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“A beautiful and tender story about the discovery of a powerful friendship, starring two fantastic kids and one extraordinary family.”

—Newbery Award–Winning Author Rebecca Stead






“Frankie & Bug is uplifting, bittersweet, and MAGNIFICENTLY LOUD IN THE HEART AND SOUL.” —ANDREW KING, THE UNIVERSITY BOOK STORE (SEATTLE, WA)

“This book is FOR THOSE STRIVING TO BE WHO THEY ARE, not what others see. And for those standing in alliance beside them.” —SUMMER DAWN LAURIE, BOOKS INC., LAUREL VILLAGE (SAN FRANCISCO, CA)

“This is a book about different kinds of family and different kinds of courage, and I think it WILL RESONATE WITH MANY READERS.” —TEGAN TIGANI, QUEEN ANNE BOOK COMPANY (SEATTLE, WA)

“Frankie & Bug is outstanding. EASILY ONE OF THE BEST MIDDLE-GRADES I HAVE EVER READ, and so what we all need to be reading right now!” —HEATHER HEBERT, CHILDREN’S BOOK WORLD (HAVERFORD, PA)

“Wow. Forman’s first foray into middle-grade novels PACKS AN ENORMOUS PUNCH.” —ROBIN STERN, BOOKS INC., CAMPBELL (CAMPBELL, CA)

“Frankie & Bug is A JOY TO READ! In this deeply moving, funny, and engaging coming-of-age story, rising fifth grader Beatrice ‘Bug’ Contreras learns much in the summer of 1987, about friendship, prejudice, patience, and making real lemonade.” —KATHLEEN CAREY, LITTLE BOOK HOUSE OF STUYVESANT PLAZA (ALBANY, NY)

“This is a COMING-OF-AGE STORY, A FRIENDSHIP STORY, AND AN ALLY STORY. Bug and Frankie teach us all to ‘hurry toward justice’ always, and never forget that there is more love than hate in the world.” —JAMIE ROGERS SOUTHERN, BOOKMARKS (WINSTON-SALEM, NC)

“I simply cannot recommend this book any more highly, as children understand that love TRANSCENDS all else.” —CANDACE ROBINSON, VINTAGE BOOKS (VANCOUVER, WA)

“Full of COMPLEX characters who read so authentically, and rich with the nuances of real life, family, and love.” —SHOSHANA SMITH, FLASHLIGHT BOOKS (WALNUT CREEK, CA)

“My eleven-year-old son and I read this one together, and as with any of Gayle’s books, it didn’t disappoint. The friendship between Bug and Frankie is an IMPORTANT one, today more than ever when acceptance and kindness are often hard to find.” —CHRISTINE ONORATI AND SON, ADRIAN, WORD BOOKSTORES (BROOKLYN, NY & JERSEY CITY, NJ)

“A PITCH-PERFECT book about friends and family—accepting them and loving them unconditionally.” —BECKY ANDERSON, ANDERSON’S BOOKSHOP (NAPERVILLE, IL)

“Is there NOTHING Gayle Forman can’t do? I believe Frankie & Bug SHOULD BE REQUIRED READING for kids, parents, and teachers!” —KATHLEEN CALDWELL, A GREAT GOOD PLACE FOR BOOKS (OAKLAND, CA)

“Frankie and Bug learn that life is not always fair, justice may take time, and families all look different. A THOUGHT-PROVOKING, heartwarming story!” —PAM PAGE, PAGES: A BOOKSTORE (MANHATTAN BEACH, CA)

“Just a LOVELY read.” —DEBBIE BUCK, VINTAGE BOOKS (VANCOUVER, WA)

“The heart of this story is friendship, and the understanding each character shows for each other despite differences of age, identity, and ethnicity is EXACTLY THE KIND OF LOVE AND COMPASSION WE WANT TO INSPIRE YOUNG READERS.” —TILDY LUTTS, BELMONT BOOKS (BELMONT, MA)

“An EXCELLENT fall read for kids nine to twelve years old.” —MICHELE BELLAH, COPPERFIELD’S BOOKS (SEBASTOPOL, CA)

“Bug SHOWS A WONDERFUL INNOCENCE, reminding us adults that prejudice ‘has to be carefully taught.’ In the end, Bug, Frankie, and their whole found family pledge to ‘hurry toward justice,’ a pledge we all can and should make along with them.” —KATE REYNOLDS, COLGATE BOOKSTORE (HAMILTON, NY)
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Rule Number Four

TEN DAYS BEFORE SCHOOL let out, Mama announced that summer was canceled.

She didn’t say it straight out like that. But she might as well have. What she did say to Bug was: “What would you like to do this summer?”

This was a dumb question. Mama knew what Bug wanted to do this summer. The same thing she’d done for the last two summers, ever since Danny had persuaded Mama that there was no need to spend good money on the Y camp (which they both hated, Danny quietly so, and Bug noisily) now that he was old enough to watch them both all summer. For free.

“You can buy a new car instead,” Danny had said. Clever of him, Bug thought, because Mama was always complaining about the Datsun and its busted air conditioner.

So, after very elaborate negotiations with Phillip and Hedvig, their upstairs and downstairs neighbors who each sometimes watched Danny and Bug, and yet another consultation with Kip, the always-sunburned lifeguard who manned Tower 19, Mama had agreed to let them spend the summers alone. “With conditions,” she said.

Conditions, Bug had soon discovered, was another name for rules. But conditions sounded nicer.

Mama typed the “conditions” onto a piece of thick, fancy paper she used at her job at the mayor’s office. Then she made Danny and Bug both sign it. This, she explained, turned conditions into a contract.

The contract promised that Bug and Danny would:


	Always go to Tower 19 and check in with Kip.

	Always swim together if they went in past their knees.

	Never touch so much as a toe in the water if the riptide flag was up.

	Always stay together.



Rule number four was typed up in just the same way as the others, but Mama repeated its importance so often that Bug understood it was the most important one of all. Bug was not generally fond of rules, even when they were called conditions, but this one, the idea that she and Danny must always, always stay together, well, she liked that one just fine. It made her feel safe.

The list had been taped to the refrigerator that first beach summer, and all that following fall and winter. In the spring, when Mama was doing her big cleaning, she had taken it down. But Bug had retrieved the paper from the trash and hung it back up. She’d told Mama it was because she might forget the rules this coming summer, but the truth was, the list had become a promise. The promise of summer.

For almost three years, the list had stayed on the fridge, fastened into place with a ladybug magnet. So when in the waning days of fourth grade, Mama asked what Bug wanted to do for the upcoming summer, the answer was obvious: “I want to go to the beach,” Bug told Mama.

Mama got a funny look on her face, which in turn gave Bug a funny tickling in her stomach. Mama called this the Gut Voice and told Danny and Bug to listen to it. But Bug didn’t want to listen to her Gut Voice, because what it was saying—even before Mama said, “I think we might need to change it up this summer”—was that summer was about to be canceled.

“Why do we have to change it up?” Bug wasn’t entirely sure what “changing it up” meant, but she didn’t want to ask, lest she look babyish. That was Danny’s favorite insult as of late. And there was no way she would prove it true.

“It’s just that Danny…” Mama stopped herself. “Daniel.” Daniel. That was what Danny wanted to be called now. “Needs a bit of space this summer.”

Bug had been hearing a lot about Daniel’s need for space these past few months. First, early in the spring, Danny had told Mama that he didn’t want to go to the magnet school he and Bug had both attended since kindergarten. This coming fall, he would be attending Venice High School.

A few weeks after that, Mama had taken Bug out for ice cream on the Santa Monica Pier and told Bug she was getting her own room. For a brief second, Bug had thought they were moving to one of those big houses with wall-to-wall carpeting and grassy backyards with pools, like the one her friend Beth Ann lived in. But then why would Mama be taking her out for ice cream to deliver good news? Ice cream was for bad news.

The bad news was this: Bug was being moved out of the biggest bedroom she and Danny had always shared and into a tiny alcove next to the bathroom that Mama had sometimes used as an office. It was too small to fit a bed and a dresser and desk, so with Hedvig ’s blessing—she was their landlady as well as their downstairs neighbor—Mama and Phillip built Bug a sleeping loft. Bug did like the loft. It had a wooden ladder and her window looked out onto a big magnolia that made it feel like she was sleeping in a tree house. But even if she liked the room okay, that didn’t mean she wanted it. No one had asked if she wanted it. And worse, Danny got to keep the biggest room, instead of switching with Mama, who had the medium-sized room. It just wasn’t fair! Bug had complained to Mama about this. Which was a big mistake. One thing about Mama was that she didn’t give two hoots about fair.

And now, Daniel’s need for space meant that Bug ’s summer was canceled. “It’s just that Daniel,” Mama was explaining, “has babysat you for the past few summers….”

“Babysat?” Bug was offended. “Danny doesn’t babysit me. In summer, we go to the beach. It’s what we do.”

“Well, this summer, we’re going to have to figure out something else for you to do.”

School had yet to let out, but Bug could feel the summer slipping through her fingers like sand at the beach, which she would not be going to.

She wanted to cry. Bug loved the beach. And the three months she got to spend there made all the bad parts of living in Venice—like her pretend bedroom and hearing gunshots at night and having to sit on a bus two hours a day to go to a good school and never having friends sleep over because nobody’s parents wanted them to sleep in a place where gunshots went off at night—worth it. Bug loved everything about the beach: the way the brisk water made her toes go numb, the way the drying salt made her skin feel tight, the way tropical tanning oil smelled, and the way the sand sounded when you laid your head against it. She even loved things about the beach other people hated, like how saltwater stung her scratched mosquito bites, or how the sand got everywhere—and she meant everywhere, in her sheets, her shoes, in the crack of her butt.

Mama couldn’t take that away from her. She just couldn’t!

“I don’t want to figure something else out!” Bug cried. “I want it to be like the other summers.”

Mama shook her head. “Daniel is fourteen. He wants to hang out with friends his own age. I think that’s fair.”

“Fair?” Bug scoffed, feeling the heat in her earlobes, which was how she knew she was about to lose her temper. “What do you care about fair?” Because wasn’t Mama the one who always told Bug, “Life isn’t fair—the most you can hope for is that it’s just”?

Mama put a hand on Bug ’s shoulder. “I understand you’re disappointed.”

But Bug was more than disappointed. Because in that moment, she suddenly understood what Daniel’s need for space really meant. It meant space away from Bug.

The realization made tears spring to her eyes. She blinked them back. She wasn’t a baby. She was ten! But Mama saw. She stroked Bug ’s cheek, a gesture that made her feel even sadder, which in turn made her madder. She stomped her feet, and balled her fists, not even caring how immature this made her look.

“I know you’re upset. I promise you’ll have a fun summer.” Mama took a breath. “At camp.”

“No way. Nohow. I’m not going back to the Y camp.” Y camp was the worst! You spent days inside in a moldy-smelling gymnasium, making lanyards or shaping clay into pots that never kept their shape. When you did go swimming, which was only twice a week, it was at an indoor pool. The ocean was just blocks away, but you had to swim in an indoor pool. It was the kind of thing Phillip would call a travesty.

“I’d rather stay with Hedvig!” Bug said, not because she wanted to spend the summer in their landlady’s apartment, but just to show just how little she wanted to attend the Y camp.

Mama put on her thinking face. “If that’s what you want, I’ll ask.” She paused. “Maybe you can stay some afternoons with her and others with Phillip when he’s not working.”

That wasn’t what Bug wanted. Hedvig was okay, but her apartment, which took up the ground floor of their building, was full of junk, and all Hedvig did all day was watch soap operas. Phillip’s apartment, which took up the top floor of their triplex, was much neater, and Phillip, when he was home, did much more interesting things, like make collages out of old Time magazines with Bug, or play songs on his baby grand piano. But neither Phillip nor Hedvig would take Bug to the beach. And the beach was the only place she wanted to spend her summer.

“Can’t I go to the beach by myself ?” Bug asked. “I’d check in with Kip. And only go up to my knees.” The thought of not being able to dive headfirst into the waves made Bug sad, but not as sad as sitting home all summer. She would show Mama she could compromise.

“I’m afraid not.”

“But you let Danny go alone with me.”

“Daniel’s a boy,” Mama said.

“What’s that got to do with it?” Bug could swim just as strong as Danny. She could stand the cold water just as long as Danny. She wasn’t one of those girls who was scared of sand crabs or attacking seagulls.

“A lot,” Mama said. “And you’re only ten.”

“I’ll be eleven soon. And Danny was only twelve when we started going to the beach ourselves.”

“You’ll be eleven in February,” Mama reminded her. “And I know two years doesn’t seem like much, but there’s a world of difference between ten and twelve.” Mama shook her head. “I’m sorry, Bug. You can’t go alone.”

“I won’t be alone. I’ll have Bian and Duane and Randy and Zeus.” These were Bug ’s summer friends, people she didn’t see too much during the regular year when school kept her too busy to spend much time on the boardwalk but whom she saw every day as part of her and Danny’s beach routine.

“I’m sorry,” Mama repeated.

“No, you’re not,” Bug shot back. “Because if you were, you wouldn’t be ruining my summer!” And then she could hold it in no longer. She burst into blubbering, babyish tears.

“I’m sorry, sweetie,” Mama repeated. “I’ll try to redeem your summer.”

Bug thought these were just empty words, but a week later, when Mama told her that some nephew of Phillip’s was coming to spend the entire summer in Venice, Bug understood, for better or for worse, whether she liked it or not, that this was her summer’s redemption.
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Frankie

HIS NAME WAS FRANKIE. He was eleven years old. And from Ohio. That was all anyone would tell Bug. Not if he liked the beach or knew how to roller-skate or ate fish and chips with tartar sauce, like Danny did, or vinegar and salt like Bug did. “You’ll find out soon enough,” Mama said when Bug peppered her with questions. This annoyed Bug. Frankie was being brought out here for her. Didn’t she have the right to know these things?

Phillip was taking the day off from work to pick Frankie up from the airport, and he invited Bug to join him. “I suppose I’ll go,” she said, as if she hadn’t spent the first few days of summer vacation bored out of her skull, commuting from their apartment to Hedvig ’s to the tetherball courts at the elementary school on the corner, which, according to the triangle map Mama had drawn, was where she was allowed to go alone. But Bug refused to show any enthusiasm about this Frankie, because once again, no one had even asked her what she thought.

Bug met Phillip at his parking spot in the alley behind their building. He was already cranking down the top to his car—a VW Rabbit convertible, which Phillip called the Cabriolet—because he knew that Bug always wanted the top down, even in winter, when it was so freezing Phillip had to blast the heater to keep Bug ’s teeth from chattering. He opened the glove box and pulled out the purple silk scarf he kept in there, special for her, tying it under her chin. “You look just like Grace Kelly,” he said, same as always, even though Bug knew from old movies that Grace Kelly had straight blond hair and porcelain skin and Bug had frizzy brown hair and what Mama called olive skin, which confused Bug, because weren’t olives green?

If she was half-excited to meet Frankie, Bug was whole-excited to pick him up at the airport. Though they lived less than ten miles from LAX, Bug had never been inside it. She’d never been on a plane. Never gone to the airport to greet anyone, because the only person who ever visited them was Aunt Teri, and she always took the Greyhound bus down from Visalia.

Airplanes fascinated Bug. She loved watching the jets take off over the Pacific. Danny had taught her how to follow their trajectory. If they turned around, Danny said, they were going to Chicago, or maybe New York, or maybe England, but if they carried on straight over the ocean, that meant they were going to Hawaii, or even all the way across to Japan or Vietnam, which was where Bian was from, though she hadn’t come here on a plane but on a boat.

“Would you like to choose the music, Beatrice?” Phillip asked. That was another thing about Phillip. He did not believe in shortening names. He called Mama Colleen, never Co as other people did. He’d always called Danny Daniel. And he got grumpy if people called him Phil. “I am not a verb,” he once told Bug. “And you, my dear, are not an insect.”

Danny would probably set the dial to 106.7, KROQ, but Bug had seen Phillip make the same face to Oingo Boingo that Mama did when she balanced the checkbook. “The classical station is okay with me.”

Phillip loved classical music. Whenever he listened in the car, he held the steering wheel with one hand and waved with the other. Like he was conducting. Bug wondered if he did that when he gave piano lessons to his students, some of whom, she’d heard him tell Mama, were so bad they made his ears bleed.

When the song ended, the announcer cut in. “We have breaking news. Investigators are now saying that the bludgeoning of an Arcadia woman in her home last night follows a similar pattern of several Southland nighttime home invasion murders that police are now attributing to a serial killer they’re calling the Midnight Marauder.”

“Marauder?” Bug repeated.

“Let’s change the station, shall we?” Phillip said, moving the dial to KROQ. The deejays were talking, too, not about serial killers, but the upcoming July Fourth holiday.

“What do you get America for its two hundred and twelfth birthday?” one deejay asked. “Gin?”

“It’s two hundred and eleven, you numbnuts,” the other deejay said. “It’s 1987 now.”

“Izzit?” asked deejay number one. “I guess my last July Fourth party was a little too wild.”

Phillip turned the radio off. The car crested above the wetlands of Playa del Rey. The ocean twinkled in the distance. Even from here, Bug could smell the briny scent, her favorite perfume. She missed the beach with a deep ache and wondered if Mama would take her and Frankie later. But then she remembered the announcement on the news about the Midnight whatever his name was. Mama’s job with the mayor was in the press office, and when there were big stories, she had to work extra.

“Where is Arcadia?” she asked Phillip.

“Far away, Beatrice. Almost another city. Don’t worry.”

“Is it run by the mayor?” Bug wanted to know.

“I’m not sure. Why do you ask?”

“Because if it’s run by the mayor, Mama will have to work late and won’t take me and Frankie to the beach.”

Phillip’s mustache twitched upward as it did before he laughed, though Bug wasn’t sure what was so funny. “We’re almost there,” he said as the road ran parallel to a runway. Overhead, a plane rumbled so close it made the car shake. The air filled with a strange but not unpleasant smell that Phillip said was jet fuel.

“Have you ever been on a plane?” Bug asked.

“Of course.”

“How old were you the first time?”

Phillip paused to think. “I suppose that would be when I came out here from Ohio. I would’ve been twenty-four.”

“When was that?” Bug asked.

Phillip gave her a quick glance, as if to say, nice try. That was another thing about Phillip. Though Danny and Bug had known him almost all their lives, though they had a key to his apartment, much about him remained a mystery. Like his age, for one. Bug had no idea how old he was. They never celebrated his birthday, even though he baked elaborate cakes for theirs with their ages decorated in frosting, except for Hedvig, who said at her age, she didn’t need it advertised, so Phillip made up different ages for her each birthday. Last time she was nineteen.

“I remember landing,” Phillip said, “and seeing the ocean for the first time.”

“Because there’s no ocean in Ohio?” Bug said, eager to show off her geography skills.

“Right, but we have Great Lakes, which look like oceans a little bit because you can’t see to the other side and they have waves, but there’s nothing that compares to the Pacific.”

On that note, Bug was in complete agreement.



Frankie’s flight was late, so Bug and Phillip wandered the airport, looking at the departure boards to see all the places the planes went: Chicago and San Francisco and Atlanta, even Mexico City! South past Mexico City was El Salvador, which was where Bug ’s father was from.

When Frankie’s plane pulled into the gate, they waited for all the other passengers to get off before a stewardess finally came off with Frankie. At eleven, Frankie was a year older than Bug, but he looked younger: skinny, with knobby knees full of scabs, big ears sticking out of a short, choppy haircut that Bug recognized as a kitchen cut. (Bug and Danny had suffered through many such cuts until Phillip had taken over barbering duty, though recently Daniel had started going to some place on Washington, where they did lopsided new-wave cuts that Phillip refused to do.)

Phillip waved. Frankie walked over and they shook hands and then hugged.

Bug felt a sting of jealousy. Phillip might bake her cakes for her birthday and keep a Grace Kelly scarf in his car for her, but she couldn’t remember a time when he’d hugged her.

“Welcome to California, Frankie,” Phillip said.

“Thank you. It’s nice to meet you,” Frankie said solemnly.

“Wait! You’ve never even met?” Bug asked.

“I have not had the pleasure of meeting this handsome young man,” Phillip said. “Frankie, this is Beatrice. Beatrice, this is Frankie.”

“You can call me Bug. Everyone else does.” But then she had a thought. “Is Frankie short for something? Because Phillip doesn’t like shortening names.”

Frankie looked at Phillip with wide, unblinking eyes. Phillip smiled and put a hand on his shoulder. “I’m lengthening Frankie’s name, as Frankie is long for Frank,” Phillip said firmly. “Let’s go collect your bags, shall we?”

“This is all I brought,” Frankie said, lifting his backpack. It was hardly bigger than Bug ’s school bag.

This for the entire summer? You needed multiple bathing suits, plus shorts for daytime and jeans when it got cold at night.

“I hope you brought more than one bathing suit,” Bug said.

After a brief pause, Frankie replied, “I didn’t bring any bathing suits.”

“But how are we supposed to go to the beach if you don’t have a bathing suit?”

Frankie looked confused. Bug was dismayed. Surely, someone must have told him that the point of his coming out to Venice for the summer was to keep her company, so she could go to the beach and not be alone.

“I don’t like the beach,” Frankie said.

Bug couldn’t believe her ears. “But you’ve never been to our beach!” she countered. “The Pacific Ocean is nothing like your stupid lakes.”

“Beatrice,” Phillip said mildly. He turned to Frankie. “If that’s all you have, we can head home.” He placed an arm around Frankie’s shoulders and the two of them started walking through the terminal, like they’d totally forgotten Bug existed. She counted to herself, wondering how many seconds before they realized she wasn’t alongside them. She got to six when Phillip finally swung around. “Beatrice, coming?”

“You know we have a serial killer, right?” Bug announced as they rode the escalator down past the WELCOME TO LOS ANGELES sign. “He just killed again. We heard it on the radio.”

“Beatrice,” Phillip said, an edge of warning in his voice.

“He bludgeoned someone to death,” Bug continued, even though she wasn’t sure what bludgeon meant.

“That’s enough, Beatrice!” Phillip said. “Let’s give Frankie some time to settle in before we scare the bejesus out of him.”

Scaring the bejesus out of him was exactly the point.

But Frankie didn’t look scared. He just looked interested. Which wasn’t the point. “I’ll add it to my map,” he said.

“What map?” Bug asked.

“Where all the Midnight Marauder attacks have happened.”

“You know about the Midnight Marauder?”

“Yeah. It’s been on the news. My dad didn’t want me to come, but my mom said a deal was a deal. And anyhow, I have my map to keep track of all the places he’s struck.” Frankie tapped his backpack.

“You brought a map?” Bug asked. “With you?”

“Well, yeah,” Frankie replied, like what kind of dummy wouldn’t bring a serial-killer map when traveling to the place where a serial killer was on the loose? He said it like a duh. Which made Bug feel dumb, and then cross.

And that was when it hit her. This Frankie, who’d been sent here to redeem her summer, was going to ruin it even more.
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Common Sense

AS BUG SUSPECTED, Mama had to work late, so there was no time for the beach that afternoon. It also meant they all had to wait for Mama to get home to eat because Phillip had planned a special Welcome to Venice dinner for Frankie. Bug was already irritated enough about Frankie, who had not even packed a bathing suit, and now it was his fault she was hungry, too. By the time Phillip and Frankie knocked on the door, arms full of platters, she was in a full-on sulk.

“We’re eating on the lanai,” Phillip said, handing Bug and Danny each a platter to carry down. “Hedvig ’s joining us too.”

“Great. I’m famished,” Mama said, zipping up her jeans—which she always changed into after work—as she came out of her room.

“What’s a lanai?” Frankie asked.

“You’ll see,” Phillip said.

They trekked downstairs, into and through Hedvig ’s ground-floor apartment, to the small patch of concrete nestled between the back of the building and the alley with the parking spaces where Mama and Phillip kept their cars. (Hedvig didn’t have a car; even though she’d lived in Los Angeles more than thirty years, she didn’t know how to drive!)

The area used to be an ugly chain-link-enclosed space where Hedvig stored her excess junk, but a few years ago, Phillip asked Hedvig if he could turn it into a communal backyard. Hedvig agreed, so long as they found a new place for her “treasures,” so Phillip and Mama moved Hedvig ’s jumble to the shared hallway at the entrance of their building. Then Bug and Danny had helped Phillip put up a cedar fence inside the chain-link one and plant bamboo, bougainvillea, gardenias, and night-blooming jasmine in containers that Phillip made.

In summer, they often ate out here all together, which Bug mostly liked, except for one problem. Hedvig. Or more to the point, Hedvig ’s cooking.

“Stair-frey,” she said, plunking down her contribution to the dinner in a cracked, dirty gray bowl that looked fresh from her junk pile.

Frankie just stared.

“She means stir-fry,” Bug said, translating less because of Hedvig ’s Hungarian accent than her peculiar cooking. Stir-fry, at the Chinese Diner, was a bunch of vegetables mixed together in a yummy sauce. Stair-frey was when Hedvig tossed whatever was in her fridge—sludgy vegetables, glacially frozen meat, takeout of unknown origin—in a wok and coated it with Taco Bell hot sauce packets, which Hedvig hoarded.

Frankie’s mouth hung open, just as it had on the drive back from the airport. Phillip had gone the long way home, showing Frankie the Marina del Rey with its fancy high-rises and sailboats, the Santa Monica Pier, with its carousel and bumper cars, before piloting the car back to the grittier streets of Venice, stopping along Speedway where the surfers, the skaters, the punks, and the tourists mixed together. “Never seen anything like this before, have you?” Phillip had asked Frankie with a twinkle in his eye.
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