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“The deliciousness is in the details here, with both girls drawn distinctly and with flair.” —[image: Image]Booklist, starred review

“. . . illustrations deftly capture the girls’ personalities and the tale’s humor. . . . Barrows’s narrative brims with sprightly dialogue.” —[image: Image]Publishers Weekly, starred review

“Readers are bound to embrace this spunky twosome.” —Kirkus Reviews

IVY + BEAN AND THE GHOST THAT HAD TO GO BOOK 2

“The series’ strong suits are humor and the spot-on take on relationships.” —Booklist

“This story defies expectations of what an early chapter book can be.” — School Library Journal

IVY + BEAN BREAK THE FOSSIL RECORD BOOK 3

“This is a great chapter book for students who have recently crossed the independent reader bridge.” —School Library Journal

“Just right.” —Kirkus Reviews

IVY + BEAN TAKE CARE OF THE BABYSITTER 4

“Text and illustrations in this entry are as fine a match as Ivy and Bean, each offering different strengths that supposrt each other infinitely well.” —Horn Book

“. . . Ivy and Bean are irresistible.” — [image: Image]Kirkus Reviews, starred review
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A PAIN IN THE KAZOO

Check. Bean’s mom was reading the paper.

Check. Bean’s dad was reading the paper.

Check. Nancy was reading the funnies.

Bean picked up her plate and licked the streaks of leftover syrup.

“Bean’s licking her plate,” said Nancy.

“Stop it, Bean,” said Bean’s mom without even looking up from the paper.

Bean sat on her hands and stared at her plate with her lips shut tight. Then, suddenly, her tongue shot out of her mouth and her head swooped down to her plate. “I can’t help it,” she said, licking. “There’s a magnetic force pulling my tongue out of my mouth.”

Bean’s family looked at her like she was a bug. An ugly bug.

“That’s disgusting,” said Nancy.

“Bean, please . . .” said her mother.

“Cut it out,” said her father.

[image: Image]
“I can’t!” slurped Bean. “The force is too strong!”

Her father took her plate away. Bean slumped against the back of her chair. “Thanks, dude. I owe you one.”

“Don’t call me dude,” said her dad. “Go do the dishes.”

“What?! It’s Nancy’s turn!” yelped Bean.

“It was Nancy’s turn until you licked your plate. Now it’s your turn,” said her dad.

“That’s totally unfair!” huffed Bean. “I couldn’t help it! Haven’t you ever heard of forces beyond your control?”

“Yes, I have,” said her father. “Forces beyond your control are going to make you do the dishes.”

“What am I, Cinderbean?” Bean said. “What about my rights?”

Slowly her dad lowered his newspaper and looked at her. “Think about whether you’re making a good choice or a bad choice, Bean.”

There was a pause.

“I guess I’ll go do the dishes.” Bean clomped into the kitchen.
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“Bean, you didn’t see my pink yarn, did you?”

Oops. Bean tried to roll behind the couch, but Nancy saw her.

“Bean! Do you have my pink yarn?”
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“No,” said Bean. That was true. She didn’t have it. She would never have it again.

Nancy looked at her, slitty-eyed. “Do you know where it is?”

“No.” Who knew where it was by now?

Nancy’s eyes got even slittier. “Have you seen it recently?”

“Recently?”

“Mom! Bean took my yarn!”

Before she knew it, Bean was having to look around her room for her money. (She changed hiding places so often that it was hard to remember where she kept it, exactly.) She had to give Nancy seven dollars to buy new yarn. Seven dollars! Now she only had two dollars and some coins left.

And the yarn hadn’t even worked. Bean had fallen out of the tree anyway.
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Bean’s mom was under her desk. She was doing something with wires, and Bean could tell she wasn’t having much fun because she kept saying, “Oh, for crying out loud!” and “Gee-Zoo Pete!”

“Hi, Mom,” said Bean into the crack between the desk and the wall.

“Oh. Hi,” said her mom. “Hold on to this cord a sec, will you?” She shoved a black wire up through the crack.

Bean didn’t take it. “Only if you pay me.”

“What?”

“Only if you pay me.”

There was a silence. Then Bean’s mom began to back out from under her desk.

Bean started to have a bad feeling. “Sorry,” she said quickly. “I’ll hold the cord for free.”

But now her mom was all the way out. Now she was standing. Now she was glaring. “Did I hear you say that you would help me only if I paid you?” she asked.
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“It was a joke,” said Bean. “Just kidding. Ha.”

Her mom was still glaring. “What do you think I’m thinking, Bean?”

Bean sighed. “I think you’re thinking I’m a pain in the kazoo.”

“Right. So what might be a good thing for you to do?”

Bean thought. “Eat only bread and water for a week?”

“Try again,” said her mom.

“Give you and Daddy and Nancy each a big wet kiss?”

Her mother coughed. “Maybe later. Try again.”

“Go outside and play?”

“Bingo.”
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TOUGH COOKIES

Bean flopped down on her front steps. Yikes. Even though it was still morning, the wood was already hot from the sun. Bean’s head was sweating under her hair. She wished she hadn’t popped her blow-up pool. Her mom had said that jumping around a blow-up swimming pool on a pogo stick would pop it. Bean had said it wouldn’t. Her mom had been right. Bean had been wrong.

Bean rested her chin in her hands and thought about that. She had popped her blowup pool. She had been a disgusting bug at breakfast. She had used up Nancy’s yarn. And she had made her mom mad. What if I am a pain in the kazoo, she thought. What if that’s just how I am? What if I’m worse than all the other people in the world?

Bean jumped up. She wanted to play with someone. Right this minute. She looked around Pancake Court. Mostly everyone was still inside, but there was one kid out. It was Katy, who was six years old and lived at the other end of Pancake Court. She was walking along, pushing a little pink doll stroller in front of her.

“Hiya, Katy,” called Bean. “You want to play?”

Katy stopped in front of Bean’s house. She looked at Bean. “I don’t think so.”

“Why not?” asked Bean.

“I have to stay clean.” Katy was very clean. Her pink dress was clean, and even her white sandals were clean.

“How come?” Bean asked.

“We’re going out for dinner tonight,” said Katy.

“Your mom’s making you wear your fancy stuff all day?” Bean’s mom would never try that.
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“She’s not making me,” said Katy. “I like this dress because then we’re twins.” She pointed to her doll.

It was true. The doll and Katy were wearing the same pink dress.

Bean felt big and dirty. “We could play a clean game.”

Katy thought for a minute. “House?”

Bean hated House. “What about Starving Orphans?”

Katy folded her arms. “House.”

Boy, Katy was a tough cookie. “Fine. House.”

Katy was the mother. Her doll was the older sister. Bean was the baby. Katy was making cookies. The doll was doing her homework. “Now you eat the cookie dough, and I give you a time-out,” said Katy to Bean.

Fine. Bean lunged toward Katy and snatched her imaginary bowl of dough. “Gimme that!” she hollered and threw herself under the camellia bush to gobble it up.
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“Oh, you’re a bad girl!” scolded Katy. “You get a time-out!”

“Now I’m barfing on your shoes because I ate all that cookie dough,” said Bean, crawling toward Katy.

“Eew, no!” squealed Katy, jumping away.

“Okay,” said Bean. “I’m barfing on my sister’s homework.”
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Katy grabbed the doll. “That’s gross, Bean. I don’t want to play that.”

“Okay, let’s say I have to go to the hospital and get my stomach pumped.” Bean made a sound like a siren.

Katy looked down at Bean. “No,” she said firmly. “You’re not doing any of that. You’re in a time-out.”

Bean looked up at Katy. This game was too much like life. When she and Ivy played House, the house burned down. Bean wished she were playing with Ivy. “All right. I’m in a time-out. See you later.” She got up and started toward the sidewalk.

“Where are you going?” asked Katy.

“Ivy’s. My time-out is at Ivy’s,” said Bean. “Bye.”
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