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C Chapter One D

It was Saaaaa- turrrrrrr- dayyyyyy(!), my favorite day 

of  the week! I had just fi nished up my business in the 

bathroom and was heading back to the bedroom I share 

with my big sister, Rachel, when Dad hollered after me.

“IVY ELEANOR GARTNER, WERE YOU IN 

HERE? NEXT TIME TURN ON THE FAN!”

I  giggled as I danced down the short hall. “Every-

body poops!” I sang, hopping on one foot to get the ants 

out of  my pants. That’s what my mom calls it when I 

can’t sit still because I’m so excited.

“You are so gross,” Rachel said in a sleepy voice 

when I hopped into our room. “And too loud.” 

Rachel had just turned fourteen and acted like a real 

teenager, sleeping late and always complaining about 

how much I embarrassed her.
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“Hmph,” I said. “Some  people have no sense of  

humor.” I slid aside the  purple shower curtain that 

divides our tiny room in two. Rachel rolled over and 

pretended to go back to sleep. Booorrrring. She was no 

fun anymore. Ever since we moved to this apartment a 

year ago, she’d become a real grump.

Before we moved here, we lived in an old farmhouse my 

parents had been fi xing up. My mom called it a “labor of  

love,” but to me it just seemed like a lot of  hard work. 

She spent all her free time painting walls and sanding 

fl oors and doing all kinds of  stuff  to make the old house 

look nice. We also had a small garden, so when my 

parents weren’t inside fi xing up the house, they were 

outside weeding and planting and doing chores. They 

were always busy, busy, busy, with no time to have fun. 

Then they had some money  troubles and the bank took 

the house away from us, and we had to move here, to 

Applewood Heights.

Living in the apartment is very different from living 

at our old place.

First, the apartment is a lot smaller, which means I 

get to share a room with Rachel. At our house, if  I had 

a bad dream, I had to run to Rachel’s room for safety, 

which was scary because I had to go out to the hallway 
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all by myself  in the dark. In our apartment, if  I have a 

bad dream, all I have to do is whisper from my side of  

the curtain and Rachel will say, “It’s OK. It was only a 

dream.” And I feel safe.

Second, and best of  all, I have friends right in my 

own building. At our house, I  didn’t have any friends 

in the neighborhood, and in the summer, most of  the 

kids I knew went to camp. It was lonely! Sometimes 

Rachel and her best friend, Micah, who lived down the 

street, let me tag along with them, but it  wasn’t the 

same as having my own special friend to play with. At 

Applewood Heights, I have two special friends, Alice and 

Lucas. And anytime I want to see them, all I have to do 

is hop in the elevator and knock on their doors!

Our cat, George, who’d been sleeping on my bed, stood 

and stretched. His soft fur was all staticky, and he looked 

like he’d put his paw in a light socket. He hopped onto 

Rachel’s bed and padded quietly up her side.

“George!” Rachel moaned from under the covers. 

“Get off !”

I made a face she  couldn’t see and scooped up 

George, then slid the curtain back, shutting myself  off  

from Miss Grouch.

It was Rachel who had persuaded my mom to buy 
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the  purple shower curtain to hang between the ends of  

our beds, which practically touched because the room 

was so small. The curtain acted like a wall so that Rachel 

could sort of  have her own room. I  didn’t see why she 

needed so much privacy.

My mom said we could decorate our sides of  the 

curtain however we’d like. Rachel decorated her side 

of  the curtain with silly emoji faces and pictures of  her 

and Micah. Leaving him was one more reason Rachel 

was so sour about having to live here. I decorated my 

side of  the curtain by taping up some of  my best draw-

ings, including one of  George, of  course, and our pony, 

Rainbow. We had to give him away when we moved. He 

was what I missed most about living at the farmhouse. 

Even though he was old and lazy, he would let me sit on 

his back while he ate grass in our yard, and Rachel read 

to us from a lawn chair. I liked to braid his mane and 

tell him secrets, as if  he was my best friend. Luckily, we 

found a good home for him at the fancy house across 

the street. But I still missed him. Whenever I looked at 

my drawing of  him, I felt a twinge of  sadness. But I 

knew he was happy in his new home —   just like me!

I changed out of  my pjs and into shorts and a T-shirt 

and left Rachel to go back to sleep. It was my favorite 



5

day because I got to watch the cooking show Bake It to 

Make It! with Alice and Lucas.

“Ivy!” my mom called from the living room, where 

she was drinking coffee with my dad. “What kind of  

pancakes are you making us?”

“I need to check my options,” I said.

“I’m sure whatever you make will be delicious!” my 

dad called back.

Not to brag, but I knew he was right. Ever since 

Alice and Lucas got me hooked on Bake It to Make It!, I’d 

learned how to cook all kinds of  things. Pancakes were 

just one of  my many specialties.

On the show, three contestants competed each 

week. They got a small batch of  surprise ingredients 

presented in a pot called “the Pot- Pourri” and had to 

make something delicious out of  them. After the show, 

Alice, Lucas, and I would gather the same ingredients 

and try to re- create the winner. Sometimes the ingre-

dients were too expensive or hard to fi nd. When this 

happened, we let Lucas’s dad, Mr. Stevens, choose a sur-

prise replacement.

One time we made something called “Nutsations.” 

The Pot- Pourri ingredients that day were peanuts, but-

ter, and confectionary sugar. We smashed up all the 
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ingredients until they were smooth and then formed 

the dough into  little buttery balls. We shared them with 

 people we knew in the building, and they were a huge 

hit. Another time we made a treat we called “Beet- Its.” 

The ingredients that week were canned beets, con-

densed milk, and limes. Those were a lot less popular.

I had one hour to make pancakes before the show 

started. Plenty of  time to create a masterpiece. First, 

I checked the fruit bowl. There was one too- brown 

banana and a kiwi that looked fuzzier than it should. 

Yuck. But in the fridge, I found half  a jar of  raspberry 

jam. Perfect.

I turned on the  little radio next to the fridge and did 

my signature happy dance, which involved a lot of  bum 

wiggling, while I put everything together. My favorite 

was mixing ingredients with a special fl ick of  the wrist, 

the way Dustin Kendal, one of  the judges of  the show, 

did when he demonstrated how to make something.

“How’re the pancakes coming along?” my mom 

asked as she walked into the kitchen for more coffee.

“I have everything under control,” I told her confi -

dently. “You’re in for a real treat.”

“I  wouldn’t expect any less,” my mom said. She and 

my dad had only watched the show a few times, but 
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they were both grateful I loved it so much, especially 

since it meant I’d learned how to make them delicious 

treats.

I spooned dollops of  batter into a pan and waited 

for the telltale  bubbles to form to let me know it was 

time to fl ip them over. But before I did, I used a tea-

spoon to swirl a  little jam on top of  each one to make a 

pinwheel design.

“Gor- gee- oh- so!” I said in my best Carly Lin impres-

sion. She was the other judge on Bake It to Make It! and 

had a way of  adding  syllables to words when she wanted 

to give them extra emphasis.

When the pancakes were ready, I found some maple 

syrup in the fridge and poured it into a pretty pitcher. 

Too bad I  didn’t have real raspberries for a garnish, but 

they were too expensive.

“Breakfast’s ready!” I sang, after I’d plated the pan-

cakes for my parents. That’s a fancy word for arranging 

the food on a plate just so. Dustin and Carly say that 

how you plate a dish is important because it makes a 

good fi rst impression.

“Should we get Rachel up?” my mom asked.

“Taste them fi rst,” I said. “See if  you think they’re 

worth the risk.”

“Good idea,” my dad said, winking at me.
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“Oh, be nice,” my mom said. “It’s not easy being a 

teenager.”

“Try being nine!” I said. I gave them their plates and 

passed the maple syrup pitcher.

My dad made a big show of  acting like Carly Lin as 

he cut a small piece of  pancake with his knife and fork. 

He chewed carefully and slowly to make sure he got 

every piece on his taste buds before swallowing.

My mom took dainty bites the way Dustin Kendal 

always did. She closed her eyes in concentration while 

she  nibbled and fi nally swallowed. “Simply divine,” she 

said in Dustin’s southern accent.

“A perfect balance of  maple and fruit,” my dad 

agreed. “You’ve got a winner!”

I nodded, unsurprised. Then I made myself  a plate 

and joined them at the table, which was way too big for 

the space and took up most of  the dining area. My mom 

had insisted on keeping it because my dad had made it 

from the wood of  an old pine tree that had fallen on our 

property at the farmhouse.

My mom seemed to miss the house more than any 

of  the rest of  us, even Rachel. Once I saw her running 

her hand along the table, as if  she was remembering 

a special meal we’d all shared there, and it gave me a 

 horrible ache in my chest. It seemed like my family was 
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always remembering how special our old place was and 

wishing we were still back there. No one seemed to 

think we could fi ll this place with special memories, too.

Whenever they talked about moving again, it made 

me feel scared and worried, like I felt the last time we 

moved. I’d put my fi ngers in my ears and sing, “La, la, 

la, I can’t hear you!” to make them stop talking. Rachel 

always shoved me when I did this and said not to be a 

baby. And then my mom would tell Rachel to be more 

sensitive.

Moving was a sore subject between us. But I was 

determined to prove to Rachel and my parents, too, 

that they could love Applewood Heights as much as I 

did. I just had to fi gure out how.

I shook off  the thought and took a big bite of  my 

raspberry- swirl pancake. “Mmmm- mmm,” I said, tast-

ing the sweet and tart raspberry on my tongue. “Should 

we tell Rachel how good these are?”

“You snooze, you lose,” my dad said, helping him-

self  to seconds.

My mom rolled her eyes but  didn’t disagree.



C Chapter Two D

“No one saved me pancakes?” Rachel asked when she 

fi nally got up and wandered into the kitchen.

“There’s one in the oven,” I told her. “Just for you.”

“Only one? Gee, thanks.”

“You snooze, you lose —   right, Dad?” I said.

Rachel rolled her eyes at me. She knew I was right. 

It’s not my fault my pancakes were so popular. Though 

I suppose it was my fault they were delicious.

“It’s almost time for my show!” I said, jumping up. 

I could feel myself  getting all excited again and did my 

ants- in- my- pants hop. “I’m going to get Alice!”

“That’s fi ne, honey,” my mom said. “Did you brush 

your teeth yet?”

I fl ashed my teeth instead of  answering.

“Brush!” she demanded.
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I stomped to the bathroom and did as I was told, 

then poked my head in the kitchen to see how Rachel 

liked her pancake.

“It’s pretty good, but it would have been better with 

chocolate chips,” she said.

“Everything’s better with chocolate chips! Obvi-

ously. But we  didn’t have any.”

Rachel shrugged and took another bite. “Still pretty 

good. Nice work.”

I gave her a thumbs- up, ran to our room to grab my 

baking notebook, and headed out with a hop, hop, hop!

At the elevator, I waited for the familiar DING! Then I 

stepped in and sniffed for clues about who rode it last 

or what they’d been eating. It was a game I liked to 

play with Alice and Lucas. Sometimes the elevator did 

not smell great, such as when someone who’d been in 

there had been extra sweaty or had some stinky take- 

out food. When that happened, I held my breath or 

breathed through my mouth. But sometimes the eleva-

tor smelled wonderful! We always knew if  Mrs. Doolan 

from 210 had been in there because it smelled like fresh 

peaches. We  didn’t know if  it was the shampoo she used 

or her perfume, but it sure smelled good.

Mrs. Doolan was one of  my favorite residents at 
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Applewood Heights. She was always friendly and nice 

to me, and remembered to ask what I’d been baking, 

and why I  hadn’t stopped by with my friends (she meant 

Alice and Lucas, of  course) to share. I never told her the 

truth, which is that we  didn’t like knocking on her door 

because her  little dog, Chet, would bark and growl at us 

as if  he wanted us for a treat.

Alice thought Chet had rabies, but Lucas said rabid 

animals don’t survive as long as Chet has. Chet was so 

old, almost all his fur was gray and some of  it had even 

fallen out. Chet was small and wiry, but he was strong. 

Once, when Mr. Barrett’s cat, Gregory, from 201, got 

out in the hall, Mrs. Doolan had stepped out with Chet 

on his leash. Chet dashed after Gregory. He pulled on 

his leash so hard, Mrs. Doolan fell over and Chet tried 

to drag her down the hall!

I  didn’t see it happen, but Alice, who lived on the 

same fl oor, swore it was a true story. Mrs. Doolan had 

to have her arm in a sling because she hurt her shoulder 

when she fell. After that, Gregory must have learned his 

lesson because he never tried to escape again.

Today the elevator smelled like a cinnamon roll, and that 

meant Ms. Medina from 503 had been here. She wore 

stylish suits to work and fancy cologne that smelled 
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sweet and spicy. She had wavy black hair and wore red 

lipstick. She also had black- and- white wing- tip shoes, 

which I had never seen before I met her. I complimented 

her on them once, and she told me what they were 

called. She got them at the Goodwill shop for three dol-

lars, and they’d never been worn. Ms. Medina knew all 

the tricks to fi nd the nicest clothes at thrift shops. She 

found out the days when they put the newly donated 

things out and made sure to get there as soon as the 

doors opened so she could have fi rst pick. Sometimes 

she gave me, Alice, and Lucas fashion advice, even 

though none of  us  really cared much about how fancy 

we looked. Ms. Medina was one more reason I loved liv-

ing at Applewood Heights. I  didn’t need fashion advice, 

but I knew if  I ever did, I’d have her to help me.

The elevator dinged again, and the door slid open. I 

took one last big sniff  of  cinnamon cologne before step-

ping out. Mmmmm. Then I sauntered down the hall to 

Alice’s place.

Before I got to her door, a familiar voice called out, 

“Ivy!”

I turned and saw Donnalyn, the apartment build-

ing’s maintenance person, striding  toward me. Her big 

tool belt clanked against her hips with each step.

“Just the person I was looking for!” she said.
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Donnalyn often let me tag along and help her make 

repairs to the apartments. I was becoming a pro at fi xing 

leaky faucets, replacing loose linoleum, repairing win-

dow screens, and lots more! In addition to cooking, one 

of  my favorite things was making gadgets and learn-

ing how to fi x things. At our old house, sometimes my 

mom and dad told me I was too young to help, or that I 

would get in the way, or that it was too dangerous, or a 

million other reasons that kept me from working on my 

fi x- it skills. But at Applewood Heights, there was always 

something that needed to be done, and Donnalyn was 

always willing to teach me something new. Only today, 

Donnalyn would have to wait. It was Bake It to Make 

It! time!

“Can’t talk now,” I told her. “It’s almost time for my 

show!”

“I wanted to let you know that the soap trick worked 

on Mr. Barrett’s kitchen drawer,” Donnalyn said.

Mr. Barrett had been complaining that the wooden 

drawers in his kitchen  wouldn’t slide open easily, and 

since they weren’t on metal sliders, we  couldn’t grease 

them to make them move smoothly.

“He was pretty impressed you came up with such 

an easy solution,” Donnalyn said.

“I learned from the best,” I told her.
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“Aw, shucks.”

I could tell Donnalyn was only pretending to be 

embarrassed.

“I gotta go get Alice now,” I said. “We can’t be late!”

“Have fun, then! And don’t forget to come fi nd me 

if  you make something delicious.”

“Everything we make is delicious,” I said.

“Mostly!” Donnalyn called back as she clomped off  

in the other direction.

Hmph. No one seemed to be able to forget about 

the “Beet- Its.”
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Alice opened her door before I could even knock.

“Spying again?” I asked.

She slid aside the  little stool she’d been standing 

on to look through the peephole in the door. “I  wasn’t 

 spying —  I was on lookout duty,” Alice said.

Alice’s apartment was right near the elevator, and 

she could watch everyone coming and going on her 

fl oor. One time I stood on the stool with her, and we 

took turns spying —  I mean, being “on the lookout.” 

As we watched  people come and go, Alice told me 

stories about them. That’s how I fi rst learned about 

Mrs. Doolan and Chet. It was fun to hear interesting 

stories about the  people as they walked by, but then 

Mrs. Johnson, Alice’s grandmother, yelled at us to get 

down and stop our nonsense.

“Got your notebook?” I asked Alice.
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“Of  course,” she said, fl ashing her neon- green one 

at me. “You?”

I held mine up. It was bright blue with a cupcake 

I had drawn on the cover. I also made a pen holder 

through the spirals, so I’d always have a pen. You never 

know when inspiration might strike, and I needed to be 

ready to write down my ideas.

“We’re going to watch our show!” Alice called to 

her grandma.

“Be good!” a stern voice yelled back.

Mrs. Johnson was kind of  old and  didn’t get out of  

bed until almost lunchtime. I  wasn’t sure where Alice’s 

parents were. Alice  didn’t talk about them, and Rachel 

said it’s not polite to ask personal questions like that. 

She said if  Alice wanted me to know about them, she’d 

tell me.

One time, though, when Alice’s grandma yelled 

at her for standing on the stool and looking through 

the peephole (Alice kept doing it no matter how many 

times her grandma said not to), she made a comment 

about someone named Stevie and to stop looking for 

her because it was a big waste of  time. A sad look came 

over Alice’s face. Later, when I asked who Stevie was, 

Alice got very quiet and said, “No one. A ghost.” And 

that was the end of  the conversation.
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Still, I thought a lot about this Stevie, and why Alice 

was on the lookout for her, especially because the men-

tion of  her made Alice seem so sad and worried.

I knew what it was like to worry, too. Before we 

came here, my parents argued about money all the time. 

I worried that maybe they  didn’t love each other any-

more. But when the bank foreclosed on our house and 

we were all feeling scared about where we would live, 

my parents promised that no matter what happened, 

we would always love each other. A house  doesn’t make 

a home;  people do. That’s what Rachel said. I liked that. 

And now I loved our new home! I just wished my family 

felt the same way.

“Ms. Medina’s been in here,” Alice said when we stepped 

into the elevator.

“Yup,” I said, taking another big whiff  of  the fading 

cinnamon scent.

“She sure is pretty, huh?” Alice said. “I can’t believe 

she lives in this place.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Alice shrugged. “I don’t know. She seems so fancy. 

Why’s she gotta live here?”

“What’s so bad about here?” I  didn’t like how 
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this conversation was going. Alice sounded just like 

Rachel.

“I mean . . .  look around you, Ivy. This place is 

pretty crummy. The carpet’s all worn out and stained. 

The walls are grimy and need to be painted. It’s kinda 

run- down —”

“No, it’s not!” I  didn’t need Alice to point out all 

the ways that our building  wasn’t nice. I had Rachel 

for that. And besides, I  didn’t care if  things were a  little 

 run- down —  it was the  people I liked. Who cared if  

things weren’t picture- perfect? What mattered was the 

company!

“Well, I’m glad Ms. Medina lives here,” I said. “I 

like her.”

“I  didn’t say I  didn’t like her.” Alice sounded a 

 little huffy, like she was about to tell me off. “But you 

 shouldn’t be glad she lives here.”

“Why not?” I knew I  shouldn’t ask, but I  couldn’t 

help myself. I was feeling huffy, too.

“Because living here means you failed.”

I could not believe my ears. “No, it  doesn’t!”

“ People only live here when they can’t afford any- 

place else to live, so explain that.”

“Just because you can’t afford something,  doesn’t 



20

mean you failed! It just means you don’t have a lot of  

money. That’s not fair!”

Alice shrugged again, as if  it  didn’t matter either 

way, which made me even more upset.

“Grandma says  people come here because they’re 

down on their luck,” Alice continued.

“Luck has nothing to do with it,” I said. “I don’t like 

that phrase at all.”

The elevator opened to the third fl oor, and we 

stepped out. Alice strutted ahead of  me, which was her 

way of  telling me she was done with the topic.

I stayed back a minute, watching her hop onto the 

stains in the hallway carpet. It was a game we’d made 

up with Lucas. The rule was to hop from spot to spot 

to see if  we could get all the way to the end of  the hall 

by only stepping on the stains. I felt bad watching her 

do it now, though. It felt like she was making fun of  the 

place.

None of  the  people who lived here had failed. They 

 hadn’t! Maybe some  people even felt lucky to be here, 

like me. Stains and all.

An ache grew in my throat. I wanted to go home, 

but then Alice turned back and smiled at me.

“C’mon, slowpoke!” she called.

I swallowed down the ache and ran to catch up.
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“It’s Bake It to Make It! time!” Alice sang in a high- 

pitched voice that sounded like Carly Lin. She  wiggled 

her bum and danced.

I followed her, doing my own happy dance the rest 

of  the way down the hall until we got to Lucas’s door.

We heard giggling on the other side, and Alice 

turned bright red. I felt my cheeks get hot, too. “Guess 

we’re not the only ones keeping lookout,” I said, elbow-

ing Alice.

Alice rolled her eyes. “Lucas!” she yelled at the tiny 

hole in the door. “Open up and let us in before we miss 

the show!”

Lucas swung open the door and grinned. “Nice 

moves,” he said, laughing.

“You’re just jealous because you don’t have my 

style,” Alice said.

“I have my own style!” Lucas did a  little  shuffl e with 

his feet to show us. He danced across the kitchen fl oor 

 toward the living room. “Come on!”

We copied his moves and followed him inside.
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“Hey, kids!” Lucas’s dad greeted us from his fancy blue 

chair in their living room. It was the kind that leaned 

way back when you pushed a button on the arm. The 

chair could also lean you forward to make it easier to 

get out of. Mr. Stevens had some problems with his legs 

and used a walker to get around.

Once when Mr. Stevens let us stay home alone 

while he was at a doctor’s appointment, we pretended 

the chair was a dentist’s chair and leaned each other 

way back in it to give each other cleanings. When Mr. 

Stevens came home and saw we’d all used the same 

toothbrush, he was the opposite of  happy.

Lucas said it  shouldn’t matter since we were brush-

ing each other’s teeth with toothpaste so the brush was 

clean. This made perfect sense to me. But Mr. Stevens 
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said he could not believe his ears and sent me and Alice 

home after making us promise we’d clean our teeth 

with our own toothbrushes the second we got there. 

Twice!

As soon as I became friends with Lucas and Alice, I 

knew we’d always be together. We made plans to share 

an apartment and open our own restaurant when we 

grew up. Alice even created a section in her notebook 

for menu ideas, and Lucas drew designs for the dining- 

room layout in his. We spent hours discussing the pos-

sibilities.

I smiled at the thought and hugged my own note-

book to my chest. I loved Saturdays, and I loved my 

friends. I was the exact opposite of  being down on my 

luck, like Alice said. In fact, I’d never felt luckier!

“Show’s about to start!” Mr. Stevens said.

We sat on the fl oor in front of  his chair and waited 

for Bake It to Make It! to come on. We each held our 

notebooks in our laps, ready to take notes and write 

down ideas for using whatever Pot- Pourri ingredients 

would be on the day’s show.

I opened my notebook to a clean page and wrote 

the date in my best handwriting. Then the music for the 

show began, and we all sang the tune at the top of  our 

lungs. Even Mr. Stevens chimed in.
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“Dooooo de doo- doo! It’s tiiiiiiime for another week 

of  Bake It to Make It! with your judges”—  we paused 

to listen for how the announcer would introduce 

them — “Carrrly Cupcake and Dusssstin Doughnut!” 

The announcer always changed the judges’ names to 

have something to do with the daily challenge.

“Just kidding, just kidding,” the announcer went 

on. “Introducing the cupcake queen, Carly Lin, and our 

debonair doughnut master, Dustin Kendal!”

“Ooh, today’s challenge is going to be cupcakes ver-

sus doughnuts!” Lucas said.

“I wonder what the ingredients will be,” Alice said. 

“Something weird, I bet.”

I inched closer to the screen. “I hope they include 

chocolate. We haven’t had chocolate in a long time!”

Lucas and Alice moved up closer next to me.

“Uh- uh, back up now —   you’re too close to the 

screen,” Mr. Stevens said. “When I was your age, my 

grandfather worried if  I sat too close to the TV, I’d get 

radiation poisoning! Can you believe that?”

“Well, you must, since you won’t let us sit close,” 

Lucas said.

“Heh. Good point. But you three are blocking my 

view. Now, get back.”

We all slid back  toward Mr. Stevens. Lucas leaned 
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against his dad’s legs and smiled. Mr. Stevens reached 

forward and rubbed Lucas’s shoulders.

Then the judges revealed the secret Pot- Pourri 

ingredients: fl our, eggs, Brie, and scallions.

“What’s Brie?” Lucas asked.

“It’s a creamy cheese with a gross white skin on the 

outside,” I told him, proud to know all about it. “But 

the creamy part tastes pretty good.”

“When did you have that?” Alice asked.

“The real estate offi ce where my dad works used 

to serve fancy food at open- house events to get  people 

to come look at new properties for sale, and he got to 

bring home leftovers.”

“How come they don’t do it anymore?”

“I don’t know.” I realized it had been a long time 

since my dad had brought home any special treats. “I 

think it’s because fewer  people are buying houses these 

days.”

“Is your dad going to lose his job?” Lucas asked in 

his matter- of- fact way.

I squirmed in my place on the fl oor. I knew things 

weren’t as great as they had once been, which is why we 

had to move here. But lose his job? Could he?

“Lucas! Don’t ask that!” Alice said.

“Why not?”
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“Because it’s rude,” Mr. Stevens said. “I’m sorry, Ivy. 

That’s none of  our business.”

“It’s all right,” I said. I  didn’t know the answer any-

way. But now that Lucas had brought it up, it made 

me worry. What would happen if  my dad lost his job? 

Would we be able to stay at Applewood Heights? Or 

would we have to go somewhere for  people even more 

“down on their luck”? Was there such a place?

I pretended to make a note in my notebook so I 

 didn’t have to talk about it anymore.

One baking contestant made doughnuts fl avored 

with scallions, which sounded pretty  terrible. Another 

made cupcakes with Brie and  scrambled egg inside.

“Oh, brother. Those two are not going to make it,” 

Alice said. “Whoever heard of  a  scrambled- egg cup-

cake?”

“They’re going savory,” I said, glad to be talking 

about something else. “It’s brilliant!” I carefully wrote 

down all the methods each contestant used to make 

their concoctions in case any were a hit with the judges.

Then the big timer went off, and the contestants had 

to stop what they were working on and let the judges 

inspect and taste what they’d made.

“My money’s on the scallion doughnuts,” Lucas 
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said. “Maybe they’ll taste like the scallion pancakes Dad 

and I order from Taste of  Beijing.”

“Those are top- notch,” Mr. Stevens agreed.

I’d had those once before when my mom chose take-

out for her birthday dinner. “I bet you’re right!” I said.

Carly carefully sniffed the doughnut before taking a 

bite. Dustin waited for her response before trying one 

himself.

“Do you think they’d be good dipped in soy sauce, 

like they give you at Taste of  Beijing?” Lucas asked.

“Sounds good to me!” I wrote it down in case we 

decided to try them. The contestants were allowed to 

add some minor ingredients to their creations as long as 

the Pot- Pourri ones were the main feature.

“These are deeeeeeeeelicious!” Carly said.

You could tell if  Carly  really liked something 

because she exaggerated certain  syllables when she was 

happy.

The judges tried each contestant’s food and then 

declared the scallion doughnut the winner, which 

meant that’s what we’d be making, too. It was a good 

thing, because I  wasn’t sure how we’d ever afford Brie.

“Well, kids, I guess we know what you’re making 

next!” Mr. Stevens said.
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“Scallion doughnuts!” we all shouted at the same 

time.

I quickly drew a doughnut in my notebook and held 

it up to show Lucas and Alice.

“Ingredient time!” Lucas said, jumping up from the 

fl oor.

“Can’t wait to try them when you’re done!” Mr. 

Stevens said.

“They will be deeeeeeeeelicious,” I said in my best 

Carly voice.

“I don’t doubt it,” said Mr. Stevens.



C Chapter Five D

We started gathering the ingredients at Lucas’s, but 

all he had was fl our and one egg. At Alice’s, we found 

another egg, but we still needed scallions and soy sauce, 

so we went to my apartment.

“Where are Mom and Dad?” I asked Rachel, who 

was back in bed, reading a book with George.

“They went for a walk. How was the show?”

“Great! We need scallions and soy sauce,” I told her.

“Check the fridge, but I don’t think we have either.”

“We’ll ask the neighbors.”

“Don’t talk to strangers.”

Sometimes Rachel was so bossy.

“Neighbors aren’t strangers,” I said. “Just because 

you haven’t gotten to know everyone  doesn’t mean we 

haven’t. You need to get out more.”
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Rachel looked offended. “I get out plenty! I’m only 

watching out for you. That’s what big sisters do.”

“You talk to Ivy like she’s a  little kid,” Lucas told her.

Rachel put down her book. “She is a  little kid. And 

so are you.”

Now it was Lucas who looked offended. “Nine is not

 little,” he said.

“C’mon,” I said, motioning for us to leave. “She’s 

no fun.”

“Hey!” Rachel said.

“Well, it’s true. You mope around all the time 

instead of  playing.”

“Reading isn’t moping!”

“Hmph.”

Lucas and Alice followed me back to the kitchen. 

We found an almost- empty  bottle of  soy sauce in the 

fridge but no scallions.

“That’s not enough for a dipping sauce,” Alice 

pointed out.

“At least it’s something!” I said. That was a saying my 

mom liked to use when we had to make do with what 

we had. What she meant was, it’s better than nothing.

We decided to ask some neighbors for help. Our 

fi rst stop was at Mrs. Ocasio’s on the fi rst fl oor. We’d 
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asked for help from her before and then shared our fi nal 

product to thank her. Her favorite was our “Orange 

Delights.” The Pot- Pourri ingredients that day were 

butter, sugar, fl our, and an orange. We’d made short-

bread cookies and used zest from the orange to fl a-

vor them.

“I bet you’re looking for scallions,” Mrs. Ocasio said 

when she opened the door. “I don’t have any of  those, 

but I do have some margarine. That was a great show 

today,  wasn’t it? Made me crave some doughnuts. I bet 

orange ones would be delicious!”

I jotted a note about orange doughnuts. Not a 

bad idea!

“We have enough butter,” Alice told her. “But 

thanks.”

“If  you make the doughnuts, I’ll be happy to taste 

test them for you!” Mrs. Ocasio said.

I added her name in my notebook under “Scallion 

Doughnut Taste Volunteers.”

“And, Ivy,” Mrs. Ocasio said. “Before you go, I need 

a light bulb changed in my bedroom. Donnalyn  hasn’t 

been by to help. Would you mind? There’s a step stool 

and a box of  bulbs in the hallway closet.”

“Sure thing!” I said.
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“You’re a lifesaver,” Mrs. Ocasio said when I was all 

done.

That made my whole body beam. I love being  helpful!

“You sure like fi xing things,” Lucas said as we 

walked back to the elevator.

“What’s wrong with that?” I asked.

“Nothing. It’s just different.”

“I like being different,” I said. “Think how boring it 

would be if  we were all the same.”

We visited four more neighbors’ apartments in 

search of  ingredients but  didn’t have any luck, so we 

went back to my place to ask Rachel for help.

“Why do you need scallions and soy sauce, any-

way?” she asked. “You usually make something sweet.”

“We need to make scallion doughnuts,” Lucas 

told her.

Rachel made a yucky face. “That sounds gross.”

“Carly Lin liked them,” Alice said.

Rachel rolled her eyes and went to the bureau, 

where she kept a sock stuffed with the money she saved 

from her summer job taking care of  the farm animals 

who lived across the street from our old house.

“How much do scallions cost?” she asked, reaching 

around in the messy drawer.

“How should I know?” I asked. It was a  little 
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ungrateful of  me, since she was offering to buy them 

for us when we  hadn’t even asked.

“We need more soy sauce, too,” Lucas said.

Rachel gave me a fi ve- dollar bill. “Hopefully this 

is enough. If  they’re good, share with me. And stay 

together on your walk, and remember not to talk to 

strangers.”

“We’re not fi ve,” Lucas said, annoyed. “And why are 

you so afraid of  strangers?”

“I’m not afraid. I want you to be safe.”

“We always are!” Alice said cheerfully. “And we’ve 

gone alone before, you know. Lots of  times. We’ll be 

fi ne!”

“OK, OK. Sorry for caring,” Rachel said.

“Bye- eee!” I said, and gave her a hug. “And thank you!”

Rachel resisted at fi rst, but then hugged back. 

Rachel often seemed grumpy, but deep down she loved 

me a lot and did nice things, like give me money for 

scallions even though she  didn’t like them. I was lucky 

to have a sister like her.

Out in the hallway, Becka Yee and her mom, Tracy, were 

getting off  the elevator.

“Hey, Becka!” I called to her. “Wanna cook with us?”

Even though Becka was a year older, she sometimes 
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liked to play with us. As we walked closer, I could see 

Becka was crying.

“What’s wrong?” Alice asked.

Tracy hugged Becka to her side. “Hi, kids.” Tracy 

looked  really happy, which seemed strange in contrast 

to poor Becka. “We’re moving! My temporary job 

turned permanent and I got a raise!”

My heart sank a  little, and right away I felt guilty. It 

was good news! But I was sad that Becka was going to 

leave.

 People moved out of  the apartments a lot. 

Sometimes they seemed glad about moving, but not 

always. Mr. Stevens said  people moved in and out of  

here so often, the building should have a revolving 

door. A lot of  families came for a short time until they 

“got back on their feet,” as my dad said. I  didn’t  really 

understand that phrase. It made it sound like  people 

here were sitting around, trying to stand up. But every-

one here worked  really hard all the time and hardly had 

a chance to sit down at all, unless they were like Mr. 

Stevens and had a physical challenge.

“Where will you go?” Lucas asked Tracy.

“Clover Hill Apartments over on the north side of  

town. The apartment is a bit bigger, and the building 

has a community garden!”
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“That sounds nice,” Alice said.

Becka wiped her face with the back of  her hand, but 

tears kept slipping down her cheeks anyway.

“Sorry, Becka,” I said. “We can come visit you, 

though!”

“We’d love that,” Tracy said. “Maybe you can bring 

us one of  your great food creations. Or you can make 

something with the veggies from our garden!”

Tracy was so nice. When I fi rst met her, I called her 

Ms. Yee, and she laughed and said, “That’s my mom. 

Call me Tracy!” I was going to miss her.

“That sounds fun!” I told her. “We’ll have a picnic!”

Becka smiled, but it seemed like it hurt to do it.

“It’ll be great, Becka,” Alice said. “I bet it’s a lot 

nicer than this place.”

“I don’t care if  it’s nicer. I like it here.”

“Me too,” I said. I was about to tell her how Rachel 

and my parents also wanted to move, but Alice nudged 

me, which meant to be quiet.

Tracy smiled uncomfortably and pulled Becka to 

her side again to give her a  little hug.

We all stood and stared at the worn rug in the hall, 

not sure what else to say.

“Where are you all headed, anyway?” Tracy asked, 

breaking up the awkward moment.
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“We need to get some ingredients for today’s Bake It 

to Make It! challenge,” I said.

“You wanna go with them, honey?” Tracy asked 

Becka.

Becka shook her head and leaned in closer against 

her mom.

I felt so sad for her. I knew what it was like to move 

away from the home you love and to feel scared about 

what the new place would be like.

I reached out to touch her shoulder, but I  couldn’t 

think of  something to say that would make her feel 

 better.

“Thanks, kids,” Tracy said as she led Becka away.

We waited for the elevator in silence. I felt a famil-

iar tug in my tummy. Whenever I got sad, instead of  

crying, I’d start to feel queasy, as if  I might throw up. 

I called it my sad stomach feeling. I’m not sure when 

it started happening, but probably around the time my 

parents began arguing about money, back when we 

still lived at the farmhouse. Sometimes at night I could 

hear them downstairs when they thought Rachel and I 

were asleep. On those nights, I would tiptoe quietly into 

Rachel’s room and crawl into bed with her. She  didn’t 

like it when our parents fought, either. She’d whisper 

stories to me to try to distract us from what was hap-
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pening downstairs. But sometimes the worry still found 

its way into my tummy.

On those nights, I’d  snuggled closer to Rachel, and 

she’d rub my back and hum some song or another to 

help me fall asleep.

I rubbed my tummy, feeling the familiar ache, and 

thought about Rachel still being sad about leaving our 

old home and hoped Becka  wouldn’t feel that way at 

her new apartment for so long.

“We are defi nitely going to visit her,” I said. “Right?”

“How?” Alice asked. “They’ll be so far away.”

“I don’t know. Maybe my mom can drive us.”

“Becka will make new friends,” Lucas said. “She 

won’t need us.”

“I’ll always need you,” I said. “You’re the greatest 

friends I’ve ever had!”

Alice and Lucas looked at each other, then at me, as 

if  they knew something I  didn’t. As if  they felt sorry for 

me for not knowing whatever it was.

“What?” I asked. I did not like that look one bit. It 

made me feel scared, like something bad was about to 

happen.

Alice took my hand and squeezed it. “Don’t worry. 

We aren’t going anywhere,” she said. “Except shopping!”



C Chapter Six D

“First one to fi nd the scallions gets fi rst bite of  the 

doughnuts!” Lucas said the minute we got to the mar-

ket. He raced  toward the  vegetable section with Alice at 

his heels. I was sure there was a no- running- in- the- store 

rule, so I walked as fast as I could without technically 

running. I was not a rule- breaker!

There were so many fresh greens along the refriger-

ated wall, we weren’t sure where to start our search. 

Lucas called out each label as he scanned the shelves. 

“Bok choy! Mustard greens! Kale!”

Brandi, the store manager, came over to help. She 

was our favorite and always offered us a free apple or 

some other kind of  fruit from the sale bin when we 

came by.


