Cl¢e Edison Qliver

Playaround Millionaire

SUNDEE T. FRAZIER

[llustrations by
Jennifer L. Meyer

i}

Arthur A. Levine Bookg

An Imprint of Scholastic Inc.



If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book
is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher,
and neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this
“stripped book.”

Text copyright © 2016 by Sundee T. Frazier
Hlustrations by Jennifer L. Meyer copyright © 2016
by Scholastic Inc.

This book is being published simultaneously in hardcover by Arthur A. Levine
Books.

All rights reserved. Published by Arthur A. Levine Books, an imprint of Scholastic
Inc., Publishers since 1920. SCHOLASTIC, the LANTERN LOGO, and associated logos
are trademarks and/or registered trademarks of Scholastic Inc.

The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibil-
ity for author or third-party websites or their content.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording, or otherwise, without written permission of the publisher. For infor-
mation regarding permission, write to Scholastic Inc., Attention: Permissions
Department, 557 Broadway, New York, NY 10012.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either
the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resem-
blance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or
locales is entirely coincidental.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Frazier, Sundee Tucker, 1968— author.

Cleo Edison Oliver, playground millionaire / Sundee T. Frazier ; illustrations
by Jennifer L. Meyer.

pages cm

Summary: Fifth-grader Cleo Edison Oliver is full of money-making ideas, and
her fifth-grade Passion Project is no different — but things get more complicated
when she has to keep her business running, be a good listener when her best
friend needs her, and deal with the bully teasing her about being adopted at the
same time.

ISBN 978-0-545-82236-7 (pbk. : alk. paper) 1. Adopted children — Juvenile
fiction. 2. African American families — California — Juvenile fiction. 3. Money-
making projects for children — Juvenile fiction. 4. Friendship — Juvenile fiction.
5. California — Juvenile fiction. [1. Moneymaking projects — Fiction. 2. Business
enterprises — Fiction. 3. Friendship — Fiction. 4. Adoption — Fiction. 5. African
Americans — Fiction. 6. California — Fiction.| I. Meyer, Jennifer L., illustrator.
I1. Title.

PZ7.F8715Cl1 2016
813.6 — dc23
[Fic]
2015015763
10987654321 16 17 18 19 20

Printed in the U.S.A. 40
First printing 2016

Book design by Mary Claire Cruz



CHAPTER. 1
A New Name, o New Business

leo wrote her new name in fancy lettering,

C the curlicue kind she’d learned from Caylee. It
didn’t look as good as it would have if her best friend
had done it, but it would work. She took down the
California license-plate door sign that said CLEO’S
ROOM and hung her new sign in its place:

cleopPatra edison oliver, CEO.

Perfect.

Josh appeared from his and Julian’s room. He
stared at her door, slurping his Dum-Dum. “Edison’s

not your middle name.”
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No, it wasn’t. Lenore was. But she didn’t want that
one. Not since Lexie Lewis had gotten ahold of it and
started calling her “LeSnore.”

“It is now.” She started into her room.

“But you can’t just change your name.” S-s-slurp.
“Can you?”

She turned. Josh ran into her, jabbing her with his
dumb Dum-Dum stick.

“Ow!”

“Sorry.” S-s-slurp.

She rubbed her chest where the stick had poked
her. “You can do anything you want with your name.
It’s yours.”

Josh sucked thoughtfully, as if this obvious fact
had never occurred to him. He followed her across
the room. “But Edison is our grandparents’ name.”

Cleo reached under her bed and pulled out the
signs she’d made the night before. “I don’t think
they’ll mind.”

“But you'll have two last names!”

“Women with two last names sound more

professional.”
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Josh snorted. “You're not a woman!”

“Well, I will be! Now, go away.” She grabbed the
roll of masking tape from her desk drawer, dropped
everything on her royal-purple comforter, and high-
stepped onto the bed. She stood eye-to-eye with her
poster of Fortune A. Davies.

Fortune had skin that gleamed like a polished
chestnut, dazzling white teeth, and a sparkle in her
eye that said, “I believe in you!” Her arms were
flung wide, forever frozen in an almost-hug. How
Cleo wished she could step into the picture and get
that hug.

“Why’d you put your initials after your name?”

Cleo turned. The beads at the ends of her freshly
braided hair clicked against one another. Josh was
staring at her door again.

She jumped down from the bed and grabbed the
signs and tape. “Those aren’t my initials. I mean,
they are, now that I've changed my name, but —”
She huffed. “Don’t you know anything about busi-
ness, Josh?”

“Not really. Just what you've taught me.” He
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grinned. He had a huge gap where his bottom two
teeth had been.

What would he do without her? “CEO stands for
Chief Executive Officer.”

Josh’s forehead wrinkled. “What’s that mean?”

“It’s the person in charge of a company.”

“Why don’t they just call it ‘Person In Charge,
then? It’s easier to understand.”

Cleo rolled her eyes. She started down the stairs.

“But, Cleo, you don’t have a company.”

He had stopped following her. Finally.

“I do now! Cleopatra Enterprises, Inc.!”

Barkley greeted her at the bottom of the stairs,
panting from his “long trek” across the kitchen. His
tail slapped the wall. Cleo crouched to get her good-
morning kisses. “Ew, Barkley. Not only are you
seriously overweight, you've got a bad case of morning
breath!”

Barkley barked.

“I think it’s this new low-fat dog food were feeding

him,” Dad said, scooping kibbles from a ginormous

<



bag of Slim "N’ Trim Canine Sardine Meal. Mom
wasn't about to switch dog foods until the whole entire
bag was used, and as long as he had to eat that fishy
stuff, Barkley’s breath was doomed.

Barkley nudged the food with his nose but didn’t
eat any.

Mom turned from the counter where she was stir-
ring something that looked like sticky birdseed in a
bowl. Her T-shirt exposed her formidable arms. Not
particularly muscular, but solid. “I don’t think he likes
it,” Mom said, watching Barkley.

“I like it!” Julian slid into the room, wearing his
Iron Man pajamas.

“What?” Mom’s eyes popped wide.

“It’s Fish Stick Capn Crunch!” Cleo’s littlest
brother snatched a piece of dog food and crunched it
in his mouth. Barkley looked at him quizzically, then
took a begrudging bite himself.

“When have you had Capn Crunch cereal?”
Mom demanded.

“At Damon’s house.”
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