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For all the new kids out there. You’re not alone.










Chapter  1



My name is Mindy Kim.


I’m seven and a half years old. That’s old enough to ride a bike around our street, but not old enough to have my own puppy—or at least that’s what my dad said.


I don’t really agree with him, but our old apartment in California wasn’t big enough for a puppy anyway. I looked it up, and the experts on the Internet say that puppies need lots of room to run outdoors.


Now that we’ve moved into a house with a big backyard, we can really get a puppy! I just have to convince my dad that it’s a good idea first.


So far, no such luck. Dad wants me to prove that I can be “responsible” enough for a puppy first… and then he’ll “consider” getting me one.


I decorated my own room to show Dad I’m “responsible.” I’m trying to be more grown-up, so I only put three dog stuffed animals on my bed. There are ten more under my bed, but Dad doesn’t need to know that. They’ll just have to take turns.


After I finished, I was looking through a website on huskies, one of my favorite kinds of dogs, when I heard Dad say, “Mindy? Can you help me with these boxes?”


CRASH!


“Dad!” I ran downstairs to see him standing over a box of broken dishes.


“Oh no!” he said. “These were your mom’s favorites.”


He looked so sad, like he was about to cry. I wished I’d brought one of my stuffed dogs with me. I’d even let him hug Snowball, my favorite white husky.


I miss Mom, but I know Dad misses her a lot more. She died a few months ago because she was really sick for a long time.
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“It’s okay,” I said. “It was an accident. Mom wouldn’t be mad.”


Dad smiled. “No, she wouldn’t. She was nice like that.”


Dad and I finished unpacking and cleaning up the kitchen. The kitchen in our apartment in California was way smaller, so our things only filled up half the cabinets in our new house.


When we were done, Dad ordered pizza. He remembered to ask for pineapples on top, just the way I like it.


We waited for the pizza in our new dining room. Sitting at the table felt weird. All our stuff looked strange and small in this new, big house.


“Dad?” I asked. “Why did we never live in a house like this in California?”


“Everything is a lot cheaper in Florida than in California,” Dad explained. “Plus, I got a big raise for transferring out here.”


The pizza finally came. And it smelled so good that my mouth watered before we even opened the box.


Dad handed me the largest slice.


“So, are you excited for school on Monday?” he asked.


The pizza dropped from my hands and right onto the floor. Oops.


Dad cringed. There was a large greasy, pizza-shaped stain on our new rug. “It’s okay, honey. You eat, and I’ll clean this up.”


But I wasn’t hungry anymore. Dad mentioning school had made me lose my appetite. Monday was only two days away. I’d never gone to a new school before. I didn’t even know what the kids here would be like! And what if the teachers were mean?


I liked my friends and teachers in California. I wished we could just go back.


Dad returned with some cleaning supplies and frowned when he saw that I wasn’t eating any of the pizza.


“Mindy,” he said, “this move is going to be better for both of us! We could both use a fresh start.”


Then I got a brilliant idea.


“Appa?” I said in my most innocent voice, using the Korean word for “Daddy.” “Do you know what would really help us have a fresh start?”


Dad shook his head. “I already know what you are going to say. And we can’t get a dog right now. You and I have to get settled in first.”


Well, dog poop. He read my mind. It was worth a shot.


I was still pouting when Dad picked up the pizza box.


“Do you really not want any of the pizza? I guess I’ll just have to finish it all by myself….”


“No!”


I grabbed a slice before Dad could walk away. He smiled and put the pizza back on the table.


“Thanks for the pizza,” I said. “But I’m still not looking forward to school.”


“I know, sweetie, I know,” said Dad. “But can you at least try? Maybe it won’t be as bad as you think.”


I hoped he was right.







Chapter  2



The more I thought about going to school, the more nervous I was. I couldn’t even sleep! By Monday morning I had decided I just wasn’t going to go.


“I don’t want to go to school!” I yelled, and slammed the door of my room.


“You have to, sweetie,” Dad said. “It’s the first day! Why don’t you give it a chance? You’ll be lost if you don’t go today!”


I groaned but came back out.


Dad was right. Moving to a new neighborhood on the other side of the country was confusing enough. The last thing I needed was to be even more confused.


“Okay, fine,” I said. “But I get to eat ice cream when I come back.”


“I’ll have a bowl of mint chocolate chip ice cream waiting for you on the dinner table,” promised Dad. “With chocolate syrup and sprinkles! Just the way you like it.”


I sat in the back seat and didn’t say anything the entire way to school.


Dad made funny faces in the mirror.


I didn’t smile.


He told a funny joke.


I didn’t laugh.


He said, “Look, Mindy! A cute dog!”


It was hard, but I didn’t look.


I was too mad at Dad for making me go to a new school. For moving me here. Even though I knew why we moved here, that didn’t mean I felt any better about it.


We finally arrived at Wishbone Elementary School. It was pretty for a school, and right by the beach too. But it wasn’t enough. It didn’t have Diya, one of my best friends. And it didn’t have the big hills that we could roll down during recess.


I watched as the other kids got off the school buses. My old school had kids of many different colors. But here, no one looked like me.


I was almost out of the car when Dad said, “Don’t forget your lunch!”


The only thing that was the same was my lunch. Dad had packed me the same rice, kimchi, rolled eggs, and dried seaweed snacks that I had eaten for lunch in California.


Lunch was my favorite subject already.
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Chapter  3



My new teacher’s name is Mrs. Potts. It’s easy to remember, because it’s just “pots” with another t. I asked Dad if I could ask her where the extra t came from, but he said it would be rude.


“Welcome!” said Mrs. Potts when I walked into the classroom. “You must be… Min-jung.” She frowned as she tried to say my Korean name. “Do you have an English name?”


“I go by Mindy,” I told her, like Dad told me to do.


“Oh, Mindy! What a pretty name!” Mrs. Potts smiled. “Have a seat wherever you want.”


I didn’t like Mrs. Potts. I missed Ms. Lin, my old teacher in California. Ms. Lin said my Korean name was pretty too.


The only empty seat was by a girl with blond pigtails and pink glasses. She was so pretty! It was hard not to stare.


“Hi!” she said when I sat down in my seat. “My name is Sally. What is your name?”
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