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For Diana, my sister and best friend. You inspired all of the good parts of Jenn and April and none of the bad ones. I love you.



CHAPTER 1

APRIL

The best part of summer mornings is that I can skip them.

During the school year, I’m up by five to beat my sister to the shower. If I wake up even a few minutes late, I end up hopping from one foot to the other, desperate to use the bathroom, while Jenn straightens her dark brown hair one section at a time. And forget breakfast. I’d rather miss it entirely than hear her tell me for the hundredth time that powdered sugar donuts aren’t “brain food.”

That’s why summer mornings are the best. By the time I roll out of bed, Jenn’s reading in her bedroom, her perfectly straightened hair pulled into her signature Why, yes, I am the valedictorian, why do you ask? ponytail. I don’t have to fight for the shower, or fast until lunch. Instead, I can stand barefoot in the kitchen, my brown curls a bird’s nest on top of my head, eating sugary cereal out of a coffee mug, just like I’m doing now. It’s perfect.

The other best part of summer mornings is Nate.

“You’re up early,” he says as he strolls into our kitchen through the back door. He’s been coming over, no invitation necessary, since we moved in when I was ten. I remember the first time he appeared in the doorway and took a seat at the table. I’m Nate Lee. I live next door. Can I have a waffle?

“It’s not early,” I say, looking at my cell phone. “It’s nine forty-five.”

“That’s early for you.” He grabs a banana and pours himself a cup of coffee, which he promptly puts in the microwave. He’s been here often enough to know it’s been cold for hours. “Want?” he says, nodding to the pot.

I wrinkle my nose. I’ve complained about Mom’s coffee a million times, but he always asks me anyway. “You realize you don’t have to be hospitable in someone else’s house, right?”

The timer goes off on the microwave. I pull out the mug and hand it to him.

He takes a sip. “One of these days you’re going to say ‘yes.’ ”

“One of these days,” I say, “I’m going to lock the back door.”

A male voice floats down from the second floor.

“Is your dad still home?” Nate asks.

“Umm . . . no.” I fidget with the microwave door, swinging it back and forth. “That’s Eric. He slept over.”

Nate raises his eyebrows, but doesn’t say anything. I get why he’s surprised—Eric and I have only been hooking up since the soccer boot camp we both attended at the beginning of summer. But things are already pretty serious between us. He’s snuck in my bedroom window a few times already, and last night he stayed over for the first time. Actually, we fell asleep accidentally, but when we woke up at five this morning in a tangle of sheets, he chose to lock my bedroom door and stay until my parents left for the day instead of sneaking back out the way he came in. Which I think says something. I hope it does, anyway.

The floorboards overhead creak, and Eric comes pounding down the stairs, a pair of grassy soccer cleats in one hand and his soccer bag in the other. “There you are,” he says. “I was looking for you.”

“I hope I didn’t wake you up,” I say as he comes into the kitchen. “I tried to be quiet.”

“No worries,” he says, pausing to kiss me on the cheek on his way to the coffeepot. He drops his stuff in the corner, then pours himself a cup and takes a sip . . . and spits it back out. “This is cold. And very bad.”

I give Nate an I told you so look, but he’s too busy frowning down at his phone to notice it.

“What’s up, man?” Eric asks him. “You look like someone just stole your high score on Candy Crush.”

Nate scowls but doesn’t look up. “No one plays Candy Crush anymore.”

“My mom does,” Eric says. “Or maybe it’s FarmVille.” He starts to lift the coffee cup to his mouth, then realizes what he’s doing and dumps the whole thing into the sink. “I’ve got to go. I’m meeting the guys at the field to practice. Gotta look like a stud for that USC rep. He’s eyeing me for next fall, and there might even be some scholarship money in it.”

He wraps his arm around my waist and pulls me in for a kiss, but I’m too busy fighting off nerves at the mention of the soccer rep to kiss him back. Nobody knows this—not Eric, not my family, not even Nate—but last week, Coach Keisha said my name came up too, and that if I play my cards right, I might be able to get a full ride to USC. I almost died right then and there, because while my grades aren’t bad, they aren’t impressive either—mostly in the B range, along with an A in Geometry and a C+ in World History. I might get into a few schools, but nowhere like USC. Not with how competitive college is. But with an athletic scholarship? All I’d have to do is maintain my GPA—okay, maybe I’d need to improve it a little—and continue kicking ass on the field, and I’d be set.

“You okay?” Nate asks from across the kitchen.

“Yeah,” I say, shaking free of my daydream. “Totally.”

Eric looks back and forth between us. “Did I miss something?”

“Nope,” I say, forcing a smile. “You coming over tonight?”

“If you’re lucky.” He winks, then slings his soccer bag over one shoulder and nods to Nate. “See you around, man.”

Nate looks back down at his phone and grunts.

Eric heads out the back door, leaving Nate and me alone in the kitchen.

“What’s wrong with you?” I ask the moment the door closes. “Why do you get so weird and quiet whenever Eric is around?”

“I just don’t like him,” Nate says, still not looking at me. “He’s a total bro.”

“Eric isn’t a bro. You just don’t like athletes.”

Nate finally looks up. “I like you,” he says, “and you’re an athlete.”

“Fine,” I say, “then you don’t like male athletes.”

“Mike is a male athlete, and he’s practically my best friend.”

“First of all, Mike is on the bowling team, and the jury is still out on whether that counts as a sport. And second, Mike is not your best friend. I am.”

“Exactly,” Nate says. “You’re my best friend, and I’m yours. Which is why it’s my duty to be honest with you when I think people are bros. And that guy? He’s a total bro.”

Nate’s phone buzzes in his hand, and he looks down again.

“Who keeps texting you?” I ask, nodding to his cell phone.

“My mom.”

He frowns again, and it occurs to me that maybe Eric isn’t the only reason he’s been quiet for the last few minutes. “Is she okay?” I ask. Mrs. Lee is one of the nicest people in our neighborhood, and the idea that something might be wrong with her makes me feel terrible.

“She’s fine,” Nate says, and puts his phone back in his pocket. “It’s no big deal.”

“If it’s no big deal, then why—”

The stairs creak again, cutting me off. “April?” Jenn calls. “Is there any coffee left?”

“Yeah,” I call back, “but it’s disgusting.”

She takes a step down, and the hem of her plaid pajama pants and her slipper-clad foot comes into view. “Wait—is Nate here?”

He grins. “Good morning, Jennifer.”

“Oh,” she says. “Be right back.”

Her feet disappear, and Nate and I turn to one another. “I’ll bet you ten bucks that when she comes down, she’s fully dressed and wearing heels,” Nate says.

“No way. Heels aren’t practical. Keep up.”

Jenn reappears a few minutes later. She is indeed fully dressed—she’d never let a non–family member see her in pajamas—and her slippers have been replaced with black leather flats, not heels. Nate tips his head at me in acknowledgment, but I barely notice. Something isn’t right. Jenn and I haven’t been close in a long time, but I can still read the warning signs. First of all, her hair still looks like mine—a frizzy, curly mess—and second, she’s chewing on her bottom lip the way she always does when she’s upset.

“Hey,” I say. “You okay?”

Jenn pours herself a cup of coffee and puts it in the microwave. “I just have a lot going on.”

Jenn always has a lot going on. She spent her entire summer hurrying between our parents’ antique store in Hollywood, where she clocks as many I’m the Better Daughter hours as humanly possible, and her boyfriend’s house. But this is the first time she’s ever looked anything other than completely presentable and on top of things.

“Is this about Thomas?” I ask her. “He leaves for Stanford in two days, right?”

The microwave beeps, and Jenn takes out her mug. “Kind of.”

“It’s kind of about Thomas,” Nate asks, “or he kind of leaves in two days?”

Jenn’s eyes flash with irritation, but then she sags back against the kitchen counter and sighs. “It’s complicated.”

Once upon a time I would have pressed her for more, but there’s no point these days. If she’s going to open up to someone, it won’t be me.

Jenn’s cell phone rings in the back pocket of her jeans. “Hi,” she says. “Are you here?”

There’s a low voice on the other end—Thomas. Speak of the khaki-clad devil.

Jenn nods. “Okay, come around to the back and I’ll let you in.”

“Why does he even bother calling?” I ask after she’s hung up. “Why not just come inside like a normal person?”

“Some people have manners and don’t let themselves into other people’s homes,” she says, then immediately cringes. “Sorry,” she says to Nate. “I didn’t mean you.”

There’s a knock on the back door, and we all turn to see Thomas standing on the other side, waiting patiently to be let in.

“For god’s sake,” I say, “he knows it’s unlocked, right?”

Vampire, Nate mouths to me. Has to be invited in.

Jenn glares at us and opens the door.

“Morning,” Thomas says, stepping into the kitchen. His hair is neatly gelled, and he’s wearing a light blue polo and khakis. He looks like Captain America on his day off, if the Cap wore loafers.

Thomas gives Jenn a quick kiss, then turns to Nate and me. “How is everyone?”

“Not as good as you,” Nate says. “You look like you’re about to buy a yacht. Or three.”

“Or like he’s going to explain mortgage-backed securities,” I say. “Either one.”

“I wish,” Thomas says seriously. “The housing market is super lucrative these days.”

He hesitates for a second then says, “Come on, guys. I’m kidding.”

“Oh, thank god,” Nate says. “Because I had no idea what you were talking about.”

Jenn links her arm in Thomas’s and leans her head on his shoulder. “So what’s up?” she asks. “You sounded serious on the phone.”

“Um, yeah,” Thomas says, his smile gone. “How long till you have to leave for work?”

She checks her phone. “Five minutes?”

“Cool. Can we talk for a sec?”

Jenn glances at me, then leads him out of the kitchen, like she doesn’t want me to hear what they’re talking about.

Rookie mistake.

When they’re gone, I cross the kitchen and press my ear against the swinging door to the living room.

“What are you doing?” Nate asks.

I hold up my finger to shush him, and listen. Jenn’s voice is muffled, but I can make out most of what she’s saying.

“Tom, I told you—”

“You’re going to piss her off,” Nate warns. I shush him again, and concentrate on their voices.

“I know, okay?” Jenn is saying. “Stop bothering me about it!”

Whoa. Jenn getting mad at Thomas? Unheard-of.

“I’m just trying to help,” Thomas says. “Just promise me you’ll tell them today, okay?”

“I will,” she says. “I promise.”

I step back and grab a random dish towel just as the door swings open. Jenn’s gaze travels from my face down to the towel and then back up again. She scowls. “You were listening.”

“No, I wasn’t.”

“Yes, you were,” she says, grabbing the towel out of my hands. “You know how I know? Because you never clean up after yourself.”

Nate laughs, and I stick my tongue out at him.

“Maybe I was listening,” I tell Jenn, “but it’s only because you were being so sneaky.” When she doesn’t stop glaring at me, I add, “I could barely hear anyway.”

“Good.” She folds the towel and puts it back on the counter. Behind her, Thomas looks uncomfortable.

“I’m taking the Prius and going to the store,” Jenn tells me. “Nate, are you coming in this afternoon?”

He nods, but doesn’t look happy about it. I don’t blame him. For the last year he’s been working at our family antique store with Jenn. I told him not to—that place is dusty and creepy and totally boring—but he needed a part-time job, and Jenn decided the antique store was perfect for him. And Jenn . . . let’s just say she has a way of getting people to do what she wants. Well, most people. I am proudly immune to my big sister’s power trips.

“Don’t be late,” she says. “I have to leave at three.”

Nate salutes her. “Yes, ma’am.”

Jenn grabs her purse and keys off the hook by the door, and she and Thomas head out, hand in hand.

I hop up onto the counter. “Something’s up. She and Thomas were arguing.”

Nate quirks an eyebrow. “His-and-hers arguing on the penultimate day of summer before they begin a long-distance romance for the ages? Say it ain’t so.”

“Do you hear yourself when you talk?” I ask. “Like, really hear yourself?”

Nate joins me on the counter. Our legs press up against each other, his thigh warming mine. For a split second, I wonder what would happen if I were to lean into him—then he pulls away. I feel a flicker of disappointment, but I remember the way Eric kissed me last night, the way his body felt next to mine as we fell back asleep, and the feeling disappears. Nate’s great, but he’s just my friend. Eric is . . . a lot of things. Captain of the boys’ varsity soccer team. Tall and blond and hot in a way that makes me nervous. I’m also pretty sure he’s getting ready to ask me to be his girlfriend. Especially after last night.

“What were they arguing about?” Nate asks.

“Who?”

“Jenn and Thomas?”

“Oh! I couldn’t hear everything, but she has to tell someone . . . something.”

“Very mysterious.” He looks over at me, and his smile fades. “Hey, are you actually worried about her?”

I shrug. “Arguing with him isn’t like her. I think she might be upset because he’s leaving for Stanford in two days and she’s staying behind.”

“Oh,” he says. “That’s not funny, then. That sucks.”

“Yeah.”

“And you still don’t know why she isn’t going with him?”

“Nope. I’ve asked a million times, but she insists turning Stanford down was the right decision. She wants to stay closer to home and work at the store.”

Which makes zero sense. But then again, I’ve gotten used to not understanding my sister. I didn’t know she got into Stanford until I found the acceptance letter in the bathroom trash. If it had been me, it would have been impossible to find someone who didn’t know I’d gotten in. But that’s Jenn. She never brags, never complains, never makes waves, and if I’m being totally honest . . . she’s a teensy bit boring. But she’s also our family’s rock. If Jenn’s starting to unravel, then there’s no hope for the rest of us.

I tap my foot against Nate’s. “Maybe we should do something to cheer her up.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know—hang out with her? Keep her mind off Thomas leaving?”

“You could come hang out with me at the store.” I give him a look, and he sighs. “It was worth a try. Okay, new approach. What makes her happy? What does she like?”

“School,” I say immediately. “And antiques. And Thomas.”

“Anything else?”

I rack my brain, but Jenn doesn’t have hobbies. She doesn’t play sports. She has friends, but they’re all into the same thing she is: taking over the world one AP class at a time. “Not that I know of.”

“Man, that’s depressing.” Nate rubs the back of his neck. “Okay. She’s upset because Thomas is leaving and she’s staying here, right?”

“I think so.”

“Then maybe you should make her feel better about that. Staying here, I mean. I don’t know how you make her feel better about Thomas. That’s above my pay grade as a neighbor and fellow antique store employee.”

It’s a lame joke, but he’s got a point. When Jenn first got into Stanford, she was excited about leaving LA. She might have decided not to go, but she’s been dreaming about going away to college forever. And for Jenn, that’s a literal forever. She’s been talking about this since we were kids. Ever since—

I turn to Nate. “The pact! I forgot all about it.”

“So did I, apparently, because I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“I doubt I ever told you. It was kind of a secret.” I hop down off the counter and start to pace the kitchen. I can’t believe I forgot about this. “It was the summer before seventh grade and—”

“Seventh grade,” Nate interrupts, a dreamy look on his face. “That was the year I had homeroom with Miss Coppola. But she let us call her Genevieve.” He smiles. “I was totally in love with her.”

“Are you done?” I ask.

“Yes, sorry. You were in the middle of a precious childhood memory?”

“Right. I was going into seventh grade—which was apparently super formative for you, thanks to Genevieve—and Jenn was starting high school. She was nervous about it, though, so I took her on this fun, all-day adventure around our neighborhood. It was like we were the Boxcar Children, except instead of collecting teacups and trying to be civilized despite living in a train or whatever, we were eating ice cream and hanging out under the slide at that park down the street. But after a while we got tired, so we went back home and snuck onto the roof of our building.”

“You rebels,” Nate says. “Then what happened?”

“Jenn started talking about how she wanted to go away to college even though she’d only just graduated from middle school. Back then she wanted to go to Michigan or Illinois or something, which I remember thinking was really far. Like, why not go to Antarctica while you’re at it? But then she got really serious all of a sudden, and said we should promise each other that in four years, when she was leaving for college, we’d spend the entire day together. Just us. To, you know, say goodbye. So we did a pinkie swear . . . and that was it.” I wrinkle my nose. “Her fingers were still covered in dry strawberry ice cream, so it was kind of sticky.”

“Gross,” Nate says. “But also perfect! You can hang out with her tomorrow and fulfill your weird urban adventure pact. I don’t know if you’ll still fit under the slide, but—”

“No.”

“You’re right, the slide is really low—”

“No, I mean no. We can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because there’s no way Jenn’s going to want to hang out with me all day.”

Nate’s eyes narrow in that particular way they always do right before he tells me not to neg myself. But I know I’m right—I might think my sister is a little boring, but that’s nothing compared to the way my sister feels about me. I’m pretty sure every time she hears my name, the words “irresponsible,” “immature,” and “lazy” flash before her eyes. Regardless of how she felt about me back then, Jenn hasn’t wanted to hang out, just the two of us, in years. “Besides,” I continue, “she’s not going away to college anymore. She’s staying here. In this city. In this house.” I jump back up on the counter next to him. “So there’s no point.”

“Sure there is,” Nate says. “The point is to take her mind off Thomas leaving, and cheer her up about staying in LA. The pact is just an excuse. A cover story, if you will.”

“But a full day is so long. And we’re older now. We can’t just hang out on the playground all day doing nothing.”

“Stoner Larry does.”

I laugh. “Touché.”

“You’ve just got to come up with a list of her favorite LA things and do all of them. Go to places she likes.”

“That would be great if I knew any of that stuff. But I don’t.” I flick a stray Cheerio across the counter and into the sink. “Okay, what if I put together a bunch of famous LA landmarks instead? Like the Magic Castle and Grauman’s Chinese Theatre, or the Hollywood sign? That would be super fun!”

Nate looks unimpressed. “That sounds kinda touristy.”

“Yeah,” I say, my excitement deflating. “You’re right.”

“You need to choose places that matter to both of you. That remind you of each other.”

“I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but Jenn and I aren’t exactly close anymore. The last time we did anything just the two of us was months ago, when we had to pick up that set of dining chairs for Mom and Dad. Not exactly the kind of thing you want to re-create to cheer someone up.”

We settle back into silence, both of us thinking, but then Nate slides off the counter. “I’m heading out.”

“Wait, you’re leaving? I thought you were helping me brainstorm!”

He opens the back door and squints into the midmorning sunlight. “This is about you and Jenn. You’re not gonna figure it out if I’m here distracting you.” He grabs a banana out of the fruit basket. “Besides, I’ve only got a few more hours until work. I’m not about to spend them cooped up in here with you.”

I grab the towel Jenn carefully folded and throw it at him. He catches it and tosses it back on the counter. “See you later?”

“Obviously,” I say. “Bye.”

Nate leaves, and I pick up my phone. I’m halfway finished typing “Things to Do in LA” into the search engine when I sigh and put the phone back down. Nate’s right. If I’m going to make Jenn feel better, I’m going to have to come up with stuff that really matters to her. Stuff besides school.

I head into the living room, where we keep all our old family photos.

Time to take a trip down memory lane.



CHAPTER 2

JENN

Promise me you’ll tell them.

I linger on the sidewalk outside O’Farrell Antiques, Tom’s words echoing in my head. I know he’s right—he’s always right. It’s the worst thing about him. But just because he’s right doesn’t mean I’m eager to take his advice. An ambulance flies by, the loud sirens making me flinch. I take one last look at the sunny sky, breathe in the traffic and the pizza shop next door, then push the door open. Or, I try to, because of course—of course—it’s locked. I groan and pull out my keys. Did I really think Mom and Dad were going to be on time?

I unlock the door and go inside. “Hello, Silvester,” I say, patting the small brass statue of a horse that sits on a marble-topped incised walnut side table from 1880 next to the front door. “Did you keep the place safe for me?”

I wander deeper into the store, through the dark rows of furniture and tchotchkes. Dust floats in the light filtering in from the front window, and for a moment I’m suspended in it, like a figure in an old snow globe.

Then I sneeze.

“Oops,” I say as I bump into a nearby armchair, knocking over the smiling porcelain clown seated on top in the process. I pick up the doll and turn it over. $700? That must be a mistake. I carry it to the register and lay it gently on the counter. The porcelain monstrosity grins up at me. I turn it facedown. “Creep.”

While I wait for my mom’s laptop to power up, I turn on lights. Chandeliers, Tiffany lamps, and wall sconces flare to life, filling the room with their warm, inviting glow. Or that’s the idea. I think it’s a bit much, personally. I also take a moment to organize a shelf of old toys and relocate an antique teddy bear to the steamer trunk that once sat in April’s bedroom. Until she complained that our WWII family heirloom was haunted and had to go, that is.

When I return to the counter, the laptop is on. I log in, and a few clicks later the inventory list appears. I scroll down to the toy section, then search alphabetically for “clown.” As I suspected, the price is wrong. The doll should be $70, not $700. I take out a pen, prepared to cover one of the zeroes, but then I catch sight of the doll again. The clown has been here for over a year. It’s never going to move at that price. And, more important, I hate it. I put the pen down and pull out the price stickers instead.

“How about $60?” I ask the clown’s back. “Do you think that’s low enough to make someone take you home?”

I turn him over, and he leers up at me.

“You’re right. Better make it forty.” I write the price on the sticker, then place it on the bottom of his porcelain foot, obscuring most of the previous price—but not all of it. People love markdowns. It makes them feel clever, like they’re getting away with something.

That done, I move the clown to the front of the store, where kids will be more likely to find it. Whether they break it or buy it, that thing is going home in the next two days if I have anything to say about it.

I’m on my way back to the counter when the front door opens behind me.

“Don’t talk to me like that,” Mom is saying. “You always use that tone whenever I—”

She catches sight of me and smiles. “Oh good, you’re here.”

I breathe through my nose and resist pointing out that without me, the store wouldn’t have opened on time.

Dad closes the door behind them. “Jenn, settle something for us. I was just telling your mother—”

“Did you go to the bank?” I ask, interrupting him. I learned years ago that the best way to get them to stop arguing is to shut the fight down good and early.

“Err . . . no,” Dad says. “We stopped by the flea market and got distracted.”

Of course they did.

Every Friday morning they deposit the cash from the week. Or at least, that’s the plan. Usually, there’s not much—most customers pay with credit cards—but occasionally we’ll get a big purchase, paid all in cash. Last week someone bought a nineteenth-century armoire for two thousand dollars, and he paid in hundred-dollar bills. It was cool to count it all, but I’m nervous about keeping that much money around for long, especially now that the store’s alarm system is broken.

“Maybe you could make the deposit after your shift ends?” Dad asks.

“Stop pushing her,” Mom says, coming to stand by me. She rests her hand on my shoulder. “She’s got her own life, and you can’t expect her to do everything for you.”

“I don’t expect that,” Dad says. “I’m just saying that she could stop on the way home!”

I rub my temples. I can already feel a headache coming on.

Dad crosses his arms—a sure sign that things are about to get worse. If I don’t cut this argument off now, it’ll go on for at least another ten minutes. “Mom, it’s fine. I’ll go.”

But she’s not listening to me. Neither of them are.

“It’s not her job,” Mom says, her hand tightening on my shoulder. “You’re always trying to push people—”

“I am not.”

I curl my fingers into fists, taking a small amount of relief from the way my fingernails bite into my palms.

The front door opens, and a woman steps inside.

Thank god.

“Welcome to O’Farrell Antiques,” I say, my voice loud and cheerful. “How can I help you?”

The woman eyes my parents, who, despite her arrival, are still arguing. As if on cue, Mom stomps her foot and says, “That’s not what I said and you know it!”

“Um,” the woman says, slowly backing toward the door, “maybe I should come back later.”

I look to my parents, hoping they’ll step in and act like adults for once, but they’re oblivious to the fact that they’re driving their own customers away. As usual, it’s up to me to keep this place functioning.

“If you leave now,” I say loudly, “you’ll miss our flash sale.”

My parents finally go silent.

“For the next hour,” I continue, “everything in the store is . . .”

I glance at my dad. His eyes are wide with horror. I turn back to the customer and smile. “Fifty percent off.”

Serves them right.

“Oh!” The woman says. “In that case, do you have any Tiffany lamps?”

“Absolutely,” I say, careful not to make eye contact with either of my parents. “Follow me.”

 •  •  • 

The woman leaves twenty minutes later, the proud owner of two blue Tiffany lamps and one terrifying clown doll. The moment the door closes, I pick up the dog-eared copy of Harry Potter and the Goblet of Fire that April and I share, and turn to the place I left off last night. When summer first started, I vowed to read one book per week so my brain wouldn’t turn to mush. My plan was to prioritize the kinds of books you see on those “100 Books to Read Before You Die” lists. That way, I’d be ahead of the curve when classes started in the fall. But after two months of working my way through the collected works of Shakespeare, James Joyce’s Dubliners, A Room of One’s Own, and a collection of poems by Langston Hughes, I decided to reward myself with a reread of Harry Potter.

I’ve barely started to read, however, when my dad storms up to the counter, followed closely by my mom.

“Jennifer, we never take off more than thirty percent!” he says. “You know that.”

“Those lamps were worth twice what she paid,” Mom agrees.

I put the book down—careful to mark my place—and turn to my parents. “We weren’t going to make any money if I didn’t do something drastic. You would have noticed that if you weren’t so busy arguing.”

Dad waves this off and wanders into the back room, leaving Mom and me alone. She slips on a dust glove and begins to gently wipe down the various baubles and breakables on the shelf behind the counter. Sometimes I forget she was an art history professor when I was little, back before we moved to Culver City. But when I watch her handle our antiques like they’re pieces of priceless art instead of random junk she rescued from estate sales and hotels selling off their old decor in favor of more modern furnishings, it all comes back to me. The endless museum visits, during which Mom would quiz us on Brunelleschi’s use of perspective and the properties of illuminated manuscripts as we took yet another lap around the Getty Museum. The late nights she spent poring over academic journals while I read Babysitter’s Club books to April at her feet. She and Dad had been busy—it turns out being a professor requires a lot of late-night grading, and Dad’s midlevel management job at a downtown investment bank required him to be at the office at least sixty hours a week—but our parents always made time for April and me. And for each other.

Then when I was in seventh grade, everything changed. Mom and Dad quit their jobs and moved our family to Culver City, where they opened the store. Suddenly, work came first, and instead of spending dinner talking about English tests and the goofy things Dad’s boss said at their morning meeting, April and I ate in silence as they flipped through spreadsheets and discussed how to price the mahogany sarcophagus they were having imported from Egypt. By the end of seventh grade, they’d stopped talking entirely—to us and to each other—and started fighting instead. I guess that’s what happens when you spend every hour of the day together. You forget you ever liked the other person in the first place.

I try not to compare our lives now to how different things used to be, though. What’s the point?

“What are you and Thomas up to tonight?” Mom asks, turning away from the shelves. “Doing anything fun?”

“Just dinner.”

“That sounds nice. The two of you are so cute together.”

I smile, but then remember the conversation we had this morning in the living room, and the warm feeling that usually accompanies any mention of Tom disappears. I promised him I’d talk to my parents today, and I meant it. But right now, no one is glaring at anybody else, or arguing about who-knows-what. It’s just Mom, silently dusting crystal elephants and hand-blown paperweights, and me. It seems a shame to ruin the peace and quiet. But Tom is right. Now’s the time.

I glance at the door my dad just disappeared through, and make up my mind. I’ll tell Mom first, and Dad after. That way they can’t gang up on me. And then tonight . . . tonight, I’ll tell April.

“I’d like to talk to you about something,” I say carefully.

Mom puts down the Waterford vase she’s holding. “What’s up, Jelly Belly?”

I narrow my eyes at the nickname, but say nothing. I gave up trying to get them to stop calling me that a long time ago. I know a lost cause when I see one.

“Hey,” she says, cupping her hands around my face. “Is everything okay? You look nervous.”

I take a deep breath, readying myself for the confession I’ve been rehearsing for months—and catch sight of Dad, standing in the doorway, his normally pale face flushed.

“Emma, did you really think I wouldn’t find out?”

Mom sighs. “Find out what, John? Be specific.”

Dad holds up a long, handwritten receipt. “That you sold the Steinway?”

I gasp—I can’t help it. For months Mom has been threatening to get rid of the grand piano Dad won at auction. At first it seemed like it was going to be a great acquisition, but it turned out to be incurably out of tune, and one of the legs is wobbly. None of this would have been the end of the world—sometimes that’s how auctions go—but Dad promised he was going to resell it right away so they could get at least a little bit of their investment back.

That was a year ago.

Mom puts her hands on her hips. “I wasn’t hiding it. That receipt has been on your desk for weeks. If you’d ever bother to organize your side of the office, you’d have seen it.”

Dad’s face goes even redder. “You sold it weeks ago?”

“You’re lucky I waited that long!” Mom says. “It’s been taking up space in the storage unit for almost a year, and you never got it appraised like you said you would, so I did it myself.”

“Unbelievable,” Dad says, shaking his head. “I bet you used that idiot Paul Vega to do the valuation, didn’t you?” He crumples the receipt in his hand and throws it on the register. “That man doesn’t know a Steinway from a Stairmaster!”

“You’re overreacting,” Mom says.

“Or maybe I’m just sick of you constantly undermining me,” Dad shoots back. “You ever think of that?”

“It’s the only way to get anything done!”

“Stop,” I say loudly, before they can continue. They’ve had this argument a million times, and it never goes anywhere good from here. “Mom, you should have talked to Dad before you sold the piano. Dad, you should have sold the piano when you said you were going to, or at least talked to Mom about why you didn’t do it.”

I step between them and lower my voice. I’ve got their attention. Now I’ve just got to shut this thing down before they start up again.

“But it’s done,” I continue. “And the good news is that now you can go back out and buy a new used piano. A better one. And once you do, there’s plenty of room in the storage unit for it.” I look between the two of them and force a smile. “Right?”

The front door opens again, and a man in a suit comes inside the store. I glance at my parents, hoping they might let this argument go in favor of helping the customer, but they’re both still sulking. Great.

“Mom, why don’t you go check out an estate sale?” I suggest. “I heard Maggie Rosenberg’s great-aunt Midge just passed. Weren’t you just saying the other day that she has some great stuff in her attic?”

“That’s right, I was,” Mom says, her face lighting up at the prospect. “She has a midcentury buffet that’s practically begging to be updated.”

“And, Dad,” I say, “maybe you can run to the bank after all?” He frowns, and I realize my mistake. Dad’s really sensitive about people assuming his only contribution to the store has to do with the finances, so he always insists on being involved with the antique sourcing as well. “Or you could go with Mom?” I correct. “Check out what Midge has lying around?”
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