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    Chapter 1




    The Outdoor Store





    The glass felt cold as I pressed my face against the display case. They had three colors, but I already knew which one I wanted.




    “Looking for something?” the worker asked from behind the counter.




    I stood up quickly and tapped the glass. “Yeah,” I said. “The camouflage one please.”




    The worker fished out the small pocketknife and set it on the counter.




    Clink.




    “Wait a second,” she said, leaning closer. “Are you old enough to have a knife?”




    I picked it up slowly and stared at it. “Me and my dad and my big brother Cody are going camping,” I said softly. I carefully pulled back the blade and it flashed under the store’s bright lights. “You got to have a pocketknife to survive in the woods at night.”




    “Careful,” she said. “That little bugger is sharp, and I’m all out of Band-Aids.”




    I smiled and snapped the blade closed. “I promise to be careful,” I said, turning to walk away.




    Sprang!




    “Oomph.” I banged into the corner of Cody’s shopping cart and dropped the pocketknife. It bounced off my foot and slid under the cart. Cody picked it up.




    “Nice choice,” he said, tossing it back to me. “Too bad Mommy will never let you have it.”




    I put it on top of our overflowing cart and looked over my shoulder at the worker. She was shaking her head.




    “Good thing Daddy took us shopping for camping stuff then,” I said.




    “Yeah right, Max. And who do you think Daddy’s boss is?”




    I hunched my shoulders up and down, then stopped. “Oh,” I said.




    “Just help me push this thing,” he said. “It won’t budge with all this gear.”




    “Do you think we got too much?” I asked.




    “Nah,” he said. “This is just right for a weekend camping trip.”




    I ran over and grabbed the shopping cart’s handle. I dug my toes into the floor, hung my head between my arms and pushed. Cody joined in and the cart started rolling over the checkered floor tiles.




    “Thanks,” he said. “This is way easier with two people.”




    We pushed harder and the cart rolled faster.
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    “Cody?” I asked.




    “Yes?”




    “Do you even know where we’re going?”




    Cody peeked around the side of the cart. “Straight,” he said. “Daddy’s in line.”




    The cart was moving faster now, so I leapt onto the back and pumped with one leg.




    Cody hopped up and joined in. “This is way better,” he said, hanging on the handle.




    “Weee!” I said, leaning back. But as I did, the cart popped a wheelie and began to tip. I looked at Cody and his eyes were wide.




    “Let go, Max!” he shouted. “Jump!”




    We both leapt off the cart and the front wheels slammed onto the floor.




    Clank! Clank!




    It hurled down the aisle heading straight for Daddy.




    “Look out!” Cody screamed, sprinting after it. “Runaway cart!”




    Cody lunged forward and snagged the corner of the handle. I dove for the same side and yanked. The cart tipped.




    Clang! Smash!




    “Uh-oh,” said Cody. We watched our camping supplies spill onto the floor. The cart skidded to a stop and a small pot wobbled across Daddy’s foot.




    Cody and I slowly walked toward the wreckage, carefully stepping over the sleeping bags, flashlights, tents, and mosquito nets spread across the aisle.




    “Sorry, Daddy,” I said.




    “Yeah,” said Cody. “Sorry.”




    Daddy knelt beside the overturned cart and rubbed his forehead.




    The worker at the checkout behind him clicked a button on his microphone.




    Ksssh.




    “Clean up on aisle seven,” he said.




    Ksssh.




    “Aisle seven. Clean up, please.”




    Daddy picked up the cart and turned to the worker. “I’m terribly sorry,” he said. “They’ll take care of it.”




    “It was an accident, Daddy,” Cody said, picking up things and dropping them into the cart. “We didn’t mean to.”




    “I know,” he said, pulling his list out and tapping on it. “But we only needed five things. And all you two had to get was a snack and a freeze-dried dinner.”




    I rummaged through the pile on the floor and pulled out my dinner and a package of beef jerky. “And we did that,” I said. “Here’s my spaceman food and snack right here.”




    Cody grabbed his too and held it in the air.




    A lady worker came to help with the cleanup. “Not to worry,” she said, smiling at Cody and me. “It’s not the first time we’ve had a cart spill its guts.” She grabbed a sleeping bag and tossed it in. “Going camping?”




    “Yes,” Daddy said, “we’re paddling out to Swampy Island Lake tomorrow.”




    “Well, looks like you have everything covered,” she said.




    “And then some,” Daddy said softly. “Most of this stuff is going back.” He squinted his eyes at Cody and me. “Just snacks and dinner, right boys?”




    We nodded then finished cleaning up. The worker led us to a checkout line and started scanning our stuff.




    Beep!




    “Spaghetti and meatballs,” she said. “That’s always a good choice.”




OEBPS/Images/Camping_Chaos_Free_Download_Illustration.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Cove.jpg
lllustrated by Gustavo Mazali






OEBPS/Images/Title.jpg
AXE.
\AMES

CAMPING
CHAOS

J. RYAN HERSE

aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa





OEBPS/Fonts/AGaramondPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/Images/CampingChaos-01.jpg





