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PRAISE FOR IN the MIX


“There’s rivalry, there’s camaraderie, and there’s a deep dive into Hudson’s Indian heritage as he looks to his grandmother to unpack his cultural food stories, adding a dash of sweetness and spice to the book. A story as delectable as meringues and gulab jamun.”

—Kirkus Reviews




PRAISE FOR Fearless


“Readers will learn about different shows and people, all the while easily relating to the main characters, who are vividly fleshed out on the page. The kids, especially Monica, are easy to root for, and the author delivers a very satisfying ending.”

—Booklist

“Will hit all the high notes for theater and mystery fans alike.”—Kirkus Reviews

“A Broadway musical, a haunted theater, a mystery to solve, and a cast of brilliant young actors—what’s not to adore? Fearless literally had me hooked from the first page. What a thrill ride of a debut!”

—R. J. Palacio, New York Times bestselling author of Wonder
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For my brother and sister, Anthony and Monica —M. G.

For Charlotte: You are a wonderful force! I can’t wait to see your dreams achieved! —B. J. T.




One #BIRTHDAY4THEWIN

April DaSilva stood in the heartbeat of New York City’s Metropolitan Museum of Art. She planted her feet directly in the center of the gleaming atrium and breathed in the museum air. April admired all that surrounded her. The arched stained-glass windows and milky marbled statues. Wooden benches to sit, observe, and rest, along with a growing line of those who waited for sushi and sandwiches in the nearby cafeteria.

Her thirteenth birthday, at the marvelous venue, ticked on. April tuned out the hubbub and chatter of the art-admiring crowd. Her eyes became glued to the screen of her phone.

“One,” April DaSilva inhaled.

“Hundred,” she exhaled.

“Thousand followers!” April screamed at the notification. “This is the best birthday present ever!” She gripped the device tighter, afraid it would slip and break on the tile floor. Sweat built in the palm of her hand from the excitement that buzzed off her phone. April beamed at her screen as the phone chimed.

This is legit happening! she thought, remembering the moment she signed up for her Insta account and all the time she spent increasing her number of followers. April had been intentional when it came to connecting with her fans. Reaching her follower goal was one of the best gifts she could receive on this day, her birthday.

Doot-doot-DOOT!

The phone buzzed.

Bzzt! Bzzt!

A golden Diana, with stone hair pulled away from her face, hovered diagonal to April, smack in the middle of the Met. The statue’s arrow was pointed, aimed, and ready to strike, while one bare foot dangled off the ledge upon which she stood. Diana was lifted on the ball of her other foot, poised to take off in search of her next target.

“Excuse me! Coming through!” shouted the voice of a young girl in overalls and a Barbie T-shirt. “I said move it!” She maneuvered through the crowd with her parents following. The kid’s hair was cut rough above her shoulders. It was clear the child had accomplished the task all by herself.

“We want to take a picture!” she screamed as she posed herself beside April in a position that matched the towering goddess statue.

“Of course, happy to take a picture with you!” April smiled and held out her phone, ready to click and snap and post and tag, until the kid raised her two unruly eyebrows and mouth into a scowl.

“Not you. I was talking to the statue. I’ve never seen you before in my life,” said the kid as she motioned for her parents to snap the pic. “Why are you dressed like that?”

April stepped aside and looked down at her OOTD, aka outfit of the day. She tapped her phone and followed back her one hundred thousandth fan, who only had a wink emoji for an Insta profile.

Everyone knows me, she thought. Right?

For April’s thirteenth birthday, her brown hair was styled in loose curls that flowed beneath a bejeweled lime-green-and-lavender crown. This matched the studded earrings hooped into her earlobes. April’s skirt glistened as she tilted her face and aimed her phone at a shimmering line of sunlight that found its way through the Met’s atrium window.

Snap. Click. April uploaded the pic.

With April’s theme of A Star Is Born, her mother, Linda, was dressed in a feathered gown that swept at her feet as she watched April grin into her phone. Her father, Benjamin, was done up in a dashing deep blue tuxedo. He stared on while April’s brother, Auggie, in jeans and a T-shirt, rested his palm on the edge of the roped-off cake table.

Auggie, against his wishes, had been assigned to “supervise the cake.” He was to make sure no passerby nabbed a bite of April’s dessert. But the fourteen-year-old couldn’t care less who took a swipe of icing or stuffed their face with the fluff of yellow sponge.

Auggie sucked in his breath and blew it out, causing a tuft of hair to lift and fall on his forehead. His eyebrows bunched, furious. He pinched his rose-gold bracelet, plated with the initials A & A. The thin wristlet matched what April had sworn she would always wear the day Auggie gifted her a bracelet that matched his. That was years ago. April hadn’t worn the bracelet since.

Family and friends stood around the museum space, waiting for April’s attention to be recaptured not by her phone but by them. The friends included Monica Garcia, Relly Morton, and Hudson Patel, April’s fellow members of the Squad in their Broadway musical at the Ethel Merman Theater, Our Time.

“You think she remembers we’re here?” asked Hudson, who had created a hat stacked with faux pastel macarons as part of his extravagant outfit. Hudson eyed the towered cake, which seemed to become lonelier the longer no one walked over to the sweet treat to eat.

“And for a fact, I know we lost April the second she hit her follower goal. She’s been aiming to get to one hundred thousand for ages,” said Relly Morton. He wore a velvet tux with a golden tie on the level of Broadway and television star Billy Porter. Relly looked at Monica and waited for her response.

“Um, guys, she’s been waiting for this moment the second we were all cast in the show. Plus, it’s her cumpleaños. On her birthday, April has the right to do what she wants.”

April cleared her throat and swiped her hair out of her face. “This is the best birthday ever!” she said with glee.

“Is it really? Because your guests are waiting, and the cake is getting melty, and can we get this over with already?” said her brother. April ignored him.

Know-it-all, your voice sounds like a wail, she thought.

Now April gripped her phone tighter. She spun a swift twirl, then hit an attitude, the most difficult of ballet moves, which occurred precisely seven times in act two of her and the Squad’s Broadway show. April began to bounce up and down on the balls of her feet. After the notification, she could not keep still.

“This occasion calls for a special announcement,” April chimed into her phone. Those there for her birthday celebration watched and waited as April tapped the screen once again. A red light fluttered until it stayed on, signifying that she was live.

“One hundred thousandth follower, here’s a massive April DaSilva congratulations to you! You just won two free tickets to Our Time, a meet and greet with the cast, and backstage passes to my show”—April glanced at the Squad, then back at her phone—“I mean our show, Our Time! For the four hundredth performance this upcoming Saturday, November second!”

Doot-doot-DOOT!

Bzzt! Bzzt!

Doot-doot-DOOT!

Bzzt! Bzzt!

April’s phone rang with notifications. New followers and more likes. An influx of red and pink hearts and a few fuming, angry faces from the people who had not won.

“Lucky winner—I’ll send you the deets after I finish my party,” April said as she tapped her phone again, but instead of putting it away, she gripped the buttons on the side and pressed them down, snapping a screenshot.

“Hashtag Lucky Winner! Hashtag Broadway for the Win! Hashtag Our Time Flex! Hashtag My Birthday Is Your Birthday! Hashtag—”

“Enough with the hashtags!” Auggie shouted from beside the cake. April could have sworn she saw the stand wobble and shake, also startled by Auggie’s words. Silence cascaded from one museum wall to the next, one sunshiny window to the other. All eyes gravitated toward April’s older brother.

“Auggie, what on earth has gotten into you?” asked Mrs. DaSilva. April noticed a flash of red spread across their mother’s face. A mix of fury and embarrassment.

“Maybe it’s too much cake. Is it too much cake? I know we should have gone one layer shorter. Should we have gone one layer shorter? Could be all the sugar. Is it all the sugar?” asked their dad.

The room was so still, April swore she heard the lingering remnants of Auggie’s yell bounce off the statues poised around the room. That was until Auggie turned on his heel and angrily took off toward the exit. April’s eyes followed her brother as he moved through the museum, past the towering Diana, down the hall adorned with armor, until he was out of everyone’s sight. By this moment, Auggie was sure to be stomping down the Met’s grand staircase.

“Happy birthday?” said Relly. He did not intend for the words to come out as a question.

“To yoooou!” Hudson chimed, adding a lingering ooo to the “you.”

“Are you okay, April?” Monica asked. Her voice was sweet and bold, a singsong echo that matched the talent of the infamous Ethel Merman.

“Happy birthday to you,” sang her mother and father, followed by the rest of the decked-out party crowd. April let her face spread into a smile, trying to forget all about how her brother had just stormed out on the biggest day she’d had in thirteen years, besides being cast as Froggie in Our Time.

“This calls for a redo. We didn’t even light this thing!” Mrs. DaSilva laughed, and the crowd followed, a burst of giggles and ahahas and hehehes.

April’s mother lit thirteen candles on the stacked cake. The flames danced and twirled, whirled and swooped as the party crowd and passersby let their breath flow in unison to “Happy Birthday.” The way the flickering candlelight moved reminded April of the attitude spin she’d done moments ago, next to Diana and the fussy kid, before her brother stormed out.

“One hundred thousand followers.” April’s eyes lit up with the flames.

While the crowd sang, April held up her phone once again. This time she snapped a picture, not of herself, but of the family and friends, the cake, and gifts. Then she turned the camera around and angled her phone back toward the cake with her face centered in the frame. April sucked in her breath and blew. The candle flames faded.

“Hashtag Thank You for Coming!” said April as she posted the party pic to her Instagram, the same platform she used to host the lucky winner giveaway.

But as April looked at the photo in her feed, she wished the one person missing had at least stayed for the photo op.




Two #WHATRIVALRY?

Middle-of-the-week traffic on the Upper West Side was a shambles. To April’s father’s horror, the push and pull of bumpers thickened. From the Met, down Fifth Avenue, through Sixty-Sixth Street, and onto Eleventh Avenue, the family car was surrounded by a sea, multitudes of vehicles with a place to go in a city too jam-packed.

“I hope you enjoyed your celebration, my Stellina,” said April’s mother in the front seat. “Time is moving fast, the days are getting short, and I’m not ready for you to grow up.”

“I turned thirteen, Mom, not thirty,” April responded. Some days she thought her mother looked at her as if she were a baby. Despite that, April loved when her mother used her childhood nickname Stellina.

“Are we ever going to make it to Jersey City? I need to rest up for my soccer practice. We haven’t scored a win in a year,” said Auggie from the back seat. Beside him was the stack of unopened presents.

“Seriously, Auggie? You’re so selfish. If I can deal with you leaving during the middle of my party, you can handle some traffic,” said April, annoyed.

April propped her phone against the driver’s seat in front of her. She secured it to the mini tripod she’d bought especially for extended trips from Manhattan to home, the Ethel Merman Theater to Jersey City. April planned to capture the perfect Insta story and update followers on her day while she ignored her brother beside her.

“You are live from the back seat, also known as the family car, and I’m going to give you a behind-the-scenes look, so to speak, into the life of me, April DaSilva, hashtag Froggie in Our Time—”

“Dad, do you have to go so slo—” Auggie began.

“Auggie Alvin,” their mother interrupted. “You ditched your sister’s party and embarrassed her in front of our family and half her friends. Of all the things to concern yourself with, soccer should not be one of them. Not at this moment. No sir!” Mrs. DaSilva scolded.

Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep!

April’s father pressed down on the horn as a garbage truck inched its way in front of their family car. Thick black plastic bags and greenish-brown sludge dripped from the truck’s belly.

“Typical!” Mr. DaSilva shouted at the vehicle in front of them. He blew the horn again and, somehow, it honked louder. April’s face flushed as her camera continued to roll.

“If I spent twenty-four hours a day on Instagram and TikTok and YouTube and Snap, you would have taken my phone. You would have put me on punishment and forced me to read a book! I don’t get why you guys can’t see how she’s ruining this family,” said Auggie. He turned his head and glared at April.

I’m the one who should be worked up, not you, weirdo, April thought.

Mom sighed. “Auggie, social media is part of April’s work.”

“At least someone gets it,” April muttered under her breath. She gave a quick glance back at her brother, stuck out her tongue, then returned her attention to her phone.

“My apologies for the inconvenience, Hashtag Brothers Can Be So Rude! Unfortunately, I need to cut this Insta story short, but stay tuned for my next live, this Saturday at the Ethel Merman, during the four hundredth performance of Our Time! There will be a special guest, my lucky winner!” April waved at her phone, then swiped and brought it back to the home screen.

“One of these days, April, social media won’t be here. Then what will you do?” asked Auggie.

Mr. DaSilva maneuvered into the westbound lane. Up ahead, April saw the sign for the Lincoln Tunnel, one way to get out of Manhattan to home. But as the car squeezed into the left lane and crept behind a line of rush-hour vehicles also making their way out of busy New York City, April couldn’t help but look over at her brother.

“Where exactly is my social going to go, Auggie?”

Auggie raised one eyebrow. He turned his head to look out the car window, but all any of them could see were stone walls and a series of orangish-yellow overhead lights. Outside the concrete barrier of the tunnel was the Hudson River. April thought of the walls like a shield that matched her brother’s personality lately.

For months, Auggie had been moody. He didn’t confide in April like he used to. Auggie was always on the verge of an argument and in a constant hurry to interrupt most of what April had to say. Which was why it was extra odd when April realized Auggie never answered her question.



The DaSilva home stood on a hilly street, side by side with a dozen other condos. Each house was three stories with a large bay window on the first floor. What made the DaSilva home different from the rest was that while the others were fashioned out of maroon brick, Mrs. DaSilva had decided to paint their home buttermilk yellow.

In summer, the sun beamed on the paint, causing the house to look golden. But by fall, the overcast skies made the bricks appear to hold a crisp cream hue. While Mrs. DaSilva thought of the color as equal to the tint of foam off beach waves, April always thought it resembled pigeon poop.

“Well, now, how was the party?” asked April’s grandmother, her nona, as the family made their way into the kitchen. The DaSilva home smelled of freshly made eggplant parm, with Nona’s secret marinara recipe. April leaned over the stovetop, spotting the crisp cheese on top. The scent of bread warming in the oven filled her nose as Nona took her time to maneuver from the oven to the cabinet, where she pulled out a stack of plates and set them along the island countertop.

April’s
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