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            Chapter One

         
         Grandpere’s ghost first haunts me from the very back pew of St. Joseph’s Church.

         
         At his own funeral, can you believe that?

         
         When he was alive, G’pere was always the life of the party. At Theriot’s Restaurant, he wouldn’t stay in the kitchen as executive
            chef. He’d leave the cooking to Sous-Chef Dad, then saunter into the dining room to shake hands with tourists like they were
            old friends, tell them stories from down the bayou with his Cajun accent hammed up to eleven, give them a full New Orleans
            tale to bring back to wherever they came from. At Theriot’s Christmas brunch, he’d put on the Papa Noël suit to pose with
            kids in their bow ties and party dresses—kids from families who eat and drink and spend time together at Christmas brunch,
            instead of taking reservations and refilling eggnog and cooking batch after batch of Theriot’s famous seafood-stuffed mirlitons.
         

         
         Of course G’pere would join his last big party, get the gossip on who showed up and who didn’t.

         
         The thing is, I’ve never seen a ghost before.

         
         Other people must, given the ghost tour vans that drive past Theriot’s, the For Sale signs on buildings that specify haunted or not, and the mediums talking to spirits in Jackson Square. It’s just never happened
            to me on a personal level. Or my parents, or anyone at school, or my best friend, Tommy Spizale, no matter how hard he’s tried.
         

         
         He’s snapped countless photos in Theriot’s mirrored dining room, poring over them for weird lights or shadows. He’s given
            me nightmares with the scary movies our parents don’t know we’ve watched. Every Halloween, he drags me on a trick-or-treat
            detour to the St. Patrick Cemeteries in our neighborhood, plus the one called Odd Fellows Rest. So far, no ghosts.
         

         
         Until now.

         
         It’s the visitation before G’pere’s funeral mass at St. Joseph’s. The church is long, almost a city block, with chandeliers
            swaying overhead that leave corners dark and shadows heavy under the huge stone arches that line the center aisle. I’m at
            the front, next to a portrait of G’pere in his chef whites, taken by Grandmere back when she was alive.
         

         
         At first, I think my vision is playing tricks on me.

         
         You know when you look at something really bright, then squeeze your eyes shut, and the outline glows on the backs of your eyelids? I think maybe it’s that. I stared at his portrait too long, and now I’m seeing those same chef whites shining in the back of the church. 

         
         But I blink, and the specter doesn’t go away. In fact, it floats one row closer.

         
         Mom and Dad stand on either side of me. They shake hands with all the other chefs from French Quarter restaurants, everybody
            from the bayou where G’pere grew up, and, thankfully, Tommy.
         

         
         “Hey, Basil.” His dark, usually puffy hair is slicked back, and his suit pants are too short after the growth spurt where
            he shot up taller than me. He says, a little awkward, “I’m sorry for your loss.”
         

         
         “We all are,” says his mom, Ms. Roberta.

         
         His dad, Mr. Tony, skips words altogether and pulls my dad into a bear hug.

         
         The Spizales are my parents’ best friends, and they own the bar next door to Theriot’s Restaurant. Kids aren’t allowed inside,
            so Tommy spends his afternoons and weekends at Theriot’s with me. On nights when Spizale’s is short-staffed and his parents
            both get stuck working until close, he stays with his nonna. She’s at the funeral, too. Her perfume smells like roses when
            she gives me a hug.
         

         
         “I always thought when you took over the restaurant, we’d be celebrating,” Mr. Tony tells my dad. “Executive Chef Etienne.”

         
         My dad wipes his eyes.

         
         I cut mine to the second-to-back pew. G’pere is still there, glowing, slightly see-through.

         
         “Do you see that?” I whisper to Tommy.

         
         “See what?” he whispers back.

         
         “In the shadows.” I tilt my head in G’pere’s direction. “Across from the Mary statue with the candles in front of it.”

         
         G’pere must see me, because he nods back and waves. A ghostly wave. Slow, like moving underwater.

         
         In life, G’pere would only wave at me to shoo me out of his way in the kitchen. Or to wave off my opinions like, Kids these days. Ghost G’pere seems glad to see me, but a little sad and uncertain.
         

         
         “Are you talking about the beard?” Tommy asks.

         
         “What?”

         
         He points to a different Mary statue with different candles on the other side of the church. In front of it stands a man with
            a long beard down his chest and hair to match.
         

         
         “No,” I say. “Second pew from the back. Kind of glowing.”

         
         “Like a ghost?” Tommy’s eyes grow wide, then squint as he searches the darkness. They pass right over G’pere, and Tommy’s
            expression doesn’t change. “You better not see your first ghost before I do. I would be so jealous.”
         

         
         “Tommy, love, no ghost talk at the funeral,” Ms. Roberta says.

         
         “We’ll get our seats for the service.” Mr. Tony claps Dad on the back, then steers his family away from the altar.

         
         Tommy shoots me a final look over his shoulder.

         
         I swallow, nervous.

         
         Mom and Dad shake hands with the next guest, an older woman about G’pere’s age, with smile lines etched around her eyes. None of them are acting like they see a ghost. Neither is anyone else in the handshake line, or the church lady bustling around to make sure everything runs smoothly, or Mr. Long Beard, or the priest milling around the back of the church waiting to start mass. He’s only two pews away from G’pere—or, now, three. The ghost is one row closer. 

         
         “So you’re taking over the restaurant?” says the lady with smile lines. She’s earning them now, beaming at Mom and Dad. “Claude
            would be so proud.”
         

         
         “Thank you so much, Ms. Babette,” Dad says. “Basil, sweetheart, this is Theriot’s longtime seafood vendor.”

         
         “Longtime,” Ms. Babette says with extra emphasis. “I knew Claude since I was your age, young lady. We grew up together on Bayou
            T-Caillou, back when there was land to grow up on.”
         

         
         She says it matter-of-fact, but it’s the kind of reminder that could make my stomach squeeze—if it weren’t already in a tangle
            from being the only one in this church who’s having a supernatural experience.
         

         
         See, a bayou is a river, but Ms. Babette is talking about the land around the bayou. Land that disappears more each year due to coastal erosion. G’pere used to say Louisiana loses a football field
            of land every hour.
         

         
         “I tell you,” Ms. Babette says, “even then, Claude had chef dreams in the big city. And now, a second-generation family restaurant.”

         
         Mom wraps her arm around my shoulders. “With a third generation on the way.”

         
         She looks down at me with her front-of-house smile. The one she wears to greet guests and show them to their tables. The one she wears to recommend Spizale’s next door if we have a wait, or to tell tourists that, yes, it’s always this hot in August, and somehow make them feel a little less sweaty and cranky while she says it. I’m supposed to put on my best manners, look cute in my black dress, and tell Ms. Babette, Yes, ma’am, I can’t wait to grow up and run Theriot’s, just like my wonderful grandpere, who is definitely in heaven right now and not floating toward me one church pew at a time.

         
         I squirm in my funeral flats. G’pere is waving at me again, and this time it’s more of a Get over here now, young lady.

         
         I clear my throat, unsure.

         
         “I’ll be right back,” I tell Mom.

         
         She doesn’t want to let me go. Dad either, I can tell. And I don’t want to abandon my parents. The only thing keeping their
            tears inside right now is a lifetime of putting the guest first. But I ball my hands into fists for bravery, whisper a prayer
            for protection, and slowly make my way down the church’s side aisle toward the pew where G’pere sits. Or, hovers, kind of.
         

         
         He smiles as I get closer and takes off his chef’s hat to set it in his lap. His hair is thin on top, just like when he was
            alive.
         

         
         “Basil,” he says.

         
         I open my mouth to answer, but nothing comes out.

         
         I’m hidden from Mom and Dad and the funeral guests behind a huge pillar, and I’m freezing cold. Tommy always says it’s hard to tell the difference between standing under an air vent and standing close to a ghost. 

         
         “It’s good to see you, cher,” G’pere says.

         
         His voice is pale, if a voice can be that. It fades into the air like candle smoke.

         
         I gulp. The lump in my throat finally lets me choke out, “What are you doing here?”

         
         G’pere looks around, like he’s only just noticing the soaring ceilings and painted saints. He turns over his chef’s hat, studying
            it.
         

         
         “I don’t know,” he says. Thoughtful but, I think, hopeful too. “Can you help me find out?”

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         Have you ever seen a ghost disappear?

         
         I hadn’t, until today.

         
         One second, G’pere floats above the pew, looking up from his chef’s hat to me with hopeful eyes. The next second—pop!—he blinks out like someone hit a light switch, leaving me freezing and sweating and wondering why I’m the only one who saw
            any of it.
         

         
         I know I’m not imagining things. My brain feels pretty much in one piece as the funeral starts and ends around me, as we drive
            to the cemetery, with its rows of oak trees and stone houses for the dead.
         

         
         During the burial, I check every shadow for chef whites, thinking G’pere might want to see who cries the most or maybe appear
            to Dad for some comfort. But the coffin slides into the mausoleum next to G’mere, and G’pere doesn’t reappear, even for a
            second.
         

         
         G’pere doesn’t reappear once we get home to our shotgun, either. That’s not a weapon, by the way—it’s a type of house. It’s a long rectangle where every room leads to the room behind it, so if all the doors are open, you could shoot a gun through the whole building without hitting anything. Normally it’s annoying that my parents have to walk through my bedroom to get to theirs. Tonight, I keep the door cracked open between us. Still, no G’pere. 

         
         I watch for him, though, the next morning, when we head from Mid-City, where we live, to the French Quarter, where Theriot’s
            Restaurant has been an institution since G’pere started it almost fifty years ago. After closing for a week between his passing
            and his funeral, today it reopens without him for the first time. Mom is pitching it as “Chef Claude’s Memorial Brunch.”
         

         
         “You’re going to do great,” she tells Dad while unlocking the heavy green shutters that protect the glass-paned front doors
            from hurricanes and overnight vandals. “You’ve run that kitchen for years as sous. This will be a respectful yet memorable
            debut as Executive Chef Etienne: Second-Generation Theriot.”
         

         
         Dad nods glumly, hands in his pockets.

         
         “It’s brunch, so it’s a smaller menu.” Mom flips through her key ring for the front door next. “It’s a celebration, which
            is exactly what your dad would have wanted.”
         

         
         “It’s so soon,” Dad says.

         
         Next to the grand front doors, in the shadow of the restaurant’s wrought-iron balcony, Dad looks strangely small. Not like
            a chef who tastes his food and then some.
         

         
         Mom pauses with the keys and lays a hand on his shoulder. “I’m sorry, honey. We took all the time we could afford.”

         
         Mom and Dad both look at me, guilty, like they do every time I hear them stress about money. Then Mom gives Dad a kiss on
            the cheek, Dad smooths out his white jacket, and they push open the restaurant doors.
         

         
         Mom flicks the light switch, and the chandeliers overhead sparkle to life, reflecting off the black-and-white tile floor.
            At the end of the entrance hall, another set of huge doors leads to the courtyard, with its bubbling fountain, lush palm trees,
            and ivy growing wild on the brick walls. To my left, the main dining room is next in line for lit chandeliers. They reflect
            a million times off the mirrored walls, lighting the grand columns and crisp white tablecloths, the spotless silverware and
            pink velvet chairs.
         

         
         It’s dramatic. It’s luxurious. It’s the royal treatment.

         
         At least, it is for the tourists.

         
         The tourists will never see the busboys making fun of Ms. Alma because she wears goggles while chopping onions to keep from
            crying. They’ll never see Dad giving Chef Jacques a pep talk for his first day promoted to sous, or running through the specials
            line by line with Mom so she can train the waitstaff on them.
         

         
         The tourists probably think the kitchen smells like delicious food cooking. It doesn’t. It smells like cleaning products and
            hot dishwasher steam.
         

         
         The tourists don’t see Mom call her pre-service lineup, reminding waiters that Chef Claude may be gone, but nothing else has changed about the Theriot’s experience. The customer is always right. Waters never drop below half full. The whole time she talks, Mom’s hands fly, rolling silverware and folding napkins, fixing the ones where I try to help. 

         
         The tourists don’t even know I’m here. Once service starts, it’s my job to stay out of the way, upstairs where a family used
            to live like a hundred years ago, when more families lived in the French Quarter. The stairs are across from the dining room,
            on the right of the entrance hall, between the bathroom and the kitchen. But they’re labeled Staff Only, so tourists never notice them. Or notice me, sitting on the bottom step behind a half-closed shutter door, playing Adventure Port on my Switch, waiting for Tommy’s parents to drop him off before they open next door.
         

         
         Like the lady wobbling in heels that definitely got stuck in the cobblestones outside. She doesn’t know I hear her tell Mom,
            “Chef Claude will be so missed, but I hope those stuffed mirlitons won’t be!”
         

         
         “They’re still front and center on the menu,” Mom assures her. “Right this way.”

         
         Or the man wearing Mardi Gras beads, even though Carnival ended a few weeks ago. He doesn’t know I watch him ask his wife,
            “Who died?” And watch her smack his arm and point at G’pere’s portrait.
         

         
         It’s the same one from the funeral, set up on its easel next to Mom’s hostess stand. Soon, Dad will hang it on the wall next
            to the picture of G’mere. Today it stares at me through the slats on the shutters. Smiling. In chef whites, just like G’pere’s
            ghost.
         

         
         Can you help me?

         
         Goose bumps rise along my arms.

         
         The portrait stares and doesn’t blink.

         
         I quickly step into the entry hall, where Mom is explaining to a couple in Boston College T-shirts, “Mirlitons are green and
            pear shaped. You might have heard them called chayote squash.”
         

         
         Before they see me, I slip into the kitchen.

         
         It’s bright white and stainless steel, with black rubber floor mats that look like they might be fun and springy to do a cartwheel
            on, if they weren’t always a little wet. Chef Jacques is up and running as sous now—Dad’s old job, second-in-command. His
            normally wide smile is gone today, and his brown forehead is wrinkled in concentration. Chef Irene is no-nonsense, too, but
            that’s her normal. Not a single hair is out of place in her slicked-back bun as she calls orders: “We got two crab cakes Benedict,
            one normal, one no tomatoes. We got one shrimp and grits. And we got four Chef Claude Specials.”
         

         
         Dad looks up from the row of sheet pans spread across his station. “Four?”

         
         “And more coming,” Chef Irene reports.

         
         Dad’s chef’s hat is off, and he runs a hand through his hair.

         
         I weave between the line cooks.

         
         “Behind.” I let them know, so no one bumps into me. “Hey, Dad.”

         
         “Taste this.” He scoops a spoon through the first tray. “Is that normal?”

         
         It’s filling for the Chef Claude Special, the seafood-stuffed mirlitons, Theriot’s most famous dish.

         
         At any place claiming to be Cajun in the French Quarter, you can order the classics: po’boys, gumbo, red beans and rice. G’pere
            made a name by doing something different. He didn’t double down on the fried and the spice—his family didn’t eat like that
            growing up on Bayou T-Caillou. Instead, G’pere made a menu serving redfish court bouillon, chadron salad, field peas, smothered
            okra, and, of course, mirlitons. Stuffed with shrimp and crab; onions, celery, and bell peppers (the trinity); breadcrumbs;
            and who-the-heck-cares. Not me, because I don’t like Cajun food.
         

         
         There, I said it.

         
         I try not to, because my parents have to sell the stuff to make money. And even longtime famous restaurants are always in
            danger of closing.
         

         
         But seriously. Boudin? Did you know it’s full of animal organs? Chadrons are thistles. Thistles. Like the ones that grow on the side of the highway. Soft-shell crab might look okay fried, but grilled it’s like a spider
            or a cockroach with legs sticking out either side of your po’boy. And these mirlitons that tourists are falling over themselves
            backward for, racing through the door to feel authentic, the most I can say when I taste the spoon is “Fine.”
         

         
         Dad sighs, disappointed.

         
         “Chef E, haven’t you made this a thousand times?” Chef Jacques says.

         
         Dad shakes his head. “I stuff and bake the mirlitons. I taste. I plate. But my poppa always made the filling.”

         
         Chefs Jacques and Irene both slip quick spoonfuls. They look from Dad to me, then hustle back to their stations.

         
         “Basil’s right,” Chef Jacques says. “It’s fine.”

         
         “Just fine,” Chef Irene adds.
         

         
         “I must be missing something,” Dad says. “A step, an ingredient. My poppa never wrote things down.”

         
         “Classic Chef Claude,” Chef Jacques says. Then he catches himself. “Sorry, E. May he rest in peace.”

         
         Dad nods, but I think he barely heard Chef Jacques. He sprinkles extra salt on the first sheet pan, lemon juice on the second,
            cayenne on the third. He stirs each, takes a bite, and sighs. Not satisfied.
         

         
         “Hey, Dad,” I say again.

         
         “What, sweetheart?” he says.

         
         We’re at the station where G’pere once cooked, when he wasn’t entertaining the dining room. All his fingerprints have been
            cleaned off the stainless steel. Between the sizzling, clanging, shouting, I might not notice if he reappeared. But I check
            the room, and no one is see-through. No one glows.
         

         
         “Dad,” I say, “have you ever seen a ghost?”

         
         “I’d love to see a ghost—if he has a recipe!” Dad calls to the ceiling.

         
         Chef Irene purses her lips. Chef Jacques chuckles and wags his finger at the sky. I stuff my hands in my shorts pockets. Dad
            is having a bad day.
         

         
         “Sorry,” I say.

         
         Dad sags, like that makes him feel even worse. “No, sweetheart, there’s nothing to be sorry for. Your grandpere is in heaven now. He’s with Grandmere.” 

         
         “Did you say ghost?”
         

         
         I look up, and Tommy has joined us in the kitchen. He snags a shrimp from Pete, the redheaded line cook, on his way to Dad
            and me.
         

         
         “Your mom said you were back here, but wait, Basil, did you see a ghost?”

         
         I glance from Dad, no longer listening, to Tommy, who didn’t see G’pere at the funeral. In the middle of the bustling, crowded
            kitchen, with my family and best friend, I feel all by myself.
         

         
         “Was it at the church?” Tommy presses. “Is that why you asked if I saw something? Or at the graveyard? Or here at the restaurant?
            Nico keeps telling me it’s haunted.”
         

         
         Nico is the new kid in our class. Like brand-new. He started after New Year’s. Nico sits behind Tommy in homeroom; he eats
            lunch at our table; and my mom hired his mom, Ms. Leslie, as a part-time hostess. So whenever she’s working, I’m also forced
            to see Nico at Theriot’s. Thankfully, she isn’t working tonight. But it still stings that Tommy thinks Nico is so cool.
         

         
         “The ghost that haunts this place,” Tommy launches into the story, “he’s the ghost of El Gobernador the Snail Eater.”

         
         Tommy has always been obsessed with ghosts, but since Nico moved here, it’s become next-level. Nico always has a new ghost
            story, and they’re always gross, like slime and barf and ectoplasm—and, apparently, eating snails.
         

         
         “Back before this place was Theriot’s,” Tommy says, “before your G’pere bought the building, it used to be a different restaurant. We’re talking way back, when New Orleans kept getting swapped between the French and the Spanish. There was a French chef who worked here,
            Chef Broussard, and he wasn’t okay with the Spanish taking over. So he invited El Gobernador, the Spanish governor, for dinner.”
         

         
         “Why would the chef invite someone he doesn’t like?” I ask. “And where did Nico hear this story, anyway? Did he see the ghost
            himself?”
         

         
         I don’t know what I want the answer to be. If someone else has seen a ghost, I obviously want to talk to them about it—except
            I never want to talk to Nico. And there’s no way he would be the first one to see a ghost at Theriot’s. He moved here basically
            yesterday. Tommy and I have been stuck at this restaurant our whole lives.
         

         
         Suddenly, I get how Tommy felt at the funeral. You better not see your first ghost before I do.

         
         “Nico hasn’t seen a ghost yet,” Tommy says. “And Chef Broussard invited El Gobernador because the chef had a nefarious plan. He was famous for cooking
            escargot—snails.”
         

         
         I breathe a little sigh of relief. Nico’s fake ghosts always have nefarious plans.

         
         “Chef Broussard served the governor plate after plate of snails, each one more delicious than the last,” Tommy says. “El Gobernador
            couldn’t stop eating. Until—BAM!—his stomach exploded! Now he haunts this very kitchen, barfing up snails for all eternity.”
         

         
         Tommy’s arms wave wildly. He looks around the kitchen like the magician on the street corner does when he finishes a trick—trying to catch someone’s eye for applause. 

         
         I look around the kitchen, too. No G’pere. No ancient governor throwing up.

         
         Pete the line cook kind of chuckles. Ms. Alma argues with the busboys, even though she’s the oldest one in the kitchen and
            they should be nicer to her. Chef Jacques flips and stirs and butter-bastes what looks like twenty pans. Dad stares mournfully
            at his trays of mirliton stuffing.
         

         
         Chef Irene tells Tommy with one hand on her hip, “I know you’re not disrespecting the dead and filling Basil’s head with nonsense at the same time.”
         

         
         “Never.” Tommy grins.

         
         I can’t quite grin back.

         
         Chef Irene humphs. Then she turns to my dad. “Chef E, final call on those mirlitons?”
         

         
         Dad sighs. He’s filled them with the not-quite-right stuffing. He’s pulled them from the oven and plated them up over a corn
            maque choux.
         

         
         If G’pere could appear again, to Dad instead of me, now would be the time.

         
         But Dad wipes the rim of each plate. He’s out of options.

         
         “Order up,” Dad says.

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         If G’pere didn’t show up at Theriot’s or at my house, I don’t think he’ll follow me to sixth grade at St. Lawrence Catholic
            School on Monday.
         

         
         It’s weird, though, when Lilly, who sits in front of me in homeroom, asks if the funeral went okay. Or when Justin, who sits
            in front of Tommy, says he lost his PawPaw last year so he knows how I feel.
         

         
         The funeral went unexpectedly, to say the least. I haven’t exactly lost G’pere. And I doubt Justin is being haunted. If so, he’s playing it totally cool.
         

         
         Ms. Nguyen, when she starts class, says she continues to keep my family in her prayers. Then she dims the classroom lights
            and turns on the TV, which shows a group of smiling grown-ups. One wears a business suit, one wears medical scrubs, one wears
            overalls and holds a pitchfork. There’s a police officer, a firefighter, and an astronaut.
         

         
         “Class,” Ms. Nguyen says, “I am delighted to introduce your second-semester social studies project. We’re kicking off Career Day!” 

         
         A cheer goes up from the students around me, including Tommy at the desk to my right. Ms. Nguyen clicks a remote, and the
            screen switches to a photo of the gym decked out for the Career Day we’ve been visiting since kindergarten.
         

         
         “Here’s what Career Day means for you,” Ms. Nguyen says, but we all already know.

         
         Or, I guess, all of us except Nico know. But he isn’t paying attention. His phone glows under his desk—not allowed—as Ms.
            Nguyen explains that every year at St. Lawrence, the sixth graders pick a career that they want when they grow up. They show
            off poster boards, they dress up for the job, they come up with games and prizes, and the younger grades visit, like a fair.
         

         
         I know, from when I was in those younger grades, there are the classics—someone will always pick artist and set up a finger
            painting activity, or pilot and run a paper airplane tournament. And every year, at least one kid tries to pick a job that
            no one has ever picked before. Last year, a boy did video game developer and brought his console to Career Day so kids could
            game. The year before, a girl picked veterinarian, which wasn’t technically a first, but she was the first to convince St.
            Lawrence to let her bring a horse to school.
         

         
         “And of course, to make sure your poster boards have correct and up-to-date industry knowledge, you will need to interview someone in your chosen career field,” Ms. Nguyen continues. “Please keep that in mind before you pick the king of England.” 

         
         The class giggles. Tommy catches my eye and mouths, “What are you picking?” But Ms. Nguyen starts talking again, so I can’t
            answer.
         

         
         “Your official Career Day picks are due next week,” she says, “but this is a big decision for a big project. Don’t put it
            off until the last minute. Start thinking about the job you want today. In fact, does anyone have any ideas?”
         

         
         Lilly throws her hand into the air.

         
         “Yes, Lilly?” Ms. Nguyen says.

         
         “Emergency medical technician,” Lilly says.

         
         “Great idea.” Ms. Nguyen points at the next hand up. “Justin?”

         
         “Defensive coordinator for the New Orleans Saints,” Justin says.

         
         “Who dat!” Ian hollers the Saints cheer from the back row. He and Justin are both on the school football team.

         
         “Can I interview my coach?” Justin asks. “I don’t know anyone on the Saints.”

         
         Ms. Nguyen considers. “I suppose coaching is part of Mr. Hebert’s career here at St. Lawrence. So yes, that would be fine.”

         
         Ian and Justin do an air high five across the classroom. Candice in the front row suggests accountant, and the rest of the class groans about her upcoming math activity. Ernie by the windows wants to be a doctor, but he doesn’t know what kind yet. Sarah L. is interested in being a content creator, Sarah J. is thinking about being a librarian, and then Ms. Nguyen says, “Tommy?” 

         
         I whip my head around. There’s only one job Tommy wants when he grows up.

         
         “Ghost hunter,” Tommy says.

         
         Ms. Nguyen raises an eyebrow. Snickers rise from the desks around us. Lilly and Candice turn around, squinting like they don’t
            think Tommy is taking this project seriously enough. Nico kicks the leg of Tommy’s desk from the seat behind him and sings
            under his breath, “Ghost hunter, hunting all the ghosts!”
         

         
         “A ghost hunter?” Ms. Nguyen says. “Do you mean you want to lead ghost tours?”

         
         Ghost tour guide would actually be a really easy Career Day interview for Tommy to arrange. Tours bring vans of people to the St. Patrick
            Cemeteries by our houses in Mid-City, and walking tours pass Theriot’s multiple times a night. The restaurant is never a tour
            stop, though. More evidence that Nico completely made up El Gobernador the Snail Eater.
         

         
         “I could lead tours,” Tommy tells Ms. Nguyen. “But not the kind of tours where it’s just stories about who died where. I want
            to actually find the ghosts.”
         

         
         “Yeah,” Nico chimes in. “Tommy’s gonna be the one you call when your grandma is crab-walking across the ceiling, or your baby’s
            eyes are glowing red, or your dog starts barfing up people’s intestines—”
         

         
         “Ghosts don’t make people do that.”

         
         Everyone in the classroom stares at me.

         
         Oops.

         
         I did not mean to speak up.

         
         But Nico! His stories were gross enough before I met G’pere’s ghost. Maybe there are other ghosts who are totally different
            and creepy. But at his funeral, G’pere just seemed lost and confused and happy to see me. He wasn’t going to possess anybody.
         

         
         “Basil is right,” Lilly speaks up. “Ghosts aren’t real.”

         
         “That’s not what I said,” I clarify. “Ghosts like Nico makes up aren’t real.”

         
         “How would you know?” Nico crosses his arms. “Have you ever even seen a ghost?”

         
         “Have you?” I challenge him back.

         
         “That’s enough.” Ms. Nguyen raises her voice. “We’re talking about Career Day here. Any discussions about the afterlife, please
            leave them for Sister Ursula in religion class.”
         

         
         Lilly sighs. Tommy slumps. Nico whispers something in his ear. Ms. Nguyen consults her clipboard, hoping to move the conversation
            along as quickly as possible.
         

         
         “Basil,” she says. “Any thoughts on your own pick?”

         
         “Um.” I shift in my chair, which is suddenly extremely uncomfortable.

         
         No one else got put on the spot. I wish I could glare at Tommy, then glare even harder at Nico.

         
         “I don’t know,” I say.

         
         “That is a perfectly fine answer,” Ms. Nguyen says. “Please spend some time thinking about it before we make our Career Day
            picks next week, okay?”
         

         
         “Okay,” I say.

         
         Ms. Nguyen moves on to Rocío, who has helpfully raised her hand to say she wants to be a musician. I’m free now to glare at
            Tommy or Nico, but I can’t meet their eyes or anyone else’s. All I can do is stare at the floor.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter Four

         
         Here’s what I don’t want to do when I grow up: run a restaurant.
         

         
         It would be great if I did, because like my parents told Ms. Babette at the funeral, I’m supposed to grow up, follow in Dad’s
            and G’pere’s footsteps, and keep Theriot’s running for a third generation. It’s my inheritance. G’pere worked his whole life
            so he’d have a business to hand down to Dad, and now Dad will work his whole life to hand it down to me. I hope that’s not
            why G’pere’s ghost appeared to me specifically: to make sure I don’t throw away everything he worked so hard for.
         

         
         But I don’t want to run Theriot’s! I don’t even want to be here right now, as a kid, not running things. That’s the thing
            about a restaurant. You have to be there. All. The. Time.
         

         
         Other kids in Tommy’s and my class get to go home after school and relax in their bedrooms. Or play sports. Ask for homework help without two extra chefs, three line cooks, and a dishwasher weighing in with different answers; the busboys teasing that homework is for nerds; and Chef Irene fussing them six ways from Sunday. 

         
         Other kids go swimming on the weekends, hang out at the Lakeside mall, or play soccer in City Park. Some of them have lake
            houses. Candice goes trail biking on the Northshore
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