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Praise for Haven Jacobs Saves the Planet



“Once again, Barbara Dee has created vivid, real, likable middle school characters who tackle big problems. Full of humor, science, and activism, Haven Jacobs Saves the Planet addresses the eco-anxiety that many young people feel. Readers will cheer for Haven and her friends as they navigate complicated friendships and act to help save their town’s river… and, just maybe, the planet.”

—Rajani LaRocca, author of Newbery Honor Book Red, White, and Whole

“Relatable, achingly imperfect, and inspiringly hopeful, Barbara Dee’s characters jump off the page. Readers will cheer for Haven as she discovers that—in spite of our fears—we all have the ability to do small things greatly.”

—Jodi Lynn Anderson, bestselling author of My Diary from the Edge of the World and the Thirteen Witches trilogy

“An empathetic exploration of youth eco-anxiety that provides comfort, hope, and ways to cope in an uncertain world. Barbara Dee’s deeply developed and beautifully flawed characters navigate the ups and downs of friendships and family relationships as they face a local environmental crisis head-on in this crucial, timely, and engaging novel.”

—Lisa McMann, New York Times bestselling author of the Unwanteds series

“I loved this book! Haven Jacobs is full of heart, healing, and hope. This story will leave readers inspired, energized, and ready to change the world.”

—Carrie Firestone, author of Dress Coded and The First Rule of Climate Club

“Dynamic, engaging, and full of heart, Haven Jacobs Saves the Planet is the voice of a generation of kids who care deeply about the environment and want to put hope into action.”

—Chris Baron, author of All of Me and The Magical Imperfect

“As readers keep turning the pages of this accessible and immediately engaging narrative, they will discover in Haven Jacobs a relatable, believable protagonist with an indefatigable spirit.”

—Padma Venkatraman, author of Born Behind Bars and The Bridge Home

“A powerful and pitch-perfect story that will inspire readers to take action and fight for change.”

—Alyson Gerber, author of Taking Up Space and Focused








Praise for Violets Are Blue



“Violets Are Blue will break your heart and then piece it back together with infinite care. Barbara Dee expertly captures the struggle to be known and loved within a narrative that presents the complicated reality of addiction. Both Wren and her mother will stay with you long after this story is done.”

—Jamie Sumner, author of Roll with It and Tune It Out

“Barbara Dee tunes into issues that impact middle schoolers and writes about them with compassion, insight, and just plain excellent storytelling. I loved this absorbing, accessible novel, which explores the heartbreaking effects of opioid addiction while also celebrating the joys of discovering a passion and finding people who understand you.”

—Laurie Morrison, author of Up for Air and Saint Ivy

“Barbara Dee has done it again! Violets Are Blue is an emotionally rich story that masterfully weaves life’s messy feelings while gently and thoughtfully tackling the difficult subject of opioid addiction. Beautiful. Complicated.

And full of heart. A must read!”

—Elly Swartz, author of Smart Cookie and Dear Student

“Told realistically and with compassion, Violets Are Blue provides a fascinating look into the world of special effects makeup, budding friendships, family, and the secrets we keep.”

—Melanie Sumrow, author of The Inside Battle and The Prophet Calls

An SLJ Best Book 2021

A Project LIT Book Club selection

A Junior Library Guild Selection

A Cybils Awards Finalist

One of A Mighty Girl’s 2021 Books of the Year








Praise for My Life in the Fish Tank



“I loved My Life in the Fish Tank. Once again, Barbara Dee writes about important topics with intelligence, nuance, and grace. She earned all the accolades for Maybe He Just Likes You and will earn them for My Life in the Fish Tank too.”

—Kimberly Brubaker Bradley, author of Newbery Honor Books Fighting Words and The War That Saved My Life

“I felt every beat of Zinny Manning’s heart in this authentic and affecting story. Barbara Dee consistently has her finger on the pulse of her middle-grade audience. Outstanding!”

—Leslie Connor, author of A Home for Goddesses and Dogs and National Book Award finalist The Truth as Told by Mason Buttle

“My Life in the Fish Tank is a powerful portrayal of a twelve-year-old dealing with her sibling’s newly discovered mental illness. Author Barbara Dee deftly weaves in themes of friendship, family, and secrets, while also reminding us all to accept what we can’t control. I truly loved every moment of this emotional and gripping novel, with its notes of hope that linger long after the last page.”

—Lindsay Currie, author of The Peculiar Incident on Shady Street and Scritch Scratch

“My Life in the Fish Tank rings true for its humor, insight, and honesty. Zinny is an appealing narrator, and her friendships with supporting characters are beautifully drawn.”

—Laura Shovan, author of Takedown and A Place at the Table

“Barbara Dee offers a deeply compassionate look at life for twelve-year-old Zinny, whose older brother faces mental health challenges. This touching novel will go a long way in providing understanding and empathy for young readers. Highly recommended.”

—Donna Gephart, award-winning author of Lily and Dunkin and Abby, Tried and True

A Bank Street Best Book of the Year

A Junior Library Guild Selection

One of A Mighty Girl’s 2020 Books of the Year








Praise for Maybe He Just Likes You



“Mila is a finely drawn, sympathetic character dealing with a problem all too common in middle school. Readers will be cheering when she takes control! An important topic addressed in an age-appropriate way.”

—Kimberly Brubaker Bradley, author of Newbery Honor Books Fighting Words and The War That Saved My Life

“In Maybe He Just Likes You, Barbara Dee sensitively breaks down the nuances of a situation all too common in our culture—a girl not only being harassed, but not being listened to as she tries to ask for help. This well-crafted story validates Mila’s anger, confusion, and fear, but also illuminates a pathway towards speaking up and speaking out. A vital read for both girls and boys.”

—Veera Hiranandani, author of Newbery Honor Book The Night Diary

“Mila’s journey will resonate with many readers, exploring a formative and common experience of early adolescence that has too often been ignored. Important and empowering.”

—Ashley Herring Blake, author of Stonewall Children’s & Young Adult Honor Book Ivy Aberdeen’s Letter to the World

“Maybe He Just Likes You is an important, timeless story with funny, believable characters. Mila’s situation is one that many readers will connect with. This book is sure to spark many productive conversations.”

—Dusti Bowling, author of Insignificant Events in the Life of a Cactus

“In this masterful, relatable, and wholly unique story, Dee shows how one girl named Mila finds empowerment, strength, and courage within. I loved this book.”

—Elly Swartz, author of Smart Cookie and Dear Student

“Maybe He Just Likes You is the perfect way to jump-start dialogue between boy and girl readers about respect and boundaries. This book is so good. So needed! I loved it!”

—Paula Chase, author of So Done and Keeping It Real

A Washington Post Best Children’s Book

An ALA Notable Children’s Book

A Project LIT Book Club selection

A Bank Street Best Book of the Year

An ALA Rise: A Feminist Book Project selection
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For all kids everywhere who care about our planet.

Keep doing what you can. Keep speaking out.

“The future is inside us. It’s not somewhere else.”
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Sometimes in the middle of the night when I couldn’t sleep, I’d think about the time I lost my family in a bouncy castle.

It happened at a state fair—a million years ago, when I was like four or five. We’d all been bouncing, having a great time, when suddenly my big brother, Carter, said his stomach felt funny. I watched my family race out of the castle, shouting for me to follow. But I wasn’t ready to go, so I just kept on bouncing, all by myself.

Finally I stepped out of the castle to the flat, unbouncy ground, expecting to see Mom, Dad, and Carter.

Except they weren’t there.

No family.

For a second I froze, panicking. And then I started running.

I ran over to the Ferris wheel, then the roller coaster, then the ice cream stand where we’d all bought extra-large swirly cones an hour before. I ran over to a water-gun game where the prize was a giant stuffed Pikachu, then to the stage where some guy was playing a banjo, and past a lady in a cowgirl dress who was selling pies.

Somehow I made it back to the bouncy castle—and when I got there, my family was waiting. They looked terrified.

“Haven, what happened to you?” Dad yelled, and Mom burst into tears as she squeezed me tight.

“If you ever get separated from us, just stay put,” she scolded when she finally stopped crying. “Promise you won’t move around next time; let us find you.”

I promised. But I remember thinking how silly that was. I mean, of course I’d try to find them! Because staying put just seemed so helpless and babyish. I needed to do something, not stand there waiting, like a stuffed Pikachu on a shelf.

“Haven’s a true problem solver,” Grandpa Aaron used to say.

“Yes, but not everything is a true problem,” Mom would answer.

She’d talk to me about “learning to relax,” “having patience,” “accepting what we can’t control.” And Dad would talk about “enjoying the process.” About “good sportsmanship,” too, when I’d lose at Blaster Force 3 to Carter or miss an easy goal in soccer.

“Haven, games are not about the final score,” he’d tell me. “It’s important to just have fun.”

And I’d think: Okay, but what’s fun about losing? To me, things counted only when I knew how they added up, or how they ended. So getting to the end of something—the solution of a puzzle, the last chapter in a book, the final scene in a movie—was basically why I was doing it in the first place.

I didn’t try explaining this to Mom and Dad because I knew what they’d say: Haven, honey, you should try to relax—enjoy the process!

Although, to be fair, they didn’t only talk this way, and sometimes they took my side. Like they did last summer, right before seventh grade, when our family went camping at Lake Exeter. I’d never gone fishing before, so I was excited to go out on the water with Dad and Carter. I even caught a trout in the first half hour.

Except the thing was, until the very second I caught that trout, somehow I hadn’t realized that catching a fish meant killing it.

“Can’t we just throw it back?” I’d begged Dad.

“Come on, Haven, fish are food,” Dad had replied.

“Not to me! I’m not a fish killer!”

Because how could I have eaten this creature that was still twitching and staring at me, that just a minute earlier I’d felt tugging on my rod? I absolutely couldn’t. And I didn’t want anyone else to eat it either.

“Aw, honey,” Dad said to me. “Don’t worry, fish don’t have feelings.”

“How do you know that?” By then I was almost crying.

Carter groaned. “Argh, Haven, why can’t you just enjoy the lake! And being on this boat. You’re missing the point of this whole vacation!”

“No, I’m not! Because the point of being on this boat is killing animals!”

“That’s not the point at all! Why do you always have to make such a big deal about everything? And get so emotional?”

“All right, enough squabbling, you two,” Dad said. “You’ll scare off the other trout.”

“Good, I hope we do,” I said.

Right at that moment, without saying anything, Dad threw the fish back. If he was annoyed with me, he didn’t show it, but Carter did.

That night, as we ate a takeout supper back at our campsite, my brother announced, “I can’t believe we came all the way here to fish, but because of Haven, we’re eating ramen.”

“Carter, you don’t even like eating fish,” Mom said. “And you love ramen! We all do,” she added as she caught my eye.

Carter slurped some noodles. “Not the point. Haven’s so hypersensitive. She can’t relax about anything!”

“All right, Carter, you’ve shared your opinion; now let it go,” Dad said sharply.

Mom changed the subject, but I didn’t pay attention. Instead I was thinking how the lake was big, full of fish. Plenty of other people were still fishing. I’d saved the trout, but how much had I accomplished, really?

Plus I’d messed up my family’s vacation, and now my brother was mad at me.

So even though I tried hard to enjoy myself—and the last few days of vacation before seventh grade—it felt like I’d won and lost at the same time.
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Of course I didn’t say this to my brother, but even before that fishing trip I’d been thinking about bigger things than what we were eating for supper. I’d been thinking about the planet—all the scary stuff happening with climate change.

And not just thinking about it: worrying. Reading stories on my computer. Having bad dreams sometimes, like the one where a tornado tore the roof off our house. Another one about my favorite elm tree catching fire, and how I couldn’t save a nest of baby robins. Another one about my bed floating away after a big rainstorm.

But I didn’t talk about it, because I didn’t want to hear how I was being “too sensitive,” “too emotional,” focusing on a problem-that-wasn’t-really-a-problem.

Until one day in the spring of seventh grade, when our teacher Mr. Hendricks showed a video in science class. It was about Antarctica, how climate change was making the glaciers disappear.

At first I didn’t get what the narrator was talking about, because he had an English accent and called them glassy-ers. But when I realized he meant glay-shers, and that they were melting in front of our eyes—right underneath the penguins—I got a funny buzzing feeling in my head.

If the glaciers melt, what happens to those penguins? I thought.

Don’t ask me where this question came from. I mean, it wasn’t like I was this penguin-obsessed person. I’d always liked penguins—the way they waddled and swam, the way both penguin parents took turns holding the eggs on their feet. But to be honest, I’d never really thought about them before.

And now this English guy in the video was talking about giant chunks of ice crashing into the ocean, meaning the Antarctic was in trouble. And that meant the penguins were in trouble, and probably the whales and the seals, too. Also dolphins, right? Plus a million creatures and plants whose names I didn’t even know.

Just then I remembered the trout, how we almost killed it for no good reason. And that made me think how humans were killing everything for no reason. How the whole planet—animals, plants, lakes, oceans, towns, cities—was in danger.

Including people. Including my family. And my friends.

Maybe our town would be swept up in a giant hurricane, and our school would sink. And our house would wash away while I was sleeping in my bed. Not just like in a scary dream, but in real life.

Suddenly I couldn’t breathe. My chest got tight and I was sweating all over: my armpits, my hands, my scalp. One word flashed in my brain—Run!—and before I knew what I was doing, I ran out of the classroom to hide in the girls’ restroom for the last four minutes of the period.

But even as I stood in front of the mirror, splashing cold water on my face, my brain kept replaying the video of that glacier crashing into the ocean, the penguins and other animals in danger. Like it was at the top of my mental playlist and I couldn’t scroll past it. Or delete it. Or reboot.

At lunch my best friend, Riley, asked if I was all right. But it was hard to think of an answer that sounded normal.

“It’s nothing,” I said.

Riley’s eyes were round and serious. “Come on, Haven. Something’s going on; I can see it on your face. Just tell me, okay?”

I dipped a carrot stick in my hummus, making small circles. “Okay, so. It’s that video we watched in science. It kind of freaked me out, actually.”

“And that’s why you left the room?”

I nodded.

“Yeah, I thought that was maybe it.” Riley pulled the crust off her sandwich, making a crust pile on her napkin. “But how come it upset you so much? Because Mr. Hendricks is always showing us stuff like that, right?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “But this was different.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know, I just can’t stop thinking about the penguins! Didn’t it seem like they could almost tell the ice was melting under their feet? And that they couldn’t do anything to stop it?”

“I guess,” Riley said. “They do seem really smart, don’t they? The way they communicate—”

“But it wasn’t just the penguins. It was everything else in that video too. What’s happening to the whales and dolphins. What’s happening to Antarctica. An entire continent.”

Riley blinked at me. I knew that lately she was scared about her grandma’s heart problems. If she was scared about climate stuff too, she’d never told me. And the truth was, we only talked about other stuff. School stuff, people stuff. Not this.

But now I couldn’t shut up. “And it’s not like we can go, ‘Oh, it’s Antarctica, a zillion miles away; it doesn’t matter to us.’ Because of course it does—climate change affects the whole planet! And we’re all just sitting here, eating lunch, like ho hum, just another boring school day.”

Riley pushed away her sandwich and nibbled a chocolate chip off her cookie. “Okay, I’m not arguing with you, Haven. What are we supposed to do about it, though?”

“I’m not sure! But don’t you think there has to be something? Because I hate just feeling so… helpless.”

My voice was too loud, I could tell. A few tables over, Archer looked up at me. The two of us were still friends, I reminded myself, even if lately he’d been avoiding me at school.

“Okay if I sit here?” Without waiting for an answer, Ember Faraday was at our table, squeezing in next to Riley. “What are you talking about? You both look so serious.”

The way she said it was definitely a criticism.

I tried to catch Riley’s eye. We used to have the same opinion of Ember, who everyone called Em. Before middle school she’d always acted like we had permanent head lice. Then the big factory in town closed, her best friends’ families moved away—and now, for some reason I didn’t get, she’d started hanging out with Riley. Which meant hanging out with me.

I chewed what was left of my thumbnail.

“Oh, we’re just talking about this video we saw in science,” Riley told Em. Her whole face lit up, the way it always did when Ember Faraday was around. “Haven’s pretty upset about it, so.”

“Really?” Em smiled at me like I was a toddler. “How come, Haven?”

I switched to my pointer nail. “I don’t know. Stuff about animals in danger always freaks me out, I guess.”

“It was about Antarctica,” Riley told her. “The melting glaciers, and what’ll happen to all the penguins.”

“Got it.” Em pulled the top off her blueberry yogurt and licked the foil. “Okay, so tell me about this penguin video.”

“It wasn’t a penguin video,” I said.

Em raised her eyebrows. “But penguins were in it?”

“A little. Mostly they were hiding from the camera.” I looked at Riley to back me up, but she was playing with her crust pile.

“Wait, I don’t understand,” Em said. “Riley, didn’t you say Haven was upset about—”

“The video was about climate change,” I said through my teeth. “Not just penguins. What it means for the entire planet. Including us.”

“Oh. Well, that’s depressing.”

“Haven wants to do something to help,” Riley explained.

Em licked a blob of purple yogurt off her spoon. “Like what, Haven? Another one of your projects?”

She meant the petition I’d started back in the fall to get more veggie food on the lunchroom menu. And the car wash I’d organized to raise money for the local SPCA. And possibly the bake sale I did with Riley in sixth grade to support an elephant sanctuary in Florida. We’d raised fifty-eight dollars, although half of that was from our parents.

“That’s not what I mean,” I said. “I just want to do something that actually matters.”

Now Em was giving me her aren’t you adorable smile again.

“Well, I’m sure if anyone can save the planet, it’s definitely you, Haven,” she said.
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When I got home from school that afternoon, Carter, his best friend Gavin, and two other boys were playing basketball, the way they did every day that spring. I didn’t know much about the other boys except that they were all freshmen at Belmont High School, which let out forty minutes ahead of Belmont Middle School. So after dismissal, I was used to finding Carter in our small driveway, shooting baskets at our rusty old hoop, sometimes with other boys, sometimes by himself.

Carter was hypercompetitive when it came to basketball, so he didn’t stop dribbling to greet me. I waved at him anyway, then went inside, relieved to have the house to myself for a little while. Mom ran the Belmont Buddies Preschool in town; most days she wasn’t home before five thirty. Neither was Dad, who was back at work again, finally, as a foreman at Gemba, the new glass factory in town. Well, new in the sense that eleven months ago Gemba took over the factory where Dad had worked before his old company moved out of Belmont and left him without a job for two and a half years.

In the kitchen I made myself my favorite after-school snack: Lucky Charms drowned in chocolate milk. I never ate this in front of my family, because they all said it was gross. But after six and a half hours of school, the cold crunchy sweetness was exactly what I needed.

By the time I finished and went upstairs to my bedroom, I could feel my neck muscles un-tensing. I loved being in my tiny room, with the piles of books on the faded green rug, the shells and rocks on the windowsill. On the wall next to my bed were two photos of me with Grandpa Aaron—one from when I was a baby, sitting in his lap, the other from the year he lived with us, just before he died. Next to those photos was a page I’d ripped out of a magazine, a picture of the Inuit teen climate activist Kirima Ansong, from the time she gave a speech at the United Nations. Sometimes people made fun of Kirima for stuttering, but she spoke so passionately about protecting the planet that when she finished that speech, they gave her a standing ovation.

Did Kirima Ansong know about the penguins? She seemed to know everything else about climate stuff, so I felt positive that she did.

I plopped on my bed, where our squishy, grumpy old cat Ziggy Stardust was asleep on my pillow, the way I usually found him when I got home from school. My family agreed that I was Ziggy’s favorite person; whenever Carter teased me about it, Mom would say, “Well, cats aren’t polite. They choose who they choose.” And that always made me love Ziggy even more.

With the two unbitten nails of my left hand, I scritched his head while he yawned in my face. Ziggy’s breath smelled like stinky fish, and it was funny to think that cats and penguins might have the same sort of fishy-breath smell. Ziggy wasn’t anti-bird—at least, I never saw him attack any through the windows—but still, he’d probably be offended if you told him they had stuff in common, like a taste for fish.

Although maybe we all had stuff in common with penguins. Maybe we were all standing on shrinking ice. Knowing it was shrinking, and not knowing what to do about it. If there was even anything we could do at all.

Right that second, Ziggy decided he’d had enough head-scritching, and stabbed my wrist with a too-pointy claw.

“Yeow!” I shouted.

He widened his eyes like, Innocent little me? What did I do?

“You know exactly,” I told him as I headed to the bathroom, where I ran cold water on the scratch to stop the bleeding. Although I wasn’t actually mad at Ziggy, because how could you be? Cats scratched: it was who they were, and if you loved them, you had to accept that. Although you could stop the head-scritching a second or two before they’d had enough. You just had to pay attention to your cat’s feelings, which I obviously hadn’t.

When the bleeding stopped, I blotted my arm with some tissue, then peeked at myself in the mirror. People said I showed all my feelings on my face—but was that true? All my feelings? Sometimes it felt like I had so many feelings, I needed a truck to lug them around behind me.

I made a sad face. A happy face. A surprised face. Was this what people saw when they looked at me? All I saw was a droopy brown ponytail, brown eyes with thin brown eyelashes, pale cheeks, and four tiny pinkish spots on my forehead. A sort of zit constellation. Bleh. Em had so many freckles you couldn’t tell if she had a zit, and Riley’s dark brown skin practically glowed. Why was I the only one with skin issues?

I washed my face with extra soap, tossed Ziggy one of his chewed-up catnip socks, then went to my desk to turn on my laptop. And it wasn’t like I had the specific thought, Okay, and now I’m going to read scary articles about Antarctica. I just couldn’t help it.


The Doomsday Glacier, the most important glacier in the world, is melting—

Twelve million penguins endangered—

Humpback whales, leopard seals—

Scientists alarmed—

Greenhouse gases—

Melting sea ice—

Record high temperatures also recorded in Alaska—



“Haven.” My brother had opened my door, looking sweaty and annoyed. “Didn’t you hear the phone just now?”

“What? No, sorry,” I said, pulling out my earbuds.

“Well, it was Mom. She stopped to buy groceries on her way home from work. She said she tried the landline but nobody answered, so she called me. Just as I was about to tie the score.” He wiped his sweaty brow with the back of his hand. “What’re you watching?”

“Nothing.” I shut my laptop. “I was just reading some stuff. For school.”

“With the door closed? And with earbuds?”

“Some of the articles had videos.”

“Uh-huh. I totally believe you.” He grinned. “Well, have fun with your homework.”

I could feel my cheeks heating. “Carter, I don’t care what you think. But it’s for my science class, okay?”

“Sure,” Carter said. He was already down the hall. “Whatever you say, Lentil.”
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