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CHAPTER ONE
%

No Time for a
Rotten Situation

Rashmi sulked as she followed her
parents through the parking lot. It was
Saturday morning. Everywhere she
looked, children were having fun—
except her.



Whiz, ding, ding. Teenage bicyclists
stopped to peek into a music store.
Rumble, rumble, bump. A skateboarder
rolled down the sidewalk. On a nearby
bench, children munched doughnuts
and licked powdered sugar trom
their fingers.

“It isn’t fair. Why do I have to
work?” Rashmi complained as she
reached her parents’ store.

Rashmi Bazaar was the only Indian
store in town. Every day atter school
and on weekends, Rashmi worked
there. Her friends got to dribble
basketballs, ride horses, and zip-line
instead. Rashmi craved adventure too.

But Mom said, “Everyone in our
family needs to help, especially today.
It’s our busiest day of the week.”

“One day, you'll inherit this shop.
You need experience to manage it,”
Dad said, fiddling with his keys. Rattle,
rattle, click. He unlocked the door.

A stench blasted out, forcing them to
back away for a moment and cover their



noses. Rashmi had forgotten to check
the vegetable bins last night.

She sighed and slunk inside, wanting
only to escape.

“We'll lose customers!” Mom
complained, searching tfor the
smelly culprit.

Rashmi paused, slowly filling with
hope. “If we don’t have customers, can
we leave?”

“No, our customers rely on us,” Dad
answered. “And we need money to stay
in business.”

Rashmi frowned. Her parents
always worried about money. She had
overheard their discussions. Mom and
Dad often sent money to relatives in
India. The money paid for medical care
and schooling. Meanwhile, her parents
rarely splurged on themselves.

Rashmi studied her own designer
sneakers and swallowed a lump of
guilt. “I'm sorry. I promise I'll fix

this problem.”
She sniffed and followed the odor
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