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For Nate and Charlie.

May your lives be full of adventure and friendship, and may there always be someone to cut the tags out of your clothes.
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1 A MYSTERIOUS PACKAGE


The box was addressed to Ms. Naomi Teitelbaum, which made Naomi feel very grown-up. It came in the same batch of mail as a check for thirty-six dollars from Naomi’s aunt Rachel, who was in Prague for the winter on a research trip, and a card from Naomi’s great-uncle Irving, who was too old to fly from Florida to California by himself. Naomi’s Bat Mitzvah was three weeks away, and the mail was practically all Bat Mitzvah related: gifts, late RSVPs, decorations for the party. It wasn’t that strange, then, that the box came addressed to Naomi. It was a little strange that there was no return address indicating who the box was from, but that happened from time to time when her older relatives sent things. Naomi stared at the dark, reddish-brown wrapping paper while her mom sorted through the rest of the boring mail.

“Can I open it now?” she asked.

“Hmm?” Her mom looked up and raised an eyebrow. “Not right now. Whatever it is will keep until after your lesson with the rabbi.” She checked her watch and frowned. “Speaking of which, why aren’t you ready to go?”

“I’m ready!” Naomi lifted her foot up over the counter so her mom could see that she was wearing shoes. “I’m so ready. I’m so super-duper ready, I could open this package right now and not even be late!”

“Where are your headphones?”

Naomi squinted. “I don’t need headphones to meet with Rabbi Levinson.”

Mom squinted right back. “You need your headphones if you’re going to practice your Torah portion in the car.”

Naomi groaned. “This is an injustice.”

“Don’t try that with me, Naomi Sarah. I’ve been dealing in fancy words longer than you’ve been alive.”

“Yeah, but you work for The Establishment.”

Mom didn’t dignify that with a response. She sent a meaningful look at Naomi’s Bat Mitzvah binder. “Ugh, Mom.” Naomi threw herself sideways over the counter. “I practiced my prayers already today, and Mama said I only had to do that.”

Her mom’s other eyebrow rose to meet the first one, high on her forehead. She put the mail down, her shiny, white-tipped nails clicking against the counter. “Is that so?” Naomi nodded quickly. “Hmm,” her mom said. “So if I call your mama right now, she’ll back you up?”

“We-ell, she’ll definitely back me up that I did my prayers,” Naomi told her.

“That, young lady, is not the same thing.”

Naomi scowled and stomped over to the couch. She knew she had been defeated, but she wasn’t going down without a fight. “I know my Torah portion, Mom,” she whined, trying to tug her headphones out from where they had tangled in the couch cushions. They were caught on something, and she had to give them a good hard yank to try to get them loose. “Cantor Debbie said I was just about ready.”

“ ‘Just about’ isn’t the same as ‘completely,’ ” Mom said. She was always saying things like that. Naomi’s mom was an assistant district attorney for Los Angeles County and a total perfectionist. Naomi and her older sister, Deena, were always getting lectures about paying attention to details and keeping track of their work. Naomi’s messy backpack made her mom sigh more times a day than anything Deena ever did.

“Fine,” Naomi said. Her headphones came free after another sharp tug, and she stomped her way back over to the counter to get her phone. “Now I’m ready.”

Her mom’s phone started ringing just then, and she waved Naomi off toward the front door. As she gathered her purse and her cardigan with one hand, she lifted the phone to her ear with the other and said in her professional lawyer voice, “Rebecca Teitelbaum.”

“Rebecca Teitelbaum,” Naomi mimicked, trying to make her voice sound like her mom’s. It was hard—she could never get her vowels to sound round enough. Naomi’s mama didn’t have a different phone voice; she just used her normal voice all the time. Though Naomi supposed that her mama didn’t need a special voice to be a yoga instructor. She didn’t even answer the phone like Mom did, with her whole name: Miriam Teitelbaum. She usually just said, Hello, or, if it was Naomi or Deena calling, How did you get this number? That had stopped being funny after the fourth or fifth time she did it, but she still answered the phone that way, almost every time. Deena was seventeen now and did a lot of eye-rolling at their mama.

Naomi climbed into the back seat of the car with her Bat Mitzvah binder and hit play on her phone, ignoring Deena, who slid into the front seat and made a face at her. Naomi guessed Mom was dropping Deena off at the mall or something. She waved her phone at her sister to show she was listening to her recording and couldn’t talk to Deena about whatever random pop star she was obsessed with that day.

Cantor Debbie’s voice chanted the Hebrew words while Naomi followed along quietly, trying not to disturb her mom on the phone. At the end of the recording, Cantor Debbie explained what the Torah portion meant and which words were special. Naomi had listened to the recording so many times that she could practically recite the explanation along with Cantor Debbie. “And when God calls out to Moses from the burning bush, Moses responds ‘hineni,’ here I am. This is more than just saying that he’s physically there. When Moses says ‘hineni,’ he is saying that he is present before God and committed to listening and taking on the duties that he is asked to,” Naomi recited along with the recording. “Whatever that means.” She threw her arm across her eyes and sighed, long and pained, forgetting for a minute that she was trying to be quiet. In the driver’s seat, her mom snapped her fingers. Universal mom-speak for, Be quiet. I’m on the phone. Deena turned around in the passenger seat and snapped her fingers too, just to be obnoxious. Naomi bared her teeth at her.

“Do your work!” Deena hissed.

“Mind your business!” Naomi growled back.

Mom snapped her fingers again, and both of them rolled their eyes. Deena turned back around. Naomi pulled her feet up on the car seat and watched the street signs pass by as Cantor Debbie chanted her way through the prayers for after-the-Torah portion.

The car pulled up to the temple. Naomi swung the door open as quietly as she could so Mom wouldn’t shush her again, blew her a kiss, stuck her tongue out at her sister, and hurried inside. Mom had dropped her at the side entrance, which led right to Rabbi Levinson’s office. He was at his desk, the office door wide open and the giant beanbag chair that covered the half of Rabbi Levinson’s office that wasn’t behind his desk—a gift from the class a year ahead of Deena—freshly vacuumed and waiting for his next student. He looked up and waved as Naomi scooched her way inside and clambered up onto the beanbag.

“How are you today, Naomi?” Rabbi Levinson asked.

Naomi shrugged. “Fine. I like your yarmulke.”

Rabbi Levinson patted the blue and green tie-dyed yarmulke that sat perched on his hair and smiled. It made him look very young. Well, not young young, but much younger than Naomi’s moms, at least. Rabbi Levinson was in that puzzling grown-up age bracket that Naomi’s best friend Becca Reznik liked to call “preparental” in the same slightly condescending tone Mrs. Reznik said “prepubescent.”

Naomi had known the rabbi since she was in kindergarten, and he had seemed old and wise when she was five, but now that she was about to be thirteen and was allowed to hear some of the gossip, she often heard her moms describe the rabbi to their friends as “Dave—you know, the cute young rabbi at Beth Torah,” which was weird and gross. She also knew that Deena and all her friends had crushes on him, which was weirder and grosser. Rabbi Levinson wasn’t revolting, Naomi figured, eyeing him critically across the desk as he pulled out whatever book they would be discussing that day and his copy of Naomi’s Bat Mitzvah speech. His hair was stylish and fluffy under his colorful yarmulke, and his glasses were cool and trendy without being hipster. He was tall and smiley, and Naomi knew he worked out because she saw him running by their house once in a while, but he was old.

Anyway, you couldn’t have a crush on a rabbi. Naomi’s Hebrew school teacher had explained that Judaism didn’t really approach sin the same way other religions did, but Naomi was reasonably sure that it was probably considered a sin to have a crush on a rabbi. If it wouldn’t be completely mortifying, she’d ask Cantor Debbie about it. As it was, Naomi just fidgeted as Rabbi Levinson held out his hand for her Bat Mitzvah binder.

She passed it over. “I’ve been working on my speech.”

The rabbi nodded encouragingly. “That’s good! What kind of stuff have you been thinking about?”

Naomi drummed her fingers on the desk. “Well, Cantor Debbie says that the story is about taking responsibility.”

“Sure.”

“But Moses didn’t really cause any of the stuff that happened, right? He was just… born at the wrong time and things got put on him.”

“Sure,” the rabbi said again. He never disagreed with his students, Naomi had learned. He just asked gentle questions until they figured out what he was aiming for.

“So, then, why is it Moses’s responsibility to go free the slaves? Just because God asked him to? That doesn’t seem fair.”

“What do you think would be fair?”

“I don’t know! Couldn’t God have just taken care of it?”

Rabbi Levinson nodded. “Maybe. So why do you think he asked Moses?”

“That’s what I’m asking you!” Naomi exclaimed. That got her a laugh.

“No, that’s what I’m asking you,” said Rabbi Levinson.

Naomi huffed. “Maybe God was just lazy.”

“Naomi.”

“Sorry,” she muttered. She tapped her fingers on the desk again and took a candy from the bowl on the rabbi’s desk. The rabbi let her think, watching her fidget with a small smile. Finally, Naomi tucked the candy into her cheek and frowned, trying to remember all the discussions she’d had with the rabbi and Cantor Debbie over the last few months. “Maybe because slavery is a problem between humans, and it wouldn’t be fair or helpful if God just fixed it, because no one would actually learn anything. Like the Pharaoh would never see that he had been wrong and that there were consequences for that.”

“What an excellent point!” Rabbi Levinson said. “So, by using Moses as his messenger, God is helping his people learn to face their own mistakes and fix the things that are wrong, instead of relying only on miracles.”

“But they did rely on miracles!” Naomi protested. “At the end, Pharaoh changed his mind and they had to part the sea! And anyway, Pharaoh only let them go in the first place because of the plagues.”

Rabbi Levinson leaned his elbows on the desk. “Hmm. That’s true. So why did God even bother trying to get Moses to solve it?”

“Well, you have to try!”

Rabbi Levinson smiled, and Naomi groaned. “All right, fine,” she said. “But still, why Moses?”

“Why not?”

“He’d already left!”

“Did he feel good about the way he left?”

“Probably not.”

“So maybe Moses felt he had to try, too.” The rabbi let her take another candy, then pulled the bowl out of her reach. “I don’t want your moms calling me about you coming home with a sugar high,” he joked. Then he went on. “What Cantor Debbie told you about taking responsibility is true. The word ‘hineni’ shows up a few times in the Torah, usually when people are being called to do things that seem unfair, or at least very, very difficult. Did Cantor Debbie tell you what ‘hineni’ means?”

“It means ‘here I am,’ ” Naomi told him.

“Here I am,” Rabbi Levinson echoed. “God calls to Moses, and Moses shows up. He’s ready. He doesn’t say, ‘Who’s going to deal with this?’ He says, ‘I’m here. I’ll deal with it.’ ”

Naomi nodded, and the rabbi nodded back. “Now, did you read the passage I sent you? I think you’re going to find it really interesting.”



Naomi’s mom picked her up—without Deena this time—and took her home. She was on another call, so Naomi fidgeted in silence the whole way, thinking a little about what the rabbi had told her about her Torah portion but mostly thinking about opening her present. Mom nodded when Naomi pointed to it when they got home, and Naomi raced to drop her shoes in the rack by the door, then skidded on her sock feet over to the counter. She dumped her Bat Mitzvah binder, grabbed the box and the sparkly pink envelope that was probably from her cousin Laney, blew a kiss at her distracted mom, and ran down the hall to her room. She video-called her other best friend, Eitan, as soon as she was in there, propping the phone up on her pillow so he could see her sitting cross-legged on her bed.

Eitan’s enthusiastic round face appeared on-screen almost immediately. “Nae-Nae! My best friend in the whole world who also has excellent timing! I just got home from my lesson with Cantor Debbie. What are you doing?”

“Ugh,” Naomi said, falling sideways dramatically. “I just got home from my meeting with the rabbi. Guess we just missed each other at temple. And my mom made me practice my prayers in the car. It’s like having homework.”

Eitan clicked his tongue sympathetically. “Homework the very first day after school lets out. It’s what we get for having winter birthdays. No winter break when there’s a Bar Mitzvah on the horizon. Or a Bat Mitzvah,” he added at Naomi’s scowl. She nodded, satisfied. She’d been reminding Eitan a lot recently about the dangers of defaulting to male language. It helped that his mom backed Naomi up whenever she overheard them. He flopped down onto his couch, and his picture on the phone shook for a moment. “But think of the presents,” he said wistfully.

“And the party!” Naomi added. “And the food!”

“And the presents!” Eitan said again. “You really can’t forget the presents.”

“Mama would say we’re disregarding the religious and communal significance of the ceremony.” Naomi sighed. In fact, her mama had said that—many times. Mama talked a lot about “raising them to be citizens of the world.”

“Your mama has a lot of things to say about the rampant consumerism of the youth,” Eitan said dolefully, “but I just want enough Bar Mitzvah money to pay for space camp.”

“They’re only going to give you bonds that your parents can put into college savings,” Naomi reminded him. “And, anyway, we’re buying into the capitalist lies that we could be rich if we save up enough,” she told him, parroting her mama’s favorite news show host.

“You live in a McMansion in the Valley, Nae,” Eitan reminded her. Naomi shrugged. She didn’t control where she lived. Eitan rolled his eyes. “Whatever. I got thirty-six dollars from Uncle Jeff today. That’s a start.”

“Oh, me too! From Aunt Rachel.”

“Double chai,” they chorused, with little enough sarcasm that neither of their respective parents would scold them for it.

“What happened to scorning capitalist values?” Eitan joked.

“I still have to live in a society, Eitan,” Naomi said. “Anyway, that’s why I called you! Presents! There’s a new mystery present!”

Eitan gave an exaggerated sigh. “Old people on the internet.”

“I know, right?” Naomi snorted. “Mom said I could open it. Want to help me guess who it’s from?”

“You know I do.” Eitan leaned close to the phone, and Naomi giggled at his distorted picture. “Shut up,” he said. “I need to see.”

“You could just come over,” she reminded him.

“Will you wait for me to open it?”

“No.”

“Then I’m going to stay right here, thank you very much.” He did lean back far enough that his nose stopped looking squished against the camera, though. “Open it, Nae.”

Naomi tore the reddish-brown paper off the package to reveal a perfectly white, square box. It wasn’t the usual flimsy cardboard. Naomi wasn’t entirely sure what it was made of. She lifted it to show Eitan, who didn’t know what it was, either. “But what’s in the box?” he demanded.

“I’m getting there!” It took her a moment to find the seam of the lid, but when she did, it came off fairly easily in her hands. She pushed aside the soft packing paper until her fingers brushed against something hard and rough. Her hand closed around it, and she lifted the item free. “Huh.”

On-screen, Eitan was squinting at it. “It’s a… figurine?”

“I’m not sure.” Naomi turned the little clay figure around in her hands. It was the same reddish-brown color as the wrapping paper. It looked like someone had carved a tiny man out of clay. Its features were rough, just enough detail to see that it did have eyes and a mouth—little scoops out of the clay of its face that somehow still gave the impression of delicate work. It looked almost human but not close enough to be uncanny. She held it up and wiggled it at Eitan. “What a weird gift.”

“Is there a note?”

Naomi dug through the box again until she found the tightly rolled scroll nestled in the tissue paper. A silver wax seal held it closed, and Naomi had to dig her nails into it until it broke. Across the top, in neat typewriter text, it said plainly: For Naomi. To help. Then there was some Hebrew that Naomi couldn’t quite parse. It was the loopy, cursive kind with no vowels. She could barely pick out any of the letters. Underneath that, almost as incomprehensible with how embellished the script was, were the words I Create as I Speak. Below that was a blank line for a signature. There was a thin, perforated section along the bottom that had the same Hebrew words and instructions that read: Place smaller scroll in Golem’s head after completing signature of ownership.

There was nothing else.
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2 NAOMI WINS A BET


Naomi didn’t do anything with the little clay man—the Golem—until she got to Eitan’s house the next day. She had promised both Eitan and Becca she’d wait to investigate it more until they were together. Eitan’s dad picked her and Becca up in one fell swoop and dropped them both off on the driveway of his house before he headed to work. Naomi and Becca scrambled out of the car with their backpacks, and Mr. Snyder rolled down the passenger window to yell after them, “There are snacks in the fridge! Everyone has to eat at least one piece of fruit today.”

They started walking backward down the driveway as he talked. “Okay,” Becca called back. “Thanks, Mr. Snyder!”

“Eitan’s mom will be home by five. Don’t just watch TV!”

“We won’t!” Naomi promised, and then they turned around and dashed toward the side door as Mr. Snyder drove away in the direction of the law office where he worked. Becca keyed in the door code, and she and Naomi tumbled through into the Snyders’ pristine sitting room. Mrs. Snyder had done the whole house in shades of cream and beige, which meant that they had to be extra careful when they hung out at Eitan’s house. Naomi liked going to Becca’s house much better. There were four kids in the Reznik family—Becca was the oldest—and the closest to pristine their house ever got was organized chaos. But Eitan’s house was closer to the arcade and to the mini golf course they were allowed to walk to if they wanted and had the added benefit of no little siblings running around trying to make Becca and her friends help with their dolls. Naomi had her own weird little doll to worry about.

She trooped with Becca up to Eitan’s room. It was only nine a.m., so they weren’t surprised to find Eitan still in bed. Naomi’s friend was many things—a chess genius, a baking mastermind, a good sport about Naomi’s quest to rid him of his gender bias—but he was not an early riser. Becca whooped and threw herself heavily onto Eitan’s bed, bouncing up and down on the mattress until he was grumbling and trying to shove her off. Naomi snorted and dropped onto the bed on his other side, shoving at him until there was enough room for her to sit against the headboard without being knocked off by Becca’s antics.

“Who let you two miscreants into my house?” Eitan groaned, his words coming out muffled and a little jumbled together, like he was trying to talk without actually opening his mouth.

“We have a key code,” Naomi told him primly.

“Plus, your dad came and got us ages ago,” said Becca, scrubbing her hand over Eitan’s head. It looked like his mom had just cut his hair, and Becca delighted in rubbing her hands over the fuzzy softness of his buzz cut. Eitan growled at her. She ignored it. “I’m serious. He was early. My mom made me wake up at eight.”

“Disgusting.” Eitan’s syllables were starting to sound less slurred together. That was a good sign. It meant he was almost awake enough for them to try to actually get him out of his bed.

Naomi snatched a pillow from him as he tried to put it over his head. “Nope,” she told him. “We’re here now. Get up!” She bounced a little like Becca had, and Eitan swatted blindly at her from inside his cocoon of blankets. She caught his hand and set a timer on his watch for fifteen minutes.

“When this timer goes off,” she warned him, “we’re coming back in. So you better be dressed and ready.”

With that, Naomi and Becca hopped off the bed and marched together back down the stairs, Becca shouting behind them, “I brought toaster pastries!”



Exactly fifteen minutes later, a slightly rumpled Eitan came into the kitchen and threw himself over a barstool at the counter. He held his hand out wordlessly, and Becca slapped a silver-wrapped packet of toaster pastry into it. Eitan tore it open and took a bite, then ripped open the icing packet and squirted the contents directly into his mouth. Naomi wrinkled her nose.

“Gross.”

“You’re gross.”

“Your face is gross.”

“Your mom is gross.”

“Which one?”

That pulled him up short, and Becca snorted, tossing her long, light-brown braid over her shoulder like she had been the one to win the argument. “Foiled again by the combined power of two Teitelbaum mothers. Anyway, are you human enough yet that we can check out Naomi’s mystery present? Or do you need to destroy another prepackaged pastry?”

Eitan gave this some thought as he finished chewing. “I need another pastry,” he decided. Becca gave him one, and he devoured it in the same way—Naomi mimed throwing up, and he threw the wrapper at her. Finally, he drank a glass of milk in three large gulps and said, “All right, let’s see it.”

The three of them gathered around the tasteful white coffee table in the living room, and Naomi produced the box. Becca and Eitan were silent as she unpacked the little clay Golem and set it gently on the table along with the scroll and its mystifying instructions. They passed both things around, each of them taking their time inspecting the Golem and then the paper. Then Becca placed them both back onto the table and looked up at Naomi. “So, do it.”

Naomi blinked at her. “Do what?”

“Follow the instructions. Sign the scroll and put the little paper into the Golem’s head.”

“How do I even do that?”

Eitan pointed. “There’s a seam, right around its head. I bet there’s a way to open it.”

“Like the box,” Naomi said.

“Huh?”

“The box,” she explained, holding up the package so Becca could inspect it. “It looked sealed like that too, but it had that little seam that opened up when I pushed in the right place.”

“Cool,” Becca said. “Make it happen, Nae.”

Naomi felt worry pool in her stomach. She wasn’t sure why she felt nervous about following the instructions, but her instincts were telling her it was more serious than they thought. She looked to Eitan. “What do you think?”

He shrugged. “I don’t think anything. In all the stories, you have to have a rabbi or a high priest or something to make a Golem turn on, so even if it is real, you won’t be able to wake it up. Just do it. What’s the worst that could happen?”

Both Becca and Naomi groaned. “Famous last words!” Naomi said accusingly. “You’ve cursed us!”

“Curses aren’t real!” Eitan protested. “And I’m telling you, it won’t work! Didn’t either of you ever pay attention when Miss Shoshanna read us stories in Hebrew school?” Both girls stared at him, and Eitan sighed. “You’re the worst. Whatever. I’m telling you nothing’s going to happen. I’ll bet you the thirty-six dollars I just got that nothing happens when you put the scroll in its head. It’s just a weird toy one of your moms’ cousins sent.”

The words made a chill crawl up Naomi’s spine, but she forced herself to ignore it. “You’re right,” she decided. “But if you’re not, I’m definitely collecting on that bet. You’re not the only one trying to save up for something. I need new worms for my compost bin, and Mom says she’s done buying them.”

“Gross.” Eitan wrinkled his nose.

“Enough stalling!” Becca said. “Wake up the tiny magic man.”

“No one’s waking up,” Eitan grumbled. Naomi stayed silent, but she took the pen Becca handed her and signed her name as neatly as she could on the scroll. Then she tore off the tiny strip at the bottom, careful not to rip it, and rolled it up tightly. She ended up with a nub of paper slightly smaller than the nail on her pinkie finger, which she handed to Eitan while she inspected the little Golem. There was a seam around its head, just as Eitan had said. As though someone had sliced the top off its skull like a watermelon and then glued it back together. Naomi pressed gently right at the center of its forehead, and the top of its head swung open, revealing a space just large enough for an object about the size of Naomi’s pinkie fingernail. She reached out with a slightly unsteady hand, and Eitan dropped the paper into her palm. Very, very slowly, Naomi slid the paper into the space in the Golem’s head. It fit exactly. As soon as she let go, the Golem’s head swung closed.

They waited for about ten seconds, none of them daring to breathe. Nothing happened. Eitan snorted and sat back. “Told you.”

Becca let out a disappointed sigh. “Man, I was hoping it would do something cool.”

Naomi nodded, though she didn’t think what she was feeling was disappointment, exactly. She might have almost said she was feeling relieved, but that didn’t make any sense. She knew it would have been totally cool if the Golem had actually woken up, but that didn’t stop her breath from coming a little easier anyway. Then, just as she was starting to relax, the Golem twitched in her hand.

Naomi screamed and dropped it, scrambling backward away from the coffee table. Becca and Eitan looked at her like she was crazy, but she pointed a shaky finger at the Golem. It had landed on the soft white carpet, no worse for the fall, dark against the bright clean rug. It was also moving. They watched, frozen, as the little statue twitched again, then wiggled its arms and legs in the air like a struggling bug. Then it sat up, the movements stiff and creaky, and turned its head side to side like it was looking for something.

The Golem’s sightless gaze landed on Naomi. The shadows in its eyes were darker, like the little dents in the clay had gotten deeper, somehow. It still looked like an undecorated gingerbread man, but there was a new energy to the little statue that made it seem very, very alive. The Golem stood on stiff, jointless legs and began to move in a jerky, uneven gait across the carpet toward her. Naomi pressed back against the couch, watching as the Golem climbed up the arm of the couch and across the expanse of cushions until it stood in front of her, the expressionless clay face still somehow giving off a sense of expectation.

“What?” Naomi said. The Golem stayed silent, and Naomi immediately felt silly. Of course it didn’t talk. It barely had a mouth. Though she would have also sworn until thirty seconds ago that it wouldn’t wake up and follow her across the room, so maybe it wasn’t that silly.

“What does it want?” Becca hissed, shoving at Naomi’s shoulder. “Nae, do something!”

“Like what?” Naomi hissed back.

“Give it a task,” Eitan whispered. “Golems need tasks.”

Naomi took a breath, trying to force her completely blank mind to think of something she needed help with. Her mouth felt dry. A thought occurred to her. “Um”—she waved her hand vaguely at the Golem—“will you get me my water bottle from my backpack? Um… please? It’s the black one.” For a moment, the Golem just looked at her. Then it turned around and made its way back over the couch cushions and down to the carpet, where it trundled along until it was out of sight around the doorway to the kitchen. Naomi strained to hear the sound of tiny clay feet tapping across the tile, but the room was silent except for Eitan’s excited breathing and the soft clicking sound Becca made with her tongue when she got anxious. Naomi was about to get up to go look for it when they heard what sounded a lot like stainless steel being dragged over tile—shockingly loud in the quiet house—and then the little Golem was back, resolutely pulling Naomi’s scratched, sticker-covered metal water bottle behind it. It stopped by her feet and looked up at her expectantly. Hesitantly, Naomi reached down and took the bottle from it. “Thank you,” she whispered.


OEBPS/e9781665905046/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665905046/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665905046/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1: A Mysterious Package


		Chapter 2: Naomi Wins a Bet


		Chapter 3: Teeny-Tiny Troubles


		Chapter 4: The Situation Gets a Little Bigger


		Chapter 5: Naomi Puts Her Foot Down


		Chapter 6: Mysterious Happenings


		Chapter 7: Temple Beth Torah


		Chapter 8: The Golem of Prague


		Chapter 9: An Adventure Begins


		Chapter 10: A Trip to the Observatory


		Chapter 11: A Ghostly Congregation


		Chapter 12: Dead Rabbis Still Tell Stories


		Chapter 13: Eitan Finds An Exorcism on the Internet


		Chapter 14: There’s Always a Chabad


		Chapter 15: Becca Gets Whiny


		Chapter 16: How Far—that Far?


		Chapter 17: Abandoning the Work


		Chapter 18: A Mysterious Package, Again


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		II


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248








OEBPS/e9781665905046/images/f000v-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665905046/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665905046/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665905046/images/9781665905046.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665905046/images/title.jpg
SANMARA siankeR

( 7 4 Atheneum Books for Young Readers
athe EW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI

eneum N





OEBPS/e9781665905046/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665905046/fonts/StintUltraCondensed-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665905046/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


