


T H E  M O N E Y  Q U E S T I O N S

Both jugs were empty by eleven.
Anika, Kiara, Ranveer and Mikhil stood around the folding 
table beside the banyan tree. There was nothing left to sell,
and Anika held a fistful of money.

I sold the most cups.

I made the lemonade.

I made the sign.

Excuse me. Who carried the ice?

You also drank a lot of lemonade.

That was hydration.

Anika held up the notes.

We made a thousand rupees.

That stopped the argument, for about three seconds.
Kiara sat down on the grass and opened her Money 
Journal.

Not exactly.

Three faces turned towards her.
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She wrote:

Mikhil stared at the notes in Anika’s hand.

There are one thousand rupees right there. I can see them.

Anika looked at Kiara’s list.

Mum paid for all of this. She gets it back first.

She counted out ₹420 and put it under one of the empty 
jugs.
Then she counted what remained.

We looked much richer a minute ago.

Under the banyan tree, Kiara’s grandpa, Dadu, closed his 
book.

Why did anyone give you money in the first place?

They were thirsty.
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And we had cold lemonade.

They wanted lemonade, so they paid for it.

Dadu looked at Mikhil.

Did any customer ask you to carry ice for them?

No. But the lemonade would have been warm without it.

Exactly. You helped make something they wanted to buy.

So they paid for the lemonade. My ice helped.

At the corner of the lane, Raju was crouched beside an 
upside-down bicycle.
Dadu nodded towards him.

What do people pay Raju for?

Fixing punctures.

And what does that let them do?

Raju spun the bicycle wheel. It went round twice and 
stopped.

Get where they were going.

Mikhil pointed at Raju.

One puncture can ruin your whole morning.

Dadu laughed.

Especially if you’re already late.
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Kiara looked down at her journal.
Under the numbers, she wrote:

Ranveer looked at the ₹580.

So what do we do with it?

Mikhil opened his mouth.

No.

I haven’t said anything yet!

You were going to say pizza.

And garlic bread. Let me finish.

Anika heard a rustle and turned. Nitya from Lane 5 was 
trying to open the last book on the stone platform.

The pages are stuck.

She tried again, then put it back and looked at Anika.

Is there another one?

That’s the only one left.

Nitya glanced at the book, then headed home.

There used to be loads of books here.
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What happened to them?

People borrowed them.

And never brought them back?

Dadu glanced at the platform.

Some never came back. The rain got to the ones left here.

Anika went over and picked up the rain-damaged book. She
looked down the lane after Nitya.

Can’t we fix this?

The book?

Anika looked along the bare platform.

This whole place. We could bring some books back.

And keep them out of the rain.

Like a little book stop.

Book stop sounds like a bus stop.

A book stand?

Kiara looked at the platform.

Book Bay?

Anika tried out the name aloud.

Book Bay.

Ranveer nodded.
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That works.

Mikhil looked at the ₹580.
Then at the ruined book.
Then back at the ₹580.

So all of this goes into Book Bay?

We don’t even know how much Book Bay costs.

Anika put the book back and returned to the table. She 
tucked the remaining ₹580 into an envelope.

Then we don’t spend it yet.

Mikhil sighed.

Goodbye, pizza. Goodbye, garlic bread. We had plans.

The children collected ₹1,000 from selling lemonade. That
was their revenue: the money that customers paid.
The lemonade cost ₹420 to make and sell. That was their
expense.
After those costs, ₹580 remained. That was their profit.
Why did customers hand over money in the first place? They
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wanted cold lemonade, and the children were offering it.
Raju’s customers wanted their bicycles working again, and
he could do that for them.
Mikhil’s  work  mattered  because  it  helped  make  the
lemonade cold. Nobody was buying ice-carrying by itself.

And when money comes in, you still have to count what it
costs you to make it.
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