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One lie snowballs into a full-blown double life in this irresistible story about an aspiring stand-up
comedian.On the outside, Yumi Chung suffers from #shygirlproblems, a perm-gone-wrong, and
kids calling her "Yu-MEAT" because she smells like her family's Korean barbecue restaurant. On
the inside, Yumi is ready for her Netflix stand-up special. Her notebook is filled with mortifying
memories that she's reworked into comedy gold. All she needs is a stage and courage.Instead
of spending the summer studying her favorite YouTube comedians, Yumi is enrolled in test-prep
tutoring to qualify for a private school scholarship, which will help in a time of hardship at the
restaurant. One day after class, Yumi stumbles on an opportunity that will change her life: a
comedy camp for kids taught by one of her favorite YouTube stars. The only problem is that the
instructor and all the students think she's a girl named Kay Nakamura--and Yumi doesn't correct
them.As this case of mistaken identity unravels, Yumi must decide to stand up and reveal the
truth or risk losing her dreams and disappointing everyone she cares about.

“Hilarious...Both children and adults will roar with laughter at Socks’s antics and cringe at his
misdeeds.” -- School Library Journal --This text refers to the hardcover edition.From the Back
CoverSocks is one very happy cat. He lives the good life with his nice young owners, Mr. and
Mrs. Bricker. They play with him when-ever he wants, feed him special treats, and always pet
and scratch him when he curls up in their warm laps.Then a new baby arrives. Suddenly little
Charles William is the one get-ting all the love and attention. Socks feels completely left out. To
show how he feels about the new addition to the Bricker family, Socks starts getting into all sorts
of trouble—with tomcats, phantom dogs, even Nana's best wig. It's not until Socks rescues
Charles William from big, big trouble that Socks realizes just how much the Brickers truly want to
keep him in the family.Beverly Cleary creates a warm, funny, and relatable story told from a cat's
point of view in this purr-fectly delightful book about family and change.--This text refers to the
hardcover edition.About the AuthorBeverly Cleary is one of America's most beloved authors. As
a child, she struggled with reading and writing. But by third grade, after spending much time in
her public library in Portland, Oregon, she found her skills had greatly improved. Before long, her
school librarian was saying that she should write children's books when she grew up.Instead she
became a librarian. When a young boy asked her, "Where are the books about kids like us?" she
remembered her teacher's encouragement and was inspired to write the books she'd longed to
read but couldn't find when she was younger. She based her funny stories on her own
neighborhood experiences and the sort of children she knew. And so, the Klickitat Street gang
was born!Mrs. Cleary's books have earned her many prestigious awards, including the American
Library Association's Laura Ingalls Wilder Award, presented to her in recognition of her lasting
contribution to children's literature. Dear Mr. Henshaw won the Newbery Medal, and Ramona



Quimby, Age 8 and Ramona and Her Father have been named Newbery Honor Books. Her
characters, including Beezus and Ramona Quimby, Henry Huggins, and Ralph, the motorcycle-
riding mouse, have delighted children for generations.Tracy Dockray is a fine artist and illustrator
who has contributed to more than twenty illustrated books, including the bestselling Grimm's
Grimmest, Delia at the Delano, and all of Beverly Cleary's highly popular children's books, most
notably Ramona. A member of the Society of Illustrators, she holds an MFA from Pratt and lives
in New York City.--This text refers to the hardcover edition.From School Library JournalGrade
1-4-After a rough start, and a brief internment in a mail box, Socks the cat has landed on his feet.
He belongs to the Brickers-a young couple who dote on him. Then a baby arrives in the
household and Socks discovers that the people he'd trained so well no longer consider him the
center of their universe. This is devastating, but eventually he finds a new place that everyone
can be happy with. This is an hilarious book by Beverly Cleary (Morrow, 1973), told from the
cat's point of view, and Neil Patrick Harris does a slam-bang job of presenting it. He provides
voices for each character but, more importantly, he reads the story with humor and expression,
bringing it to life. Listeners feel a kinship with Socks and root for his success, even while
acknowledging his foibles. Both children and adults with roar with laughter at Sock's antics and
cringe at his misdeeds. This is a great production that deserves to be enjoyed by a wide
audience.Teresa Bateman, Brigadoon Elementary School, Federal Way, WACopyright 2002
Reed Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From the
Inside FlapSocks is one very happy cat. He lives the good life with his nice young owners, Mr.
and Mrs. Bricker. They play with him when-ever he wants, feed him special treats, and always
pet and scratch him when he curls up in their warm laps.Then a new baby arrives. Suddenly little
Charles William is the one get-ting all the love and attention. Socks feels completely left out. To
show how he feels about the new addition to the Bricker family, Socks starts getting into all sorts
of trouble--with tomcats, phantom dogs, even Nana's best wig. It's not until Socks rescues
Charles William from big, big trouble that Socks realizes just how much the Brickers truly want to
keep him in the family.Beverly Cleary creates a warm, funny, and relatable story told from a cat's
point of view in this purr-fectly delightful book about family and change.--School Library Journal
--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From AudioFileSocks, the once darling
kitten of newlyweds Mr. and Mrs. Bricker, has been displaced by an unnerving rival: newborn
Charles William. Neil Patrick Harris (whose voice may be familiar from his starring role in
"Doogie Howser, M.D.") skillfully enlists our sympathy for Socks, whose fortunes steadily worsen
as Mrs. Bricker's lap and attention span shrink. With boyish humor, Harris invites listeners to see
life from Socks's vantage point. Younger listeners (who may themselves feel misunderstood by
the big people in their lives, especially after the arrival of a new sibling) will especially appreciate
this perspective. Parents listening along will enjoy Cleary's sharp and humorous insights into
family life. J.C.G. © AudioFile 2002, Portland, Maine-- Copyright © AudioFile, Portland, Maine --
This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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PRAISE FORSTAND UP, YUMI CHUNG!★ “With wonderful supporting characters, strong
pacing, and entertaining comedy bits, debut author Kim has woven a pop song of immigrant
struggle colliding with comedy and Korean barbecue.”—Kirkus Reviews, starred review★ “Spot-
on.”—Booklist, starred review“Being your true self can be tough, but with guts, gumption, and a
whole lot of heart, Yumi Chung rises to the challenge and shows us all who she really is—a bona
fide star.”—Booki Vivat, New York Times bestselling author of Frazzled: Everyday Disasters and
Impending Doom“A funny, tender story about family, friendship, and the courage to be
yourself!”—Karina Yan Glaser, New York Times bestselling author of the Vanderbeekers
series“Come for the puns, the laughs, and the wacky plot of mistaken identity, but it’s the
bighearted characters that take center stage in Stand Up, Yumi Chung!”—Carlos Hernandez,
author of Sal and Gabi Break the Universe“I adored this book! Like, I seriously hugged it when I
was done. This is quintessential middle grade—charming, funny, real, and overflowing with
heart.”—Olugbemisola Rhuday-Perkovich, author of 8th Grade Superzero, Two Naomis, and
Naomis Too“This book is my favorite combination of heartfelt and hilarious. Yumi Chung is a
headliner!”—Remy Lai, author of Pie in the Sky“This book is hilarious.”—Sarah True, Joseph-
Beth Booksellers (Cincinnati, OH)“One of the best middle grade books I have read all year!”—
Robyn Broderick, The Reading Bug (San Carlos, CA)“Yumi is a smart and sassy heroine, and
Stand Up, Yumi Chung! is a poignant and charming story that appeals to the dreamer in all of
us.”—Jackie Jou, Mysterious Galaxy Bookstore (San Diego, CA)“This book made me cry, cheer,
and laugh out loud.”—Bethany Strout, Tattered Cover Book Store (Denver, CO)PUFFIN
BOOKSAn imprint of Penguin Random House LLC, New YorkFirst published in the United
States of America by Kokila,an imprint of Penguin Random House LLC, 2020Published by Puffin
Books, an imprint of Penguin Random House LLC, 2021Copyright © 2020 by Jessica
KimDiscussion guide © 2020 by Penguin Random House LLCPenguin supports copyright.
Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes free speech, and creates a
vibrant culture. Thank you for buying an authorized edition of this book and for complying with
copyright laws by not reproducing, scanning, or distributing any part of it in any form without
permission. You are supporting writers and allowing Penguin to continue to publish books for
every reader.Puffin Books & colophon are registered trademarks of Penguin Books Limited.Visit
us online at .THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS HAS CATALOGED THE KOKILA EDITION AS
FOLLOWS:Names: Kim, Jessica, author.Title: Stand up, Yumi Chung! / Jessica Kim.Description:
New York : Kokila, [2020] | Audience: Ages 9–12 | Audience: Grades 7–9 | Summary: When
eleven-year-old Yumi Chung stumbles into a kids’ comedy camp she is mistaken for another
student, so she decides to play the part.Identifiers: LCCN 2019040260 (print) | LCCN
2019040261 (ebook) |Subjects: CYAC: Comedians—Fiction. | Korean Americans—
Fiction.Classification: LCC PZ7.1.K5815 St 2020 (print) | LCC PZ7.1.K5815 (ebook) |DDC [Fic]
—dc23LC record available atLC ebook record available atThis book is a work of fiction. Any



references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Other names,
characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to
actual events or places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.The publisher does not
have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party websites
or their content.pid_prh_5.5.0_c0_r1To Phil, Olivia, and LilyCONTENTSPraiseTitle
PageCopyrightDedicationChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter 6Chapter
7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter 14Chapter
15Chapter 16Chapter 17Chapter 18Chapter 19Chapter 20Chapter 21Chapter 22Chapter
23Chapter 24Chapter 25Chapter 26Chapter 27Chapter 28Chapter 29Chapter
30AcknowledgmentsDiscussion GuideAbout the AuthorCHAPTER 1I should have known better
than to think anyone would listen to me at the Korean beauty salon.“You want the perm?” asks
the stylist in leather pants, running her fingers through my limp hair.“Uh, I—I was thinking,” I
sputter, showing her my phone, “maybe you could give me something like this instead?”After
scrolling through Pinterest for “hairstyle makeover” all week, I’ve settled on this sleek pixie cut.
It’s definitely shorter than anything I’ve ever had before, but maybe that’s exactly what I need
before seventh grade starts next month. A change. Something bold for the New Me.Mom
emerges from the dressing room in a shiny black robe and plucks the phone from my hands in
one swift motion.“Yumi, no.” She raises a generously penciled-in eyebrow. “Too short. You will
look like a boy from BTS!”“Mom!” I grab my phone back, ignoring the three robed aunties (who
aren’t really my aunties) laughing in the chairs next to me. “This is a really popular hairstyle these
days.”“Let me see.” My stylist’s leather pants squeak as she bends over for a closer look. “No
good. Your cheeks are too big for this cut.”I examine the picture again, noticing the model’s
sunken cheeks for the first time. I steal a glance at myself in the mirror, subtly sucking in my
face.Leather Pants scrunches my hair in her hands. “You need more volume.” She combs my
hair forward, obscuring the sides of my face. “Covers your yeodeureum.”My Korean isn’t that
fluent, but I know she’s talking about my acne.“She is right,” Mom says.My stomach twists.
“Yeah, but I—I don’t know. That’s not the look I’m—”Without letting me finish, Leather Pants turns
to Mom. “Perm?”“Yes, much better for her.” She nods her chin to confirm and spins her chair to
join the gaggle of gossiping aunties. Before I can object, they’re back to swapping intel.“Did you
hear that Kim moksa-nim from Hosanna Baptist is sending his son to Cornell?”“How about his
other son? Tall lawyer?” Mom gives them a knowing glance. “He’s same age as my older
daughter.”Oh brother, not this again.Meanwhile, a sharp chemical odor stings my nostrils as
strands of my hair are twirled around spools attached to a giant octopus-like machine.So this is
what disappointment smells like. Another perm. So much for the New Me.When my hair is
completely rolled up, the perm machine and I are sent to the ventilated lounge for a half hour to
marinate. Good thing I brought my new Super-Secret Comedy Notebook. I take it out from my
bag and jot down something I’ve been thinking about.It’s really frustrating that my parents
compare me to their friends’ kids.It’s always “Why can’t you play piano like Grace?” or “Why can’t
you speak Korean better like Joon?”The other day they were telling me, “Did you know that Minji



got into Harvard?”I said, “Mom, give me a break. I’m only eleven years old!”Then she tells me,
“Minji is nine!”Mom approaches, her head covered in enough aluminum foil to transmit radio
waves to Mars. I immediately shove my notebook into my bag before she can scold me for
“wasting time with that comedy nonsense.”She scoots the magazines off the chair next to me
and sits. “Yumi, I have to tell you something very important.”I freeze. “About what?”She picks up
her steaming cup of barley tea with both hands. “You know,” she says carefully, “business is not
so good at restaurant right now.”“Uh-huh.” This is not news. It’s pretty much all my parents talk
about these days. Ever since the new luxury high-rise condos went up all over Koreatown, foot
traffic into our family’s Korean barbecue restaurant has all but stopped. Dad blames the new
people for hogging all the parking spots, driving up the rent, not supporting small businesses,
and probably even causing global warming.She blows softly into the celadon teacup, her fingers
curled around it. “Yesterday I went to your school to talk to Mr. Beasley.”I stiffen at the mention of
Winston Preparatory Academy’s most crotchety administrator. “Why?”She draws close and
whispers, “To tell him we cannot afford to pay tuition next year.”“Wait. I don’t have to go to
Winston anymore?” A tightness I didn’t even know I was holding in my shoulders magically lifts,
and a giant grin spreads across my face. I consider the implications: no more starchy uniforms,
no more Latin class, no more snotty cliques, and no more disappointed teachers.FREEDOM!I
get a sudden urge to bust out my robot dance moves all over the salon. Not that I’d actually ever
do that. Not while anyone was watching, anyway.Instead I let out a satisfied sigh.Going to a new
school won’t be easy, but at least it’ll be a fresh start. A do-over of sorts. Maybe this time my
yearbook will be signed by someone other than my teachers.But then Mom shakes her head,
the tin-foiled flaps rattling. “No, you still go to Winston.” Instantly, my elaborate visions of the New
Me skitter away into thin air.I tug at a roller on my head that’s wound too tightly. “But you just said
we can’t afford—”She shushes me violently like I let it slip that she sometimes cooks with
MSG.“No, listen. Mr. Beasley says if you score at least ninety-eighth percent on exam, you can
get the academic scholarship. Attend Winston. For free,” she says, emphasizing the words for
free.“Huh? What exam?”She scoots her chair closer to mine and pulls up an email on her phone.
“Test is called SSAT. Secondary School Admission Test. You take the test on August
sixteenth.”“WHAT?” My neck swings so fast I nearly unplug the giant perm machine. “Mom, that’s
in, like, two weeks. I can’t—there’s no way I can—”Has the hair dye fried her brains? Does she
actually expect me to ace a test I’ve never heard of like it’s no big deal?She clucks her tongue in
disbelief. “You can attend best private school in Los Angeles. For free.” She blinks long and hard.
“Mommy and Daddy work so hard so you can have opportunities like this. You must do it.”This is
Mom’s go-to move for guilting me into doing something I don’t want to do. Whenever she senses
even an ounce of resistance, she busts out with, “We came here from Seoul to work seven days
a week, sacrificed everything. Why? For you! So you can (insert undesirable thing here).” Play
piano, go to Korean school, learn tae kwon do. It’s like baking soda, useful in so many different
scenarios. I’m dying to know what nonimmigrant parents say to coerce their kids.Just then,
Leather Pants pops in to check on us. She pokes around my scalp with the pointy end of a comb



and readjusts the dials on the machine. “Everything okay?”“Yes,” I tell her, despite my nerves
shooting through the roof.She leads us to the main room of the salon.Mom straightens her robe.
“Yumi, if you study very hard and graduate with good grades from Winston, you can go to top
university like your sister,” she says, this time loud enough for the aunties to hear.Ugh.Leave it to
Mom to steer this back to my sister and her million and one academic achievements. As if they
have anything to do with me. Hello, Yuri is literally a genius. An actual card-carrying member of
Mensa with an IQ of 155. And I’m . . . just me. But that doesn’t stop my parents from holding me
to her impossible standard to “inspire me.” It’s the most unfair thing ever.“But I can’t—I’m not—”
My scalp is burning. I can’t tell if it’s the chemicals or Mom getting under my skin.Her posture
softens, and she pats my knee. “Do not worry. I signed you up for hagwon to help you prepare for
test.”I recoil. Not hagwon! The last place I want to be on my summer break is in a classroom. My
head feels like when the computer mouse arrow turns into the spinning rainbow wheel. “But—but
I don’t want to—”“Studying at hagwon is better than wasting time watching YouTube jokester all
day.”“Jokester?” My breath catches in my throat. “Mom, Jasmine Jasper is not a jokester.”She’s
only the creator of the most hilarious kids’ comedy tutorials on YouTube. Not to mention my
personal hero.“Too much screen time. Rots brain. You need to study.” She pulls down the hair-
dryer dome over her head.The dryer roars to life when she flips the switch, drowning me out
completely.Thanks, Mom, for flushing what’s left of my summer vacation down the toilet.Swirling,
swirling, swirling. FLUSH.The perm machine emits a series of earsplitting beeps, and Leather
Pants scuttles back to take out my rollers. When she’s done, she sprays some fruity-smelling
product on my hair and gives it another scrunch-scrunch.“You like?” She twirls my chair around
so I’m facing the mirror.I run my fingers through the still-wet ringlets on my shoulders, vexed.
“It’s . . . just like it was before,” I tell her with a forced smile.My hair looks like Top Ramen noodles,
but I don’t say anything.Why bother? No one listens to me, anyway.CHAPTER 2The moment the
restaurant door opens, I’m met with the familiar hum of activity and the aroma of just-grilled
meat.I wave my hand to clear the haze that lingers in the air, but it’s no use. Barbecue smoke is
no joke. Our restaurant is the only one in town that still uses charcoal grills. Even though
everyone else has switched to the cleaner gas or electric ones, Dad refuses to change. He’s
convinced real charcoal imparts the most “traditional” taste. Which is why my clothes, no matter
how many times I wash them, smell like a campfire. It’s also earned me the nickname Yu-meat.
Yep, because every sixth grader at Winston Academy dreams of being known as the-new-girl-
who-smells-like-barbecue. I’ll never forgive Tommy Molina for starting that.“Go help your dad in
the kitchen,” Mom says, tying on her apron, the straps bedazzled with rhinestones. “We have a
short staff today for lunch rush.”“Okay, let me check my email first.” That, and Jasmine Jasper’s
new vlog is supposed to be up today.She shoots me a knowing glance. “Don’t spend too much
time on the computer.”“Five minutes, I promise.”Our restaurant office doubles as our living room
away from home. It’s got a couch, coffee table, computer, even a shiatsu foot massager. We
probably spend more time here than in our living room at home.I’m surprised to find my big sister
behind the computer.“Hey, Yooms,” she says to me.“Yuri!” I wrap my arms around her in a bone-



crushing hug.I haven’t seen her as much since she moved across town for medical school last
fall. Before then, I could count on catching her at the restaurant or at home taking care of me.
She’s always been like my third “cool” parent. The house and restaurant have felt so empty
without her.“What are you doing here?”“Dad needed some technical assistance with the
computer. He wants me to add an online reservation option to the website.”“Why? It’s not like it’s
hard to get a table here.”She shrugs. “You know how Dad gets with his big ideas.”I glance at the
wall of indecipherable code on the monitor. “Wow, that’s pretty intense.”“You’re telling me. All this
needs to be updated. I was supposed to leave an hour ago.” She glances at my hair. “Cute perm,
by the way.”I scrunch my nose, remembering the atrocity atop my head. “Don’t lie. I look like a
wet poodle.” I run my fingers through my spiral strands, but it only makes it frizz up some more.
“Just watch, Tommy Molina is going to have a field day coming up with nasty names for me when
school starts.” Between Yu-meat, Wet Poodle, and Top Ramen, he’s got enough material for a
Netflix special.“Don’t let that little punk get under your skin.” She tousles my hair. “Besides, it’ll
loosen up before then.”“It better.” I sit on the edge of the desk. “Actually, it’d be better if I never
have to go back to Winston ever again.”“Aw, Yumi.” My sister squeezes my wrist. “Maybe this
year will be different. Maybe you’ll make some new friends?”“Mm-hmm.” Not likely. Long before I
transferred in, everyone at my fancy private school had already settled into impenetrable cliques
of friends they’ve known since kindergarten. Not that I’d be included even if I were around back
then. Hearing them talk about the stuff they do together on weekends at the country club makes
me feel like we’re from different planets. Like the time Alexis and Avery were gushing about an
equestrian competition, and I jumped in with Quest! I love that board game! I didn’t win many
popularity points with that one. I’ve concluded that I’m better off keeping my mouth shut instead
of trying to fit in where I don’t belong. It’s just easier.Yuri smooths my hair. “You never know. New
year. New possibilities.”“New bullies.”She laughs. “Just be yourself, and everything will come
together on its own.”If only it could be that simple.Right then, Dad pops his head into the room.
“How’s website? Is it working?”“Almost done.” Yuri clicks through the screens. “I just have to add
one more plug-in.”“Good,” he says, watching my sister code. “This is what we need to bring in the
customers.”Doubtful. It’s going to take a whole lot more than a dinky online reservation button for
that to happen, but I don’t want to burst his bubble.Dad turns to me. “Yumi, I need your help.
Bring the banchan to table three. We are getting the slam.” The slam. That’s Dad’s rendition of
the phrase we’re getting slammed.“Sure.” I guess Jasmine’s vlog will have to wait until later.“Can
you help? After you finish with website?” he asks Yuri. “Until end of service?”“Yes,” Yuri says
without looking up, her fingers flying across the keyboard.When I walk into the kitchen, Manuel,
our restaurant’s main cook, greets me with a big smile. “Someone got her hair done! You look
great, cipota.”“Really? I feel like I’m five years old,” I groan, pulling on my apron. “How am I
supposed to go to middle school with this?” I fluff the sides of the frizzy cloud that is now my
hair.“If anyone gives you trouble about your hair”—he flexes his muscles—“show them your
guns. Let them know that they can’t mess with you.”“Yeah, right.” I snort as I wash my hands in
the sink. For the ten years Manuel’s been working here, he’s always said stuff like that. It’s really



silly, but if I’m being honest, it’s nice to have someone who encourages you to stand up for
yourself. In my case, it’s the Salvadoran head cook from my parents’ restaurant.I open the lid of
one of the pots on the stove and take a big whiff. “Smells great.”“You know, it’s just a little
sundubu, kimchi-jjigae, seolleongtang, and two orders of my famous doenjang-jjigae,” he says,
with a better Korean accent than mine.“Mmmmmm. Mashigeta!” It truly looks delicious. Manuel
can cook anything. His pupusas are just as legendary as the Korean dishes Mom taught
him.“You know it.” He tosses soft tofu into the bubbly red stew and gives it a sprinkle of fresh
green onion for garnish before sending it out to the pass.“How did your granddaughter’s birthday
party go the other day?” I ask him.“Good. Sofia wanted something low-key, so we ended up
having some people over for Pollo Campero and cake. A Little Mermaid one. It was
chill.”Something pops into my head. “Oooh! That reminds me of a joke.”“Let’s hear it.”“How are
parents like broken refrigerators?”“I give up. How?”“They’re loud, inconsistent, and have no chill!”
I say, barely containing my giggles.Manuel lets loose the best kind of whole-body laugh. “No
chill!” He throws his head back and holds his belly with both hands. “Burn!”“Thanks.” He’s one of
the few people I feel comfortable telling my jokes to, because he’s always honest with his
feedback.“Don’t be too hard on your mom and pops, though. They’re coming from a good place.”
He’s still laughing as he piles the tiny side dishes of cubed radish, sesame bean sprouts, black
beans, and marinated spinach onto a giant platter. “Listen, you better get this banchan out there
before the customers start complaining.”“Right.” I haul the platter up onto my shoulder and
balance it the best I can. “I got this.” I flex my biceps, which is about as thick as a chopstick.“Atta
girl!” He chuckles, flexing his arm right back at me.“Keep working on those jokes, Yumi!” he
shouts before going back to tend to the five pots of soup boiling on the stove.I’m heading out to
the dining area when Yuri pops out from behind the faded embroidered folding screen carrying
two water pitchers.Mom is already at table three greeting the bespectacled middle-aged man
sitting with his family.“How are you, Mr. Lee?” She collects the clunky leather-bound menus from
the table. “Mrs. Lee, did you change your hair? This color looks so stylish on you! Samuel, I hear
that you got first chair in your orchestra! Congratulations!”After being in business at the same
location for fifteen years, Mom knows all the regulars by name. Somehow she also remembers
their favorite entrees, preferred spice levels, tipping patterns, and if they happen to have any
eligible bachelors in the family. These days, the Lee family and a small handful of other loyal
diners are the only people I ever see at our restaurant.“You remember our daughters.” Mom rests
her hands on Yuri’s shoulders. “Girls, insa to our guests.”“Annyeonghaseyo.” We greet them with
our heads bowed.Mr. Lee sets his spoon down. “They are more beautiful each time we see
them.”“Beauty is not everything.” Mom clucks her tongue and loud-whispers to Mrs. Lee, “I’m
afraid Yuri will never get married.” She tosses her head with disdain. “She still has no
boyfriend.”Yuri’s porcelain skin flushes bright pink. You’d think we’d have grown immune to this
stuff by now, but nope, it’s still mortifying each time.Mrs. Lee chuckles. “Mrs. Chung, your
daughter is still a student. Why are you worried already?”A faux-concerned expression cloaks
Mom’s face. “She cannot meet any nice boys because she always studying, studying, studying.”



Mom sighs dramatically, clutching the pendant hanging from her necklace. “So difficult to be
youngest student at the UCLA medical school.”Mrs. Lee’s spoon clinks, hitting the side of the
dolsot bowl.“Medical school already? I thought she was in high school,” she says, like Yuri isn’t
standing right there.Mr. Lee grunts. “Looks like teenager!”Dad dashes over, nearly knocking the
traditional wooden masks from the wall. He must have sensed there was a brag session going
on.“Mr. Lee, Yuri is not teenager anymore!” He pauses. “She is twenty years old. Skipped two
grades and graduated from the university early,” he adds, injecting himself into the conversation.
I swear, my sister is like his own living, breathing trophy.Mr. Lee indulges Dad. “Wah! So smart!
She finished her studies two years early.”Dad swats at the air, feigning modesty, like they’re
talking about him.“Did you hear that, son?” Mrs. Lee elbows her teenage son.Yuri’s face is now
redder than the raw meat on the grill.The boy looks up through his long bangs. “What?”Wait for
it.“If you study hard like her, you can be a success, too,” Mr. Lee says.Ha! If I had a dollar for
every time my parents told me that, I’d be able to buy our family a second restaurant.Then Mom
gestures to me. “And you remember our second daughter, Yumi.”Ack, they’re all looking at me! I
grab the pitcher and top off the already-full water cups on the table, trying hard to ignore Mrs.
Lee’s eyes roaming up and down, evaluating my every molecule. She squints, probably
struggling to come up with a compliment.“Your younger daughter is so . . . tall.”Sad. That’s the
best thing she can come up with. I’m not even that tall. I grab the metal tongs and flip the meat on
the grill, avoiding all eye contact, hoping they’ll change the subject.“You know, our Yumi is so shy
and quiet. We don’t know what to do with her. She did not even tell us when she won the
academic scholarship to Winston Academy in Beverly Hills,” Mom says unblinkingly.I nearly give
myself whiplash. Mom. What. The. Heck.She smiles at them with her fake no-teeth grin, willfully
ignoring my silent outrage.Yuri snickers behind me.My mother has been known to stretch the
truth to make us look good. Like the time she complained to everyone at the restaurant about
how difficult it was to find a costume after I was handpicked to sing the solo in my first-grade
Christmas pageant. “She sings like an angel, just like her father,” she told everyone. In truth, I
was assigned the humble role of Wiseman #2, with no speaking parts whatsoever, much less a
solo.“You are blessed. Two obedient and smart daughters. My son here is so lazy. He never
studies. All he ever wants to do is play his violin.” Mr. Lee knocks his knuckles on his son’s scalp.
“Last week, he told me he needs money to fly to New York to perform with his orchestra.
Carnegie Hall or something. I tell him, what about your studies?”So it begins. For the next good
while, they go back and forth one-upping each other with their humblebrags.Someone get me a
barf bag.If only my parents were proud of me for the things I can actually do.CHAPTER 3Later
that night, I’m practicing new stand-up in front of my laptop.In today’s vlog, Jasmine Jasper
swore that watching and critiquing video footage of yourself is the best way to improve stage
presence. So that’s what I’m doing. Normally, I’d rather eat saeu-jeot by the spoonful than watch
myself on tape, but hey, if that’s what the pro says, that’s what the pro says. I’ll do just about
anything that’ll help me become even a fraction as funny as she is.I became a Jasmine Jasper
fan when Yuri showed me her videos to cheer me up when I didn’t get invited to my so-called



friend’s birthday party. I’ll never forget Jasmine’s stand-up about how she got her period during a
sleepover but couldn’t muster the courage to ask her friend’s mom for a maxi pad because
#shygirlproblems. She resorted to making makeshift pads out of folded toilet paper, but when
they were playing Twister, it fell out of her shorts and the dog got ahold of it and went to town. For
the rest of the night, Bella the beagle wouldn’t stop sniffing her crotch for more.Jasmine Jasper
had me howling with her facial expressions, voice impersonations, plus the doggy sniffing
sounds. It was the best distraction to help me forget how bummed I was about being left out of
the party. Also, it was nice to know I’m not the only one who gets awkward in certain social
situations. In some ways, I feel like Jasmine Jasper gets me, maybe more than anyone else in
my life. And she’s so fricking funny, too.I wonder how many times she had to practice that maxi-
pad bit in front of the mirror holding a hairbrush for a microphone before it was perfected. On her
vlogs, she’s always talking about the importance of challenging yourself to do things that make
you uncomfortable. And how we can’t ever improve until we put ourselves out there and practice,
practice, practice.If it worked for her, maybe it’ll work for me, too.Here goes nothing.I uncap my
pen, then tap the Play button, unfreezing my likeness on the screen. And instantly, it’s beyond
brutal.Cringe. Cringe. Cringe.Do I really sound like that? Do I really stand like that?I force myself
to get through the entire four minutes and twelve seconds of the clip, jotting down the million
things I need to work on:—talk way louder, slower—stand up straight, posture too slouchy—walk
around more—you are not a plant—stop saying “um”—don’t need to grip hairbrush with both
hands—no nervous giggling—pause between jokes—don’t rush the delivery—need more hand
gestures to animate storyI flip back in my notebook to fix my dumpster fire of a bit. I reread it, and
honestly, it’s not the material. There’s actually a lot of good stuff here. The real problem is my
delivery. I’m totally uncomfortable, and it shows. My nervous tics are choking the humor out of
my jokes.But how am I supposed to stop acting nervous when I am nervous?Hopeless, I fall
onto my bed face-first. What I really need is a personality transplant. From a really spontaneous,
naturally outgoing, fun-loving donor.I picture waking up from surgery after having charisma and
confidence stitched alongside my organs and being miraculously healed from my stifling self-
consciousness. I’d leave the hospital a totally different person. I’d participate in class, have a ton
of friends, and my jokes would land.I’d turn into the person I’ve always wanted to be. I’d be the
New Me!I imagine the way the New Me would perform my act. The pen in my hand can’t keep up
with my ideas.I’m convinced my hair is mad at me.For years [note: emphasize this], my mom has
insisted that I condition it, spray it, pomade it, and perm it to “give it the volume.” That’s a lot of
product, and it’s given me a severe case of dandruff. [point to crown of head] Look at this! It’s like
the Swiss Alps up there. You know what I think? I think that’s my hair follicles . . . [whisper this
loudly into the mic] getting revenge on me. I tried to tell my mom, “See! It’s because of all the
stuff you make me use.” She looked at me sternly and said, “Not my fault you did not use
enough.”Whatever. [shrug] Sometimes you just have to brush it off.The comments and the
dandruff.Be careful how you treat your hair, friends. Next time you’re in the bathroom, watch your
back. [pause] No, I mean literally check it out with some mirrors or something [pantomime this].



You might have missed some flakes back there.This will get me to loosen up. But can I really pull
it off?Jasmine Jasper says that sometimes you have to “fake it till you make it.”It’s worth a try.I
adjust the laptop screen, stand up straight, and clear my throat. “All right, here it goes. Hair Bit:
Take Two,” I say into the camera.I grip my hairbrush/microphone and project nice and loud. “I’m
convinced my hair is mad at me—”I glance at my notebook for the next line, but then a freaky
face appears behind me on the laptop screen.“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”I whip around to meet
my fate.Thankfully, it’s just Mom, looking like a killer from a bad slasher movie in her Korean
sheet mask.
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J.Lee, “everyone should read this!. I'm a grown up middle aged professional but I love all kinds of
books.... especially kids books. I couldn't wait to get my hands on this one. This one was extra
special for me because I personally experienced many of the same struggles growing up, but I
think everybody can relate in some way to Yumi Chung. Whether it be that you're trying to fit in,
had siblings (or friends) you wanted to measure up to, had big expectations from your parents,
had parents who sacrificed everything for you, or you're simply trying to figure out exactly who
you are in a complicated world. It weaves all these complex themes into a very funny yet
meaningful story. It's so easy to read and I couldn't put it down! I finished it in 1 day. Highly
recommended for everybody in the family.”

Bear, “This book is awesome!. (a review from my daughter)This book is a great book. It's very
funny, and I think you should read it! It's about Yumi Chung and her point of view. Yumi loves
Comedy, and I think if you like comedy, there's some really good jokes in here. I liked learning
about comedy. But other then comedy, you can learn about friendships, and most of all, to be
yourself.”

S. Liu, “Stand up and cheer for Yumi Chung. All Yumi Chung wants is to be a stand-up
comedian, but her immigrant parents who have sacrificed so much so that she can attend a
private school don't understand her passion. In this funny and heartwarming story, Yumi
accidentally stumbles into a comedy summer camp by impersonating another student, while
juggling summer studies for the SSAT, helping her parents' struggling Korean BBQ restaurant,
and making new friends. She manage her different identities while learning something true about
herself. A great read.”

Karahdactyl, “Funny and heartwarming. I knew I'd love the mistaken identity storyline (one of my
all-time favorite tropes) and there were a lot of laugh out loud hijinks in Yumi's doomed attempts
at pretending to be someone she's not. But what I wasn't expecting was the warmly drawn
characters, the pangs of loneliness, and the triumph of a character finding her voice on and off
the stage. Yumi's dad in particular really stole my heart. The story is great for a laugh but also
delivers an uplifting and emotional resolution.”

Tina, “You'll Want to Eat Delicious Korean BBQ after Reading This Book!. In this middle grade
novel, Kim does such a fabulous job showing what many Korean American kids go through,
pressure to study and get the best grades to enter top universities. The main character, Yumi,
would rather study comedy than go to hagwon and enter a top middle school. Readers will
embrace being honest with others, making friendships, and learning Korean culture, especially
the delicious food! A really great read!”



Tracy B., “So fun and funny!. This contemporary middle grade follows Yumi, an aspiring stand-up
comedian, who ends up at a comedy class through a case of mistaken identity. Yumi is such a
real, relatable character, full of heart and humor, and readers will be rooting for her (and her
family’s restaurant, hello KBBQ and karaoke!) from page one.”

Darlene P. Campos, “This is now one of my all-time favorite books. Yumi is so funny and so
relatable. The writing in this book is beautiful and I felt like I was alongside Yumi for the entire
story. I loved the closeness of the family, the tight friendships, and most of all, the wonderful
humor. This is an amazing read!”

Aud14, “Worth MORE than five stars!. This was a WONDERFUL book. So well written, and full of
both humor and heart. I was rooting for Yumi from the first scene, and felt the author did an
excellent job... honestly, with *every* aspect of the book. I’d give it more than five stars if I could.
Highly recommend.”

shatja, “Un bel libro!. Ritengo il libro un buon libro, si legge bene e si apprezza facilmente.
Tuttavia, ci sono stati diversi momenti in cui non sono riuscita ad apprezzare Yumi. Sarà che non
sono un'amante delle bugie sulle bugie sulle bugie e, quando i personaggi dei libri finiscono
incastrati nelle loro costanti bugie, mi sento sempre un po' frustrata.Ma, a parte le eccessive
bugie, mi è piaciuta Yumi e mi è piaciuta la sua storia, il modo in cui ci ha mostrato la sua
famiglia coreana e le loro tradizioni, abitudini, modi di fare e di volersi bene.Consigliato!”

leejinah, “wonderful & healing. Its a really nice book and i enjoyed reading it!As soon as I saw
this book I wanted to read it cuz i, also am korean.strong characters and story... I recommand it
to young teensit can get boring at some parts so i dont know about other ppl but im a huge fan of
these kind of books so i didnt mindyou sould try it!!!!”
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