advanced class, anyway. “It doesn’t matter how hard I try,” Lindy said to the crease of her book. “Math just doesn’t make any sense to me.” She rotated on to her chin and looked at her mother. “Can I go to bed? I’m really, really tired, and my throat kind of hurts.”


“Maybe that’s because you spent forty-five minutes on the phone with Steph, even after you hung out with her at the Sweet Escape,” said Tracy.


“Whatever,” Lindy murmured. “Like you never talk on the phone.”


“Um, no, I don’t,” said Tracy. “Talking is so junior high. I text.”


“Girls,” said their mother.


Tracy shrugged, stuck her Twizzler between her teeth so she could use both thumbs to type on her cell phone, and walked down the hall to her room.


Mrs. Sachs wrinkled her forehead with a mixture of concern and suspicion. “You do look a little out of it. But it’s only eight thirty,” she said. “Keep at it for fifteen minutes. I bet you can knock out the whole page.”


Only if I were good at math, Lindy thought. She sighed and reread the third problem.


Her dad came into the kitchen and searched the pantry. “I saw Tracy with a Twizzler,” he said.


Tracy, whose bedroom door was mysteriously soundproof when she was being called for dinner or asked to help with chores, reacted immediately. “You can have one, Dad! I had to clean the bathroom twice to make Mom buy Twizzlers.”


“A clean bathroom and Twizzlers in the house,” he said with a wink at Lindy. “Win-win for us.”


Lindy gave him a half smile and looked back at problem number three.


Mr. Sachs downed his Twizzler in two bites. Then he picked up the phone, dialed a number, and shook his head. “Jim’s not picking up his phone. I need to get the name of that stock I was telling you about”—he waited another few seconds before hanging up—“but he’s not picking up.”


“So? Talk to him tomorrow at work.”


“That could be too late. The sooner we buy, the more money we’ll make.”


“So ask him first thing in the morning, and then buy it at work.”


“I can’t. The trading website is blocked at work, so I can’t place the order until tomorrow night when I get home, and by then the stock market will be closed, and so we won’t buy until Wednesday morning, and by then the price might have doubled.”


Lindy looked up from her page of math problems. “What are you guys talking about?”


“Nothing,” said her mother.


“Stock,” said her father. “This guy at work was telling me about a company whose stock is really low but going up quickly. I wanted to buy some, but I don’t remember the name, and he’s not picking up his phone.”


“What do you mean ‘buy stock’?”


“Don’t worry about it,” said her mom. “Focus on your math.”


“When you buy stock, you buy shares in a company,” her dad explained. “They cost a certain price per share, and you can buy as many shares as you want. Then if the price of the stock goes up, you can sell your shares, and you make money.”


“So the price changes?” Lindy asked.


“Right, it changes all the time. Jim told me shares of this particular company have a low price right now, so that’s why I want to buy before it goes up.”


Lindy wrinkled her ink-covered forehead. “Could the price go down?” she asked.


“It could,” said her father. “There’s always that risk when you buy stock.”


Lindy thought. “So if it goes down, would you lose money?”


“If you sell it after it goes down, yes,” he said. “Say you buy one share for five dollars, and then the price goes down to four dollars, and you sell your one share—”


“You’ll lose a dollar,” Lindy finished.


Lindy’s mother patted her on the back. “And you said you’re not good at math.”


Lindy’s shoulders sank. Why did she have to be reminded about math? “It’s been fifteen minutes,” she said. “I can’t stay awake anymore. I’ll finish this in homeroom tomorrow.”


“Lindy . . .” But her mother sighed when she saw the dark half circles under Lindy’s eyes. “All right, sweetie. Get a good night’s sleep.”


“Thank you.” Pulling herself up from the table felt like pulling a towel out of a bucket of water. She leaned over to kiss her mother good night and almost lost her balance.


“Whoa, Lindy,” her mom said. “You really don’t feel well, do you? Let me feel your forehead.”


“I’m fine,” Lindy said, leaning away. “I just need to go to sleep.” She said good night to her dad, who was trying unsuccessfully to reach Jim again, walked into her room, and fell onto her bed. I should change into my pajamas, she thought. But her next thought was that she had to remember to give a box of burnt cookies to her Hebrew school teacher or else her grandfather would fine her four dollars. The part of Lindy’s brain that was still awake told her that she should at least get under the covers before she began to have weird dreams about burnt cookies and Hebrew school, but the other part said, Who cares?


And so her parents found her an hour later: lights on, jeans on, on top of the covers, fast asleep.





Chapter 3


Feeling Bearish


“Are you going to school?”


Lindy pulled her eyes open and lifted her head. She glanced at the clock. Seven o’clock. She looked in the doorway and saw Tracy fully dressed: coat, book bag, and everything. Then she looked at herself and realized she, too, was fully dressed, in her outfit from yesterday. “Oh man,” she said.


“Is Lindy up?” Their mother pushed passed Tracy and sat down on the edge of the bed. “How are you feeling, honey?”


Lindy thought for a second. “Tired.”


“Still?” said Tracy. “You just slept for, like, fifteen hours.”


Their dad appeared in the doorway behind Tracy. “I guess neither of our daughters is good at math.”


“Very funny, Dad.”


“My throat still kind of hurts,” said Lindy.


This time she couldn’t get away from her mother feeling her forehead. “You do feel a little hot. Does anything else hurt? Your stomach? Do you feel achy? Is it the flu?”


“No, I think I’m okay.” Lindy tried to swallow, but it felt like her throat was clogged. “Just my throat. And I’m still tired.”


That was enough for her mother. “Go back to sleep,” she said. “I’ll call the school. And Dr. Gupta. I have an important meeting this morning, but I can come home around noon and take you then. I wonder if I can cancel that meeting . . . . Unless you can stay home, Gary?”


“I’m meeting with a client at ten,” her dad said.


“I can stay home with her!” Tracy volunteered.


“Good try,” said their mother, “but you’d better leave for school or you’ll be late.”


“I don’t mind being late,” said Tracy. “Anything to help my poor, sick baby sister.”


“What a generous person you are,” said her dad. “Totally selfless.”


“I’m fine,” said Lindy. “No one needs to stay home with me.”


“You”—Mrs. Sachs pointed at Tracy—“get to school. You”—she rubbed Lindy’s back—“put on some pajamas and go back to sleep. I’ll come home as early as I can. Everyone”—she stood up—“out.”


Today is backwards day, Lindy thought as she opened her pajama drawer and pulled out a pair of flannel pants and a T-shirt. I put on my pajamas in the morning and go to sleep. Maybe tonight I’ll eat breakfast and go to school.


Just standing up made her feel a little bit better, but then she tried to swallow and her throat felt like mud.


Tracy tapped on her door and stuck her head in. “Are you sure you don’t want to tell Mom you’d like someone to stay home with you? I have a French presentation third period that I am totally fine missing.”


Lindy didn’t blame her—she, too, dreaded speaking in front of class. It could be kind of fun to spend the day at home with Tracy. Since all of Tracy’s friends would be at school and unable to talk or chat online, the two of them would have the whole day with just each other. They could watch game shows and eat Twizzlers. It’d be like when their bedrooms were being redone and the two of them had had to sleep in the basement on couch cushions. That had been like a month-long slumber party.


But that was four years ago, when Tracy was ten and Lindy was only eight. And today Lindy felt more like slumbering than partying. “I’m okay,” she said. “I don’t think Mom would let you, anyway.”


“Yeah,” said Tracy with a frown. She caught a glimpse of herself in Lindy’s mirror. “Shame to waste this good hair day too. Feel better.” She gave her hair one last fluff before taking off.


Lindy had just finished changing when her mother appeared in her sister’s place. She held the phone in her right hand and covered the mouthpiece with her left. “Dr. Gupta isn’t in today. Do you want to see Dr. Favery?”


Lindy wrinkled her nose. Dr. Favery was probably twice as old as Dr. Gupta, called her “little missy,” and smelled like creamed spinach.


Her mother wrinkled her nose in return. “I’m with you,” she whispered. “I’ll make the appointment for tomorrow?”


Lindy nodded and shrugged. Now that she’d been standing for a few minutes, she was ready to lie down again. She crawled back under the covers. But as quickly as her mother vacated her doorway, her father filled it. “Taking the day off?” he asked.


Lindy nodded. She thought about Steph, who once confessed to her that she’d faked being sick to make her parents pay more attention to her than her younger brothers. It was kind of nice having everyone checking in on her; if only she were feeling well enough to appreciate it.


“I know you’re tired,” her dad said. He closed the door behind him, sat down by Lindy on the bed, and rubbed his beard. Then he got a look like he was figuring something out. “I just had an idea,” he said in a low voice with a glance at the door. “Since you’re going to be home all day, could you do me a favor?”


Lindy raised her eyebrows. She didn’t feel like doing much of anything, but the way her dad asked—like he’d suddenly remembered he was supposed to invite her to join a secret club—made her curious. “What is it?” she asked.


“Remember how we were talking about that stock last night?” he said. “If I call you from work and tell you the name of it, can you log in to the trading site for me and buy it?”


“Oh,” said Lindy. “Okay.”


“Okay!” said her dad. He stood up and clapped his hands. “Let me go get the laptop to show you how to do it.” He left for only a few seconds, and when he came back the website was already up, and he had a piece of paper full of handwritten information. Lindy had a feeling he hadn’t only just thought of this idea like he’d said.


“So this is the website,” he said. “I’ll leave it open here on the laptop, but just in case you navigate away or it times out, I wrote the URL down over here on this piece of paper.”


Lindy nodded. She might have been bad at math, but she was good with computers. She rarely got to use her dad’s laptop rather than the old desktop that was in the family room. Another perk of being sick, she realized, was that everyone brought everything to her. She thought about those kids at school who were always absent for one illness or another, and she wondered if they were really sick or just faking.


“Here’s my log-in information: username and password. I know I don’t have to tell you, Lind, but this is strictly confidential. More so than my other passwords.”


“I know, Dad.”


“Honest, Lindy. This is like a bank account. We have a lot of money in here. No one can know this password.”


After receiving Lindy’s assurance that she wouldn’t do anything with the log-in information besides log in, he showed her how to buy stock. “You type the stock symbol in here. That’s what I’ll call and tell you. And then you put in the number of shares here. I’ll tell you that, too. Then you press this order button, right here. Got it?”


“Got it.”


“And then you log out like this.”


“Got it,” Lindy said with a yawn.


“Thanks, honey.” Mr. Sachs kissed her forehead, tickling her with his beard. “I’ll just put the laptop over here, right on your desk.”


Lindy’s mother returned carrying a shoe box filled with stuff: a heating pad, a sleeve of saltines, and a teacup with tea bag. “I brought this for you,” she said. “We don’t have one of those fancy breakfast-in-bed trays, so I just put it in this. And you’ll have to go to the kitchen to make tea, since I didn’t want to put boiling water in this shoe box.”


Her dad got the portable phone and added it to the box. “Just in case,” he said with a wink.


“Good thinking,” said her mom. “We’ll call you. And you call us if you start to feel worse. Do you have everything you need?”


Lindy thought, What I really need is for you guys to leave so I can go to back to sleep. But she said, “I think so. I’m really fine.”


“And if she doesn’t have something right here,” her dad pointed out, “I think she knows where to find it. How long have you lived here, Miss Sachs? Ten years now?”


“Twelve,” Lindy said with a small smile.


“Twelve?” her dad said with feigned shock. “We must be charging too little rent.” He put his arm around his wife. “Let’s let her sleep.”


When her parents finally did leave, Lindy stretched out and sank into her mattress.


$   $   $


Lindy woke up a couple hours later when her dad called to give her the stock information. She climbed out of bed, pulled up the trading website like he’d shown her, and purchased three hundred and fifty shares of BIHR. The site was full of numbers and colored symbols, which made Lindy glad she didn’t have to go to math class today. Maybe she’d be sick until Friday, and then she wouldn’t have to take the test. She went to the bathroom, struggled through swallowing a couple saltines, and went back to sleep.


The next time she woke up, it was because her mother was stopping in during her lunch break to check on her. Lindy got out of bed and had a cup of tea while her mother ate lunch, then she lay on the couch and settled in to watch some TV after her mom went back to work. She managed to stay awake all through Deal or No Deal, I Love Lucy, and two episodes of The Cosby Show, but then she drifted off again. She slept soundly on the couch the entire afternoon until she heard the banging of pots that signaled dinner.


“She lives!” Tracy announced when Lindy entered the kitchen. “The curse has been lifted.”


“It’s five forty-five?” Lindy said.


“Yeah, and some people have had to do chores instead of sleeping,” said Tracy. “What time have you been sleeping since?”


“I think Ellen was on.”


Tracy, who had a working memory of the TV Guide, said, “Three? And Mom said you were sleeping all morning. What is going on?”


“I don’t know,” Lindy admitted. “And I’m still kind of tired. Like, I could go back to sleep right now.”


“Maybe you’re going into hibernation. You could be part bear.” Tracy cocked her head. “You do kind of look like a bear.”


“Stop it. I do not.”


“It’s not a bad thing. Bears can be cute. I mean, you don’t look like one of the cute kinds, but they can be.”


“Mom!” Lindy’s voiced cracked on the ah, and she whimpered and rubbed her throat.


“Tracy!” their mother shouted from the laundry room. “Leave your sister alone. She’s not feeling well.”


“That means I’m allowed to bother you once you’re better,” Tracy said with a smirk.


Lindy stuck out her tongue. “I’ll breathe on you,” she threatened.


“And then I’ll get to stay home and sleep and watch Ellen while you have to empty the dishwasher and be nice to me . . . .” Tracy opened her arms wide. “Breathe away.”


The doorbell rang before either of them could do anything.


“Ask who it is before you open it!” yelled their mother.


Tracy rolled her eyes. “Yeah,” she said to Lindy, “because a serial killer is really going to say ‘It’s a serial killer!’ just because I asked.”


Nonetheless, she said, “Who is it?” and a muffled voice called back through the door: “It’s Steph!”


Tracy went back into the kitchen, and Lindy opened the door.


“Hey!” said Steph. “Where were you today?”


“Sick,” said Lindy. “I slept pretty much all day.”


“Lucky.” Steph’s shoulders sank inside her coat, but it hardly made a dent on her outerwear shell. “We’re running late for piano, so my mom will start honking if I’m here more than five seconds, but I brought you your work.” She handed her a stack of papers. “Well, I brought you math and English and social studies. Howard’s bringing the rest.”


Steph’s mother tapped the horn twice, and Steph shook her head inside her hood. “Told you,” she said. “Do you think you’ll be in school tomorrow?”


“I don’t know. I think I have a doctor’s appointment in the morning.”


“Well, call me later. I have to tell you what happened at lunch.” She spread her hands, suggesting that what happened at lunch was big.
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