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Chapter 1

Seagulls and Sabotage

Mia hadn’t realized how much she missed the mountains. 
The countryside rolling past her car window was greener 
than anything in Boston. She loved the moose- crossing 
signs and the little villages that felt so sleepy and peaceful. 
June was in- between season in New England, but in another 
week, the roads would be humming with campers and fancy 
cars full of New York City people who stopped to take self-
ies with cows. For now, Mia loved watching the quiet land-
scapes drift by. Packing the moving truck the day after 
school ended had been a hassle, but she really was glad to 
be moving back to Vermont.

The truth was, Mia wished they’d never moved to Bos-
ton in the first place. She wished she could erase the past 
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two years. But leaving was the next best thing, and she’d 
have the whole summer to settle in. The Fourth of July 
was less than a week away. Burlington’s fireworks were 
the night before Independence Day and weren’t as big as 
Boston’s, but they’d be reflected in Lake Champlain, which 
made them twice as sparkly. Mia’s family could go back to 
their old tradition— a picnic on the waterfront with sand-
wiches and Dad’s “pyrotechnic brownies” with chocolate 
frosting and red, white, and blue sprinkles. Best of all, 
Gram would be there. Summer fireworks hadn’t been the 
same without her catching fireflies in a jar and explaining 
bioluminescence in the insect world.

“You awake back there, Mia?”
“Mostly.” Mia un- slouched and straightened her messy 

brown ponytail. She’d napped her way through half of 
Massachusetts and most of New Hampshire.

“Good,” Dad said, “because . . .” He hesitated a few 
seconds, then blurted, “I’m- in- Vermont- and- you’re- not!” 
He looked at her in the rearview mirror, cracking up as 
they zoomed past the Welcome to Vermont sign.

“Good one, Dad.” When Mia was little, any time the 
family took a road trip, she’d beg her parents to stop the car 
right on the border so the front seat and back seats would 
be in different states. Mom explained you’re not allowed 
to do that on highways, so instead, the crossing- the- border 
shout- out had become a Barnes family tradition.
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“Never gets old.” Mom rolled her eyes, but she laughed, 
too. Then she passed a pile of day- camp brochures to the 
back seat. “Hey, you forgot these. I grabbed them in case 
you need to think more about summer plans.”

Mia hadn’t forgotten. “No thanks.” She tossed the bro-
chures back up front.

Mom held up one with a gymnast on the cover. “There’s 
a new gymnastics camp.”

Mia shook her head. “I don’t want to do gymnastics.”
“That’s fine.” Dad glanced at her in the rearview mirror. 

“You can make your own decisions about summer activities.”
“Great!” At least somebody was on her side.
“Provided those activities involve something other than 

watching reality TV,” Mom said.
“Bummer.” Add in some Mountain Dew and Chex Mix, 

and that had been exactly Mia’s plan for the summer. 
When she got hurt and then had surgery a year ago, she 
couldn’t do anything active for months, so she’d plunked 
herself down on the couch and watched all six seasons 
of Deal with the Sharks and American Warrior Challenge. 
When her arm finally healed, the doctor wrote a note say-
ing she could go back to the gym, but by then both shows 
had another season out. So she kept watching.

“You need to choose two activities,” Mom said, drop-
ping the brochures in Mia’s lap. “One active and one edu-
cational. Something for— ”
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“I know. Something for my body and something for 
my brain.” Mia sighed. “But I think I build muscle just 
watching those American Warrior ladies. Have you seen 
them scale the warped wall?” Mia loved how strong they 
looked. Like nobody would ever dare mess with them. 
“And Deal with the Sharks is totally educational.”

It looked like such a fun show to be on if you had the 
right invention. Once, in third grade, Mia and her friend 
Alex had made a robot out of old toaster parts from the 
free pile after the neighborhood garage sale. It didn’t do 
anything, so it wouldn’t have been good Deal with the 
Sharks material, but Mia loved thinking up other ideas.

Maybe that’s why she opened the brochure for Launch 
Camp for Young Entrepreneurs. “I might try this one. 
I could learn stuff to help Gram with her cricket farm.”

“Sounds great. But I doubt Gram needs much help 
now that she’s retiring,” Mom said.

“I’m not so sure about that,” Dad said. “Last time we 
talked, she didn’t sound interested in selling the place 
anymore.”

“You’re kidding.” Mom left Mia and her brochures 
alone and turned to Dad. “She had that offer from the 
man who runs the food- processing plant up the street. It 
was perfect.”

Dad shrugged.
“She needs to think this through,” Mom said. “Running 
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a cricket farm isn’t light work. And with her health 
failing . . .”

Mia opened a flyer and started reading about Knitting 
Camp. Anything was better than thinking about the idea 
that Gram wouldn’t be around forever. She’d had a mild 
stroke in January, and even though she’d gotten out of the 
hospital quickly, the doctors said she had to take it easy 
for a while. That was the only time Mia had ever seen her 
grumpy. She’d looked frail, too. That wasn’t a word Mia 
ever would have used to describe her grandmother before, 
and it had made her so sad.

But for the past few months, Gram had been texting 
Mia how she’d been going to physical therapy. Now she 
didn’t need a walker or cane anymore, and she’d been 
doing core exercises to get her balance back. Last week, 
Gram had texted Mia a picture of herself planking in a 
new green warm- up suit. “Made it to forty- five seconds 
today!” Gram was still supposed to cut down on stress, 
though, so she was getting ready to retire. That was the 
plan anyway. It was part of why Mia’s parents had decided 
to move back to Vermont, to help with the transition.

“Here we are,” Dad said when they pulled into the industrial 
park. Gram’s new cricket farm was squashed between the 
Green Mountain Moose warehouse and an enormous gym.
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“Hey, that’s one of the camps we were looking at!” 
Mom reached back and shuffled the brochures until she 
found that one to wave at Mia.

“I told you, I don’t want to do gymnastics.” Mia pushed 
away the brochure.

“But it has Warrior Camp!” Mom opened the flyer to a 
page with kids climbing a rock wall. “You love that show.”

“I like watching it.” Mia took the brochure and dropped 
it back in her pile. Why couldn’t there be a camp where 
you had snacks and watched other people climb stuff?

“Ready to check out Gram’s new place?” Dad pulled 
into a parking space next to the Green Mountain Cricket 
Farm sign, and they headed for the door. Gram had moved 
everything here right before her stroke. Before that, she’d 
been raising crickets in her basement. “Gram’s excited to 
give us the grand tour. Bet she’s waiting in the lobby with 
cricket- flour cookies for you, Mia.”

Dad was half- right. Gram was in the lobby, but she 
wasn’t waiting with cookies. She was standing on a chair, 
swinging a broom over her head and swearing up at the 
rafters, where two seagulls perched on a beam by the win-
dow. She looked more like one of the Avengers than an old 
lady who had a stroke six months ago.

“Mom! What’s going on?” Dad rushed over, helped 
her down, and took the broom.

“These birds pooped all over the place, and who knows 
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how many crickets they scarfed up before we shooed them 
out here. And now they won’t leave.” Gram adjusted the 
green- framed reading glasses on her head, which had got-
ten half- lost in her wild gray curls. Then she seemed to 
remember that her family was visiting. “Sorry. Hi.” She 
gave them all hugs. Mia’s was extra long. Then Gram 
reached for her broom back.

Dad held on to it. “Let’s just open the door. I bet the 
birds will find their way out. You need to relax.”

“Relax?” Gram yanked the broom out of his hand. 
“When someone’s trying to ruin my lifework?”

“Aw, Mom . . .  those birds aren’t out to get you. This is 
just a little mishap.”

“Mishap? No.” Gram pointed her broom at the birds. 
“This is sabotage.”
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Chapter 2

Welcome, Dogs and Sporty Moose

“Wait, what?” Dad looked up at the seagulls.
Mia looked up, too. Then she looked at Gram. “You 

think somebody did this on purpose?”
“I certainly do. And I know who it was. Chet Potsworth.” 

Gram spit out the name. “He’s trying to force me out!”
“Isn’t that the guy who offered to buy the farm?” Mom 

used her extra- calm voice. “I can’t imagine he’d do such a 
thing. Don’t you think it’s more likely you left a door 
open?”

“Absolutely not. I’m telling you, Chet Potsworth is 
behind this. He called yesterday to ask again about buying 
the place. And now we have seagulls. I don’t know who he 
thinks he is, trying to force me out of my own farm.”
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Mom gave Dad the we- need- to- have- a- conversation- 
about- this look.

Dad gave her the I- don’t- know- what- you- expect- me- 
to- do- about- it look. Mia could almost see the prickly brain 
waves bouncing back and forth between them.

Just then, the office door opened, and a fat sausage 
of an English bulldog puppy came waddle- running out, 
barking up a storm.

“Syd!” Gram shouted, shaking her head. “She’s sup-
posed to be the welcome dog, but we’ve obviously got some 
work to do.”

“You got a dog!” Mia bent to pet Syd, whose huge 
puppy head looked as if it might tip the rest of her over.

“You got a dog?” Mom said.
Gram ignored her and turned to Mia, who was rub-

bing Syd’s belly. “She’ll love you forever now. She only 
ever barks the first time she meets someone.”

“Sorry about that!” A short, muscular bald guy came 
jogging out of the office. “I didn’t know you had people here.”

Gram introduced them. “This is Daniel, my new 
employee.”

“New employee?” Mom gave Dad the what- the- heck- 
is- going- on- here look.

Dad pretended not to notice. He shook Daniel’s hand. 
“I’m Steve,” he said. “Sylvia’s son. This is my daughter, 
Mia, and my wife, Sharon.”
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“Nice to meet you.” Daniel looked at Mom. “You might 
not want to stand right there.”

“Why?” Mom said.
Right on cue, a seagull pooped in her hair. Her face 

twisted into the sort of grossed- out, horrified expression 
you see in modern art paintings when people’s faces are 
melting.

“Hold on and I’ll get you some paper towels.” Gram 
headed for her office, and Mia noticed that even though 
she wasn’t using a cane anymore, her walk wasn’t quite 
right. Her right foot was a little droopy or something, so 
she had to lift that knee up higher when she stepped. 
“Here you go.” Gram came back, handed Mom the 
paper towels, and pointed to the corner. “Bathroom’s 
over there.”

As Mom left to clean up, Daniel turned to Gram. 
“Sorry I can’t stay longer. I have to leave for practice 
at ten.”

“Practice for what?” Dad asked.
“Lake Monsters.” Daniel swung an imaginary baseball 

bat. “I used to play growing up in the Dominican Repub-
lic. When I moved here for grad school and had Sylvia for 
class, she suggested I try out for the team.”

“That’s so cool!” Mia had forgotten Burlington had a 
minor league team.

“Shoot, that reminds me,” Daniel said. “We have a 
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game a week from Saturday, so I can’t staff our farmers 
market booth the whole time. I can ask James to cover for 
me if you want.”

“Absolutely not,” Gram said. “He’ll want to be at the 
ballpark, cheering on his beloved husband. Maybe Mia 
can help.”

“I’m . . .  busy then, I think.” Mia couldn’t imagine 
standing at a booth at City Hall Park, selling cricket pro-
tein powder to strangers. But she felt bad letting Gram 
down. “I can help now, though, if you want.”

“Actually, we need to get going,” Mom said. She’d just 
come out of the bathroom, rubbing her damp hair with a 
paper towel.

Dad nodded. “Do you want to come with us and 
see the new house?”

“I can’t,” Gram said. “I have a meeting with a contractor 
for the new air filtration system.”

“New air filtration system?” Mom pressed her lips 
together. “Mia, would you give us a few minutes? You can 
check out that gym with the fun camp.”

“Sure.” Mia hugged Gram and went outside. But the 
last thing she wanted to think about was gymnastics, so 
she turned away from the gym and went to see what Green 
Mountain Moose was all about.

The front windows showed off a big office with a wall 
full of stuffed toy moose, all wearing clothes and carrying 
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props. There was a white- coated doctor moose with a 
stethoscope around its neck, a businessperson moose with 
a briefcase, and a construction worker moose with antlers 
sticking out from under its hard hat. Another shelf was 
full of moose athletes— a soccer moose and a football 
moose and a figure skater with its hooves stuffed into 
skates.

“Do you play a sport?” somebody said, and Mia 
jumped about a mile. When she landed, a short, sturdy 
man with spiky gray hair was backing away from her with 
his hands up, laughing. “Sorry! Didn’t mean to scare you. 
I’m Bob Jacobson. I run this zany moose company. Is 
 Sylvia your grandmother?”

Mia nodded.
“Thought so!” he said. “You’re Mia, right?”
She nodded again. How did the Moose Man know her 

name?
“Your grandma’s talked a lot about you. Don’t you love 

our sporty moose?” He gestured to the shelf of athletes 
with antlers. “Let me guess . . .” He looked Mia up and 
down in a way that made her want to put on a big parka. 
“I bet you’re a runner!”

“No, I’m a— ” Mia almost said “gymnast” but remem-
bered she wasn’t anymore. “I don’t play a sport.” She was 
grateful when her parents came out of the cricket farm. 
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But then she realized they were arguing. With more than 
just their eyes.

“This was not the plan,” Mom said. She’d never been a 
fan of the cricket farm in the first place because she said it 
was another one of Gram’s far- out ideas. There was noth-
ing far- out about Mom. She liked sensible shoes, a sen-
sible haircut, and sensible jobs. Cricket farming wasn’t 
in that category. “We moved back to help your mother 
transition— not to help her take care of a million crickets.”

“She’s not asking for help.”
“She needs to cut down on stress.”
“She needs time,” Dad said. “She’ll see.” He looked 

around. “Mia, let’s head out!”
“Coming!” Mia turned back to the Moose Man, said 

“Nice to meet you,” and hurried to the car. She hoped her 
parents would stop talking when she got in, but they didn’t.

“I know you still think your mother is some kind of 
superhero, but she’s too old for this. Did you hear what 
she said? She thinks someone’s sabotaging her farm.”

“I know.” Dad pulled out of the driveway. “I mean, it’s 
possible, but . . .”

“She’s not thinking clearly,” Mom said. “You know her 
stroke affected the left side of her brain, and that can 
impact logic and reasoning. It’s time for her to step back 
from all this.”
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Mia looked down at the pile of brochures on the seat 
next to her. She couldn’t listen to her mom talk about 
Gram like that anymore, so she changed the subject to the 
one thing she thought might get her attention. “I’ll do that 
Warrior Camp!”

It worked. Mom turned around. “That’s great! I’ll 
get you signed up for that and Launch Camp tonight. I bet 
you’ll really enjoy it!”

Mia nodded, even though she knew she’d hate it. But at 
least the Warrior Camp was close to Gram’s cricket farm. 
Mia would be able to spend some time with her and make 
sure Mom was wrong. Gram might be walking a little funny, 
but her thinking was just fine. Mia would make sure. And 
she’d be able to help out with chores so Gram could keep 
doing what she loved. Because if she couldn’t . . .  well, 
Mia didn’t even want to think about that.
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Chapter 3

Boxes from the Attic

Mia and her parents picked up Vietnamese takeout for 
dinner. The movers had already delivered their furniture 
and boxes, so after they ate, Mia went to her new room to 
unpack. It was bigger than her room in Boston, which was 
good because Gram had made her parents take back all 
the stuff they’d stored in her attic when they moved away.

The two old boxes from Gram’s house that belonged to 
Mia were by her bed now, labeled Mia’s Room in her little- 
kid, Magic Marker handwriting. The rest of her boxes 
said the same thing but typed on the Boston moving com-
pany’s labels. Mia lifted a flap to look into one of the older 
boxes. It was full of third- grade homework papers and 
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dried- up cicada shells from the trees behind Gram’s house 
and gymnastics trophies from her old team in Vermont.

It was funny. Mom had said moving back would be 
like coming home. But that wasn’t true. Practically Mia’s 
whole life here had been about gymnastics, and that was 
gone now. Her old best friend Lily had moved to Seattle 
last year, and her friend Alex, who lived next to Gram, 
was off at camp until fall.

Mia rummaged through the box until she found some 
pictures. There was one of Mia and Alex with their toaster 
robot, one from Lily’s ninth birthday party, and one of 
Mia jumping off the red rocks into Lake Champlain.

Mia pulled out that picture and tried to remember 
what it felt like to be standing on the rocks in her rainbow 
swimsuit. That girl looked so different from the way Mia 
felt now. Those rocks were pretty high. You had to run a 
few steps so you could leap way out into the deep water, 
and some people stood at the top forever trying to get up 
their nerve. Not Mia, though. She’d jumped in right away 
the first time her parents took her there, on the hottest day 
of the summer after third grade. The water had been so 
clear, so cold it took your breath away. The rocks had 
been so red and the sky so perfectly blue, and when Mia 
leaped off those rocks, she’d felt like she could fly. Like 
she could do anything. She couldn’t imagine feeling that 
way now.
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Mia dropped the photo in the box and shoved the whole 
thing deep into the back of her closet. She didn’t have time 
to be poking through old floor routine programs and Bar-
bie dolls. She had to deal with the stuff she needed now.

Mia put on some music, unfolded the sheets her mom 
had left on the dresser, and made her bed. She found 
 Neptune, the stuffed stingray she’d gotten from the New 
England Aquarium, and put him by her pillow. Then she 
loaded her shorts and T- shirts into her dresser, hung her 
two dresses in the closet, and shoved the bin with school 
clothes and sweaters off to the side. She’d deal with those 
in September.

The next box Mia unpacked was full of gymnastics 
posters, but Mia didn’t want those in her new room. Wak-
ing up to a poster of Simone Biles on the balance beam 
felt different when you were never going to set foot on one 
again yourself.

Mia tucked the posters back in the box. The movers 
had already put her mirror up on the wall over her dresser, 
so she found some photos to go around it— one of her fam-
ily watching the Boston Marathon and one of her cousins 
together at a cookout last year. Her littlest cousin, Fiona, 
was wearing Mia’s gymnastics T- shirt over her swimsuit. 
It was way too big, but Fiona loved Mia’s hand- me- downs 
whether they fit or not. She always wanted to be just like Mia.

Mia put up a bunch of photos she’d taken with her 
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photography club at school. They were mostly fall leaves 
around Boston Common, but one was a picture of Mia from 
when her friend Eunice had grabbed the camera. It was 
before her accident, but the Mia next to the maple tree 
already had a tense, squinty look on her face, like she 
knew something bad was coming.

The next morning after church, Mom, Dad, and Mia 
headed back to the cricket farm so Gram could give them 
a tour now that the seagulls were gone. As soon as they 
opened the door, Syd waddle- ran over. As promised, she 
didn’t bark this time. She wagged her tail, flopped down, 
and rolled over for a belly rub.

Gram was waiting in the lobby to greet them, too. But 
she still didn’t have cookies. Just a big jar of bugs. “Have 
some roasted crickets!” She gave the jar a shake. “They’re 
good for you!”

“I’d rather have coffee,” Dad said, “and a hug from 
my mom.” He leaned in for one.

“Food is love,” Gram said.
“Yes, but that’s not food. Unless you’re a pet lizard.” 

Mom hugged Gram, too, careful to avoid the jar. Gram 
had been raising crickets for almost three years now, and 
Mom still refused to even try one.

9781547602810_Chirp_1stPass.indb   18 5/28/19   1:02 PM



 CHIRP 19

—-1

—0

—+1

“Mom’s feeling a little ‘bugged’ by this situation,” Dad 
said, but no one laughed at his joke. “Nothing but crick-
ets, huh?” He paused. “Get it? Crickets?” Dad cracked 
himself up.

Mia reached for Gram’s jar. “Crispy Cajun?”
“New recipe.”
Mia shook out a handful and popped them in her 

mouth. She knew that would make Gram happier than 
any hug. Gram had been the first female entomology pro-
fessor at the University of Vermont. She’d given Mia a but-
terfly net and “critter condo” for her seventh birthday, and 
they’d spent hours stalking grasshoppers in the garden. 
When Gram first got interested in entomophagy— eating 
insects as food— Mia had been right beside her, testing 
recipes.

“These are pretty good!” Mia said. “But I still like the 
garlic and sea salt ones best.”

Gram nodded. “We’ll be able to offer more flavors now 
that the expansion is underway.”

“Expansion?” Mom sounded like she had a cricket 
stuck in her throat. “Sylvia, I wish you’d talked with us 
about all this. Last I knew, you were getting ready to sell.”

“I changed my mind,” Gram said. “Insects are the 
future of food. I want to be part of that.”

Mom looked at Dad. Then she looked back at Gram. 
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“But what about your stroke? You were going to take it 
easier now that— ”

“Pfft.” Gram lifted her arm and made a muscle. 
“There’s nothing stronger than a woman who’s rebuilt 
herself. I’ve been doing my PT, and I’m ready for any-
thing. Now come see the new place.”

Gram opened the door to the cricket room, and Mia 
went in first. “Whoa . . .  this is impressive.” It was the 
size of Mia’s school gym, with four long rows of big rect-
angular boxes, all filled with chirping crickets.

“Daniel’s bringing in fresh feed.” Gram nodded toward 
the back door, where Daniel was lugging in a big sack. 
“This’ll all be easier when I can hire more people.”

Mom took a deep breath. “Sylvia, we’re concerned. 
A few weeks ago, you were all set to sell. Isn’t your buyer 
still interested?”

“Chet Potsworth?” Gram looked at Mom as if she’d 
just suggested selling her cricket farm to a skunk. “That 
man needs to learn how to take no for an answer. I’m sure 
those seagulls are his doing.”

Mom pressed her lips together. She gave Dad the this- 
is- what- I’m- talking- about look. Dad just looked like he 
wanted to go to brunch. Also like he wanted to get Mom 
out of there before Gram said anything else. He glanced at 
his watch. “Wow, I didn’t realize what a late start we got 
today. We’ve got unpacking to do, so— ”
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“Can I stay and help Gram?” Mia asked. “I got my 
room set up last night.”

“I’d love that,” Gram said.
Mia looked at Mom, who nodded. “Sure, we can pick 

you up in a few hours.”
As soon as Mom and Dad left, Gram’s phone rang. “I 

should take this.” She called across the warehouse. “Dan-
iel! Mia’s going to help. Can you show her what needs to 
be done?”

“Sure! We’ll have you trained as a cricket caretaker 
in no time,” he said as Gram left for her office. “Let me 
introduce you to water dish duty.”

At first, Mia stayed back. She always felt uncomfort-
able around new people now, even friendly ones. Espe-
cially friendly ones sometimes. But Daniel gave her space 
and showed her how to rinse out the crickets’ dishes. 
Something about him put her at ease.

“If there are any crickets in the way,” he said, “just 
blow on them, and they’ll move.”

Mia went to a box and found the water dish full of 
crickets. She blew a light stream of air at them, as if they 
were birthday candles, and sure enough, they vanished 
into their little cardboard cricket cubbies. Except for a 
few lying still in the water.

“I think I have some dead ones in here,” Mia said.
“How many?”
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“Four.”
“That’s fine,” Daniel said.
Not if you’re those four crickets, Mia thought. “Did they 

drown?”
There wasn’t much water in the dish, but Daniel nod-

ded. “Crickets may be a superfood, but as a species, they’re 
dumber than a bag of banana slugs. They’re totally capa-
ble of climbing out of the water; they just don’t know 
enough to save themselves. We lose some every day.”

Mia looked down at the poor drowned crickets. They 
should have just jumped out of that water. Stupid bugs.

But she felt bad for them anyway as she brushed them 
into the garbage. When you were the person who showed 
up to rinse out the water dish, it was so obvious what 
should have happened. But it was harder to see the solu-
tion when you were the one drowning.

Mia rinsed out four more water dishes. The last one 
had a dozen dead crickets, and Daniel was concerned 
about that.

“Can’t you give them less water?” Mia asked.
“Not really. It’d evaporate too fast, and we don’t have 

staff to be adding water all day.”
“What if you did it automatically? Like those sprin-

klers in the produce section at the grocery store.” Mia had 
loved those when she was little. She’d wait and wait so she 
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could stick her hand in above the broccoli and feel the 
cool mist.

“That’s actually a great thought,” Daniel said. “I’ll ask 
Sylvia about it if the next round of funding goes well.”

“Gram’s trying to raise more money?” That was news 
to Mia, and she was glad Mom wasn’t around to hear it. 
“Is that because she wants to expand again?”

“She doesn’t just want to expand,” Daniel said. “She 
needs to. In order to be profitable. We’ve had so many 
issues— with temperature and humidity and now seagulls. 
We need to start producing more crickets. We can do that 
if we expand, but we’d need another five hundred thou-
sand dollars by the end of the year.”

“Whoa,” Mia said. That was more than most people 
even asked for on Deal with the Sharks. “Who’s going to 
give her that kind of money?”

“Angel investors. Hopefully.”
“Angel investors?” Mia tipped her head, imagining the 

chubby angel from the stained glass window at church, 
showing up with a big check.

“People who invest in a small business, with the under-
standing that it may or may not end up succeeding,” Dan-
iel said. “They’re hoping it’ll end up being the next Google 
or Apple.”

Mia looked around at all the cricket condos. As much 
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as she loved Gram, it was hard for her to imagine some 
serious businessperson investing half a million dollars in a 
room full of bugs. “What if she can’t raise the money?”

“Then I’m going to need a new job.” Daniel sighed. 
“We’re out of options here. It’s either come up with new 
investors or shut down the farm.”

9781547602810_Chirp_1stPass.indb   24 5/28/19   1:02 PM



—-1

—0

—+1

Chapter 4

KicksFinder, the Bao Bus, and a Robot without a Job

There should have been pancakes and bacon on the first 
Monday of summer vacation. Mia should have slept in 
until at least ten and maybe later now that she was almost 
a teenager. She should have had the whole lazy day to her-
self to watch TV and find out if Elizabeth “Dragon Lady” 
Marino would finally make it through the ultimate extreme 
warrior course.

Instead, she was up at seven to say goodbye to Dad, 
who was driving to Boston to meet with real estate agents 
about their old house. By eight, she was walking into the 
middle school for Launch Camp. A lady with short black 
braids and a neon- green T- shirt was standing outside, 
bouncing. Literally bouncing. Her voice was even louder 
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than her shirt. “Welcome to Launch Camp!” She looked 
down at a clipboard. “You must be . . .  Mia!”

Mia nodded.
“I’m Zoya. Go ahead to the maker space,” she said, 

pointing down the hall. “That’s where we’ll have orienta-
tion. I need to make a few copies and I’ll be right down.”

Mia headed for the maker space. Her school in Boston 
had one of those, too, but it was always full of eighth grade 
boys who didn’t look excited to share it, so Mia never went 
in there.

But at this school, the maker space felt different. There 
were two big tables covered in scratches and paint drips 
and a row of computers along one wall. Another wall had 
shelves full of books, paper, colored pencils, duct tape, 
Legos, buttons and switches and other electronic- looking 
parts, hot glue guns, and rolls of string and wire and 
ribbon.

On the far side of the room was a glassed- in workshop 
with a long bench and tools hanging on the walls. A boy 
and a girl were leaning over the counter, sorting bits of 
metal into containers. The girl had a freckly face and red 
hair in two long braids. If they’d been sticking out straight, 
she’d look like that Pippi Longstocking girl from the sto-
ries Mom used to read Mia. The boy next to the Pippi girl 
had shaggy blond hair, and his feet were resting on a 
skateboard under the table.
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At the other end of the glassed- in area, a girl with long 
black hair and sparkly silver nail polish was messing with 
wires on some kind of robotic arm. It reminded Mia of the 
robot she and Alex had made, except this one looked like 
it might actually do something.

Other kids sat at tables, grouped in pairs, taking notes 
or huddled around laptop computers. One of the com-
puter boys looked up at Mia. He had sandy- brown hair, 
bright blue eyes, and the kind of dimples that Mia’s friend 
Eunice loved. “Are you hardware or software?” he asked, 
drumming his fingers on the table.

Mia wasn’t sure what he meant, but she was pretty 
sure she knew the answer. “Neither.” He looked so 
unhappy that she added, “I mean, I’m okay with com-
puters, but I don’t write code or anything, if that’s what 
you’re asking.”

“That’s okay,” the boy said. “We can use you for our 
social media campaign.”

“Use her?” The girl next to him gave him a swat on the 
arm and shook her head. “She might have her own plans, 
you know.” She adjusted the zebra- striped headband that 
was trying to hold her blond curls out of her face and 
turned to Mia. “Sorry. Eli’s obsessed with KicksFinder 
and tries to enlist everyone to work with us. I’m Clover, by 
the way. That’s Nick.” She nodded to a boy with spiky 
brown hair next to Eli. He waved without looking up.
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“I’m Mia. And I really have no clue what I’m doing yet. 
But what’s KicksFinder?”

“It’s an app we wrote,” Clover said. “It’s for— ”
“It’s going to be huge,” Eli said. “And when we roll it 

out— ”
“Dude.” Clover held up her hand. “You interrupted. 

Let me finish.” She turned back to Mia. “It’s for soccer 
players. When you share your location on the app, it pulls 
up a map and shows you all the pickup games at nearby 
parks.” She held up her phone to show Mia. Their location 
was flashing on a map, but no games showed up nearby. 
Probably because everyone was home asleep or eating 
pancakes and bacon.

“That’s cool,” Mia said. “But . . .  how do you already 
have so much work done? Isn’t today the first day of 
camp?”

“Yes, but most of us were in the school makers club 
with Zoya last year,” Clover said. “She said we could work 
on the same projects if we’re using them for the competi-
tion next month.”

“Competition?” Mia should have read that brochure 
more carefully.

“Vermont Launch Junior. Five weeks from Saturday!” 
As soon as Eli said that, his eyes got wide. “Shoot. We 
have so much to do.” He turned back to his computer.

Clover laughed. “The competition is optional. It’s the 
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junior version of a program for adults who want to start 
small businesses. They present their projects and compete 
for funding from investors. If you win the junior version, 
you get a fifty dollar check, a trophy, and the chance to 
work with a mentor. Also, the project gets written up in 
the newspaper, so that’s cool.”

It sounded a lot like Deal with the Sharks. Mia looked 
around. “Is everybody doing the competition?” She didn’t 
want to be the only one who wasn’t.

“Well . . .” Clover pointed to the robot girl. “Probably 
not Anna. She’s building a robot, but it doesn’t really do 
anything practical. You need a business plan for the com-
petition, and she doesn’t have one. She just likes building 
robots.”

“Who’s Anna working with?” Maybe Mia wouldn’t be 
the only one without a team.

“Nobody.” Clover lowered her voice. “She was working 
with us on KicksFinder, but Eli likes her. He was always 
looking at her and asking her to go for ice cream after 
camp, and even after Zoya told him to quit it, Anna was 
still uncomfortable, so she decided to go off and do her 
own thing. She likes robots better than apps anyway.”

“Oh.” Mia watched Anna fiddling with her robot wires 
and understood why that was better than writing code 
next to someone who kept staring at you all the time. 
“What about everybody else?”
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Clover pointed to the Pippi girl and the skateboard boy. 
“Julia and Dylan make jewelry out of recycled metal, and 
they’re doing the competition. So are Quan and Bella.” 
Clover nodded toward two kids at another table. The boy 
had short, spiky black hair and glasses, and the girl looked 
like she might be his sister. She had the same dark hair, 
but hers was wet and dripping onto the shoulders of her 
Champlain Valley Swim Team T- shirt. “They’re starting a 
Bao Bus to sell dumplings from their family’s restaurant. 
It’s actually going to be more like a cart, but Bao Bus 
sounds cooler.” Clover pointed to the last kid, a tall, 
skinny, curly- haired boy in a baseball uniform. He was 
bouncing his knee and drawing something with colored 
pencils. “And that’s Aidan.”

“What’s he doing?” Mia asked. “Writing an app to 
find baseball games?”

“Nope. He’s designing his logo for Cookies for a Cause. 
Aidan bakes great chocolate chip cookies, so he’s launching 
a business to supply baked goods for fund- raisers. He’s just 
in the uniform because he has a Little League game later.”

“Wow. That’s . . .  great.” The projects were better than 
Mia expected, which was cool but also kind of terrifying. 
She hadn’t been here when everybody chose their proj-
ects. Where was she even supposed to start?

Zoya bounced into the room with her copies then. 
“Gather around, and let’s get going!” When everyone was 
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seated, she ran through the itinerary for camp, including 
some special days when they’d have guest speakers or 
field trips. She showed pictures of past camps, too, and 
the kids’ projects. All the kids in the pictures seemed to 
be having a pretty great time. Mia was actually starting 
to look forward to this.

“So, Mia . . . ,” Eli said after Zoya’s introduction. “Do 
you want to work on KicksFinder with Nick and Clover 
and me?”

“Thanks,” Mia said, “but I don’t think I’d be very help-
ful. Also . . .  I might want to work on something else.”

During the slideshow, Mia had found herself thinking 
about Gram’s cricket farm. Maybe helping Gram could be 
her summer project.

“Is it okay if we come up with new ideas for a business 
that already exists?” she asked Zoya. “Not for the compe-
tition. Just for fun.”

“A business you’re connected to somehow?” Zoya 
asked. “Like through family or friends?”

Mia nodded.
“That’s a great idea,” Zoya said. “Start- ups need to 

begin small, but it’s important to innovate and grow. 
You’re thinking about ideas for that?”

Mia nodded again.
“Then go for it!” Zoya said, and moved on to talk about 

jewelry pricing with Dylan and Julia.
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Mia thought about what Daniel had said about the 
farm needing to grow to survive. About the issues they’d 
had with humidity and temperature and the poor crickets 
drowning because they were too dumb to climb out of the 
water. About how Gram was always saying people would 
love crickets if they could learn to see them as food.

Maybe Mia didn’t have a robot in progress, or a com-
pletely coded app, or two boxes of recycled jewelry ready 
to go. But she had some ideas. And that was a start.
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