







The rumors are flying
behind closed doors. …

“Who? Kayla? What makes you think that?”

Hearing my own name made my heart pound. I held my breath and listened.

“Shhh! Lots of things. Number one: her clothes. Everything she wears is …”

There were voices, several voices. I couldn’t tell how many. Two, three, maybe even more than that. But they were whispering, so it was hard for me to recognize them.

“… isn’t it weird about all that mail and …”

“… some special reason to make phone calls …”

“Yeah, and where is she really from? I mean, she obviously isn’t …”

I was pressing my ear against the crack of the door, straining to hear.

Who was it? Boo? Shelby? Betsy? I just couldn’t tell.

I pictured all seven of the Cabin 4 girls standing around washing their hands. Talking, talking, talking. About me.
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To my “gold” friends I thought I had lost
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Sunday, June 15

At least this was only temporary. I was stuck here at this summer camp for four weeks, and then we would move to the new house. I could put up with just about anything for four weeks.

It could be worse. I could have a horrible earache right now. It could be raining. I could be stuck at math camp instead of just plain old summer camp. A math camp where they only served lima beans for dinner every day. So this was better than being stuck at math camp with an earache while eating lima beans in the middle of a rainstorm. That cheered me up just a little bit.

As I looked around, I realized I was the only person standing still while all around me, everyone was moving. Climbing up and down the big hill in front of us. Waving to someone in the crowd. Asking questions or giving directions. Carrying suitcases, pillows, sleeping bags.

A car pulled up, and even before it came to a stop, a girl with long brown hair threw open the back door and jumped out. Two other girls ran up and hugged her. “What cabin are you in? Which counselor did we get?” At least some people were happy to be here.

A long line of cars was slowly creeping up the gravel road, and I watched scenes like this over and over. Sometimes the girl in the car got out slowly and looked around. No one ran up to her car and screamed and hugged her, so I could tell she was a new girl, like me. Her parents would stand there for a few seconds looking confused, until one of the counselors in the green shirts would say hello and give them instructions about what to do and where to go.

It reminded me of the time our family was in New York City on vacation, and we went to Grand Central Station and watched all the people coming and going in the big lobby.

But this was North Carolina, not New York. And we weren’t in the city anymore, that was for sure. I couldn’t believe all the nature I was seeing for the first time. Mama and Daddy put Samantha and me on the plane this morning, and as we were coming in for the landing, all I could see were green mountains, trees, and rivers everywhere.

Nearby the camp director and a big group of counselors were busy welcoming parents and girls. A counselor in a green shirt noticed I was by myself and walked up to me. “Hey! Can I help you find anything?”

“Oh, no thanks. I told my little sister to meet me here after she moved into her cabin.”

We were standing under shade trees in front of the dining hall. Behind us was a wooden footbridge across a stream, and hidden behind some trees was a little cabin that looked like it came right out of pioneer times, with a couple of rocking chairs on the porch and flowered curtains hanging in the open windows.

She glanced at the wooden name tag I was wearing around my neck. “Well, Kayla, it’s nice to meet you. I’m Libby. If you have any questions, just let me or one of the other counselors know, okay?”

“Thanks. Actually … is there a piano somewhere that I could practice on a little sometimes?”

“Oh, yeah. There’s a piano in each of the lodges. You can go in there any time during free time and practice.”

“Thanks! Nice to meet you, Libby,” I said.

She walked off to talk to some other people. Then I noticed Samantha far away at the top of the hill, and when she saw me waving, she started running in my direction. The dozens of beaded braids in her hair were all bouncing as she ran. I’d worn my hair like that when I was younger, but I’d gotten a short haircut for the summer.

Three other girls were running with Samantha. By the time they got to me, they were all out of breath. “This place is so cool!” Samantha announced.

I couldn’t keep from smiling. “You like it?”

“I don’t like it. I love it! And these are my friends. We’re all in the same cabin. Junior Cabin Two. Gracie, Mary Claire, and Alyssa—meet my sister Kayla. She’s twelve. That makes her a Middler.” We’d just found out that there were three different age groups here at Pine Haven.

Alyssa, the one with big teeth and long, dark hair hanging in her eyes, looked me up and down. “Huh. You look older than twelve.”

“Well, I’ll be thirteen in September,” I told her. “Did you get your sheets unpacked and your bed made?” I asked Samantha.

She nodded. “I picked out a top bunk. And I thought there weren’t any bathrooms, but there are. Only they’re not inside the cabins. There’s this other building with faucets on one side and bathroom stalls on the other.”

 “We found out the name for the bathrooms is ‘Solitary.’ Isn’t that weird?” asked Gracie, the smallest girl, with bright red hair. She was holding Samantha’s hand.

“And we’re the first ones to get moved into our cabin. Every cabin has eight girls and two counselors. So four more girls aren’t even here yet. But the four of us are already friends, and we just met ten minutes ago!”

Samantha was so excited she bounced up and down on her toes. I was glad she was fitting right in, but there was something I wanted to warn her about.

“Can I talk to you for one second?” I reached for her arm and led her down the path a little ways.

“Now what?” she groaned. “My friends are waiting for me.”

 I sighed. “I want you to have fun here and everything, but remember one thing, okay? We’re only at Camp Pine Haven for a short time. Then we move to the new house.”

It wasn’t the first time we’d moved, and it probably wouldn’t be the last. I just didn’t want Samantha getting all attached to these girls she might never see again.

Samantha’s mouth opened in amazement, and her forehead wrinkled up. “What do you mean, a short time? We’re here for a whole month!”

“I know. A month sounds like a long time, but it’ll go by fast,” I warned her. I wanted to remind her that practically as soon as she made these friends, she’d be saying good-bye to them and starting all over again.

“I’m glad you’re meeting some other girls, but …”

“But what?” She glared at me with her dark brown eyes.

What was I supposed to tell her? Don’t bother to make friends because we’re just passing through? You think these girls are your new best friends, but next year you might not even remember what they look like?

“But don’t forget that I’m your sister, and I’m your real best friend,” I said finally. I tried to hug her, but she slipped out of my arms and danced backward a few steps.

“Okay. Whatever!” she said, shaking her head and making her braids bounce. She didn’t like it when I got too affectionate with her.

She ran back to Gracie and grabbed her hand. “Come on. Let’s go explore the rest of the camp.” And she was off with her new friends without looking back.

I just hoped she wouldn’t be too upset when camp was over. Friends come and go, but family is forever. That was one thing I’d learned from all the times we’d had to move. Maybe Samantha would learn that lesson soon. The sooner she figured that out, the better off she’d be.

I hadn’t met one single person yet, and I was fine with that. It wouldn’t be hard to go without friends for a month. I could put up with just about anything for a month.

Except maybe an earache and lima beans.
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“Since you’re new, we’ll be happy to help you out. After lights out, it’s okay for us to talk to each other as late as we want,” said Boo Bauer.

She was a heavyset girl with blond hair and big round glasses that made her eyes look gigantic. She was sitting on the counselor’s bed, telling her all kinds of things about the rules. Our counselor’s name was Gloria Mendoza, and at lunch she’d told us it was her first year here at Pine Haven. As soon as she’d said that, Boo had pounced on her like a cat chasing a windup mouse.

“During rest hour, campers don’t have to sit on their bunks and be quiet. It’s totally fine for us to talk or play cards. Oh, and when counselors go on leave, they’re supposed to bring candy back to their campers. It’s a custom we have around here.”

Gloria just smiled at Boo. “Thanks for the help. I think I know the rules, though.” She seemed nice. She had a sweet smile and pretty green eyes, and she’d told us her activity was crafts. Every counselor worked at one particular activity.

“I’m an old camper too,” said Laurel-Ann Humphreys, the girl with braces and her hair in two braids. “You can always ask me if you have any questions. It’s hard being new. I know because I remember what it was like last year. There are all kinds of Pine Haven words you need to know, and lots of traditions. And songs. We sing lots of songs. I think that’s the worst part about being new—not knowing all the words to the songs, and you’re looking around, and—”

“Hyphen, remember sometimes you need to stop talking and take a breath,” Boo told her. “Otherwise you’ll pass out.” Laurel-Ann frowned at her and went back to unpacking her trunk.

I’d figured out that Hyphen was Laurel-Ann’s nickname because her name had a hyphen in it on her name tag. I had no idea what Boo’s real name was, if she even had one. I felt awkward saying her name out loud, like I was trying to sneak up on her and scare her.

“I’ll take this empty top bunk, if that’s okay with everybody,” offered Shelby Parsons. She was new like me and thin as a rail.

“Good, I hate the top bunk,” said Boo. “You will too when you have to climb down and go to Solitary in the middle of the night.”

The four of us were the Side B girls. The other half of the cabin was for the Side A girls and their counselor. We could hear them over there talking and unpacking too, but a low wooden wall separated the cabin into two open rooms.

I was totally okay with that. Meeting three other girls and my new counselor was about all I could handle at the moment.

It was early in the evening, and we’d spent the afternoon at the lake taking swim tests. But now everyone was in the cabin, unpacking, talking, and getting to know each other.

That is, they were talking and getting to know each other. I was just unpacking. They could talk as much as they wanted, as long as they left me alone.

I’d taken the bottom bunk under Shelby, and there was a long shelf beside my bed made out of plain, rough wood for me to put my personal items on. I pulled a plastic bag out of my trunk and took out my shampoo, conditioner, toothpaste, and deodorant and lined them all up in a neat row.

These cabins were simple, to say the least. That little cabin near the dining hall with the rocking chairs on the porch had looked cozy, but the cabins where all the campers slept weren’t much.

I looked at the bare wooden walls. The cabins wouldn’t have looked too bad, except for one thing. 
People had been signing their names all over, everywhere. I mean, everywhere. On the walls, on the wooden boards of the ceiling, on the beams overhead, on the shelves. Some people had even signed the window screens that covered the top part of the front and back walls.

In big black letters. In big white letters. I could hardly see an inch of bare wall that didn’t have a name on it somewhere. And the dates—I couldn’t believe how old they were! holt & BOBO 1974. Now that was old. I glanced around at the ceiling and wondered if this whole cabin would topple over at any minute. You just never knew.

“Why don’t you put your pillow down on that end?” Boo told Laurel-Ann. They both had single cots next to each other.

“Why? What does it matter?” asked Laurel-Ann, pulling a purple blanket out of her trunk.

“Because I put my pillow at the other end, and that way, our cots will be head to toe instead of head to head. I don’t want to smell your breath all night. Plus, you’re less likely to try to carry on a conversation with my feet.”

“Well, okay, but it’s going to feel weird for me to sleep with my head pointing out toward the middle of the cabin,” Laurel-Ann started off, and then she went on and on about what direction her bed at home faced.

I really wished I could stick some cotton balls in my ears so I wouldn’t have to listen to everyone.

It was a waste for me to even be here. Instead of unpacking my trunk here, I could be at our old house right now. Even though movers were coming soon to load up the moving van, there was still so much work to do. Mama and Daddy were busy packing boxes and sorting through closets and drawers for things to keep or give away. I could be helping with all that.

I took out a stack of pink towels and put them on one end of my shelf. Then I pulled out a box of blank note cards. I’d promised my friends I’d write them, but I wasn’t sure how good I would be about keeping that promise. Next I unpacked a few framed photos I’d brought along of my family. Just looking at my parents’ smiling faces made me miss them.

This was our third move, and Samantha and I had always been around to help out with everything. But this time was going to be different. “A real headache,” Daddy had called it. We had to be moved out of our old house by a certain date, but we couldn’t move into our new house for another twelve days. So that meant twelve days of being stuck in the middle, between two different houses in two different states.

Plus there was the really long drive from Baltimore to Tampa. Then they’d be staying in a hotel for almost two weeks. They just didn’t want to put us through all that. So off we went to Pine Haven instead.

I was kneeling in front of my open trunk, sorting through my clothes. I pulled out four new pairs of shorts and tugged on the plastic strings of the price tags until they snapped. Then I did the same thing with the tags on my new shirts. Some of them still had those little size stickers stuck to them. By the time I was finished, there was a small pile of trash on the floor. I scooped it up and carried it to the trash can.

“Wow. All new clothes. I’ve never seen anyone bring all new clothes to camp before,” said Boo. I turned around and saw that she was staring into my open trunk.

I didn’t know what I was supposed to say to that, so I didn’t say anything. Now Laurel-Ann and Shelby had stopped what they were doing to watch me too.

What did they care if I brought new clothes, old clothes, or plastic trash bags to wear? If I wanted to wear a grass skirt and dance a hula with a pineapple on top of my head, was it any of their business?

“Are you rich or something?” asked Boo from where she sat on her cot, staring at me with her magnified eyes.

What kind of question was that to ask someone?

“No.”

“You got some nice clothes. All designer brands, too,” she went on. Shelby and Laurel-Ann couldn’t take their eyes off us either.

“Thank you,” I said. What else was I supposed to say?

It just so happened that I didn’t have a lot of regular clothes, since I had to wear a uniform at my old school. And when I’d started packing for camp, I realized that none of my clothes from last summer fit me anymore. I grew three inches this year.

So Mama had taken Samantha and me on this crazy, last-minute shopping trip yesterday afternoon. I was lucky I had any clothes at all to wear. I easily could’ve showed up with nothing to wear but some plastic trash bags. Either that or a couple of plaid jumpers and white shirts. I hoped the girls in Samantha’s cabin weren’t giving her a hard time right now over her new wardrobe.

“Is that your mom? Oh my gosh, she is so pretty!” Laurel-Ann exclaimed. She was leaning down and staring at the pictures on my shelf.

I wondered what else these girls were going to do to invade my privacy. Maybe Shelby would ask me what color undies I’d brought along.

“Yes, that’s my mom,” I said.

Laurel-Ann picked up the photo of Mama and stood there breathing on it. Could she even see the picture anymore through the fog she was leaving on the glass? “She looks like a movie star! Is she a model or something?”

“No.”

That photo was one of Mama’s professional head shots, and it wasn’t an exaggeration—she did look like a model in it. Her curly black hair had been perfectly styled, and she had on silver loop earrings and a silver necklace that sparkled in the light. The rose-colored eye shadow and lipstick looked fabulous against her smooth brown complexion. It was my favorite picture of her.

“She could be a model, though. What does she do?” asked Laurel-Ann, handing my picture over to Boo so she could give it her own detailed inspection.

“She works at a TV station,” I said. I clasped both hands behind my back, because that was the only way I could keep from snatching my picture back and rubbing it down with a towel to get all their fingerprints and foggy breath off it.

“Really?” Boo’s jaw practically dropped to the floor. “Doing what?”

“It’s kind of hard to explain,” I said.

Actually, it wasn’t hard to explain at all. All of her jobs have been in broadcast journalism, so basically she did the news. On TV. She’d started off as a feature reporter in the beginning, but her new job was going to be weekend anchor. So it was kind of a big deal. This move was really great for her career.

Boo was staring at me. “What’s so hard to explain? Is she on TV or not?”

Should I just tell them? It would sound like I was bragging. Oh, my mom’s on television. I glanced at Gloria, hoping she’d tell them to mind their own business.

“Why don’t you give Kayla the picture back?” she suggested. Three sets of eyes watched me as I casually put it back on the shelf. I’d wipe their fingerprints off later.

It could be worse. I could’ve ended up with a top bunk like Shelby. Boo could be identical twins. Laurel-Ann could’ve dropped Mama’s picture and broken the glass. And I might’ve cut my hand, and then maybe I would get an infection. At least I wasn’t sleeping in a top bunk with an infected cut while two identical Boos asked me twice as many questions every time I had to climb down to go to a bathroom called Solitary.

Thinking about that cheered me up a little.

But not much.
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The one good thing was that we didn’t have lima beans for dinner. We had chicken, green beans, and mashed potatoes. I got to wave to Samantha from across the dining hall, but that was about it. From our table, I could see her talking nonstop to all her new friends. I was glad she was happy, at least. It didn’t matter so much about me.

“Good. At least there are vegetarian alternatives,” announced Devon Fairchild, one of the Side A girls. She’d gone to the salad bar and gotten a serving of spinach quiche and salad.

Devon had black hair and blue eyes, and her complexion was the same color as a glass of milk. Even though she was a new girl, she seemed to be good friends with Christina Ramirez, a girl with dark, wavy hair and two different colored sneakers on—one yellow, one red.

Maggie Windsor was another friend of Christina’s. She had curly red hair, and she told jokes all through dinner. Chris laughed at all of them, but Devon didn’t even crack a smile. As far as I could tell, Devon and Maggie had just met each other for the first time, and neither one of them was too happy about that.

The other counselor in our cabin was named Caroline Heyward, but her name tag said wayward on it. She was looking around at all of us and nodding. “Looks like a good cabin. Very Zen.”

This Wayward person was kind of strange. All day she’d walked around in sunglasses and a pink and gray plaid hat. I’d heard her tell a couple of parents that she was a riding counselor and that she’d been coming to Pine Haven for fourteen years.

That was a big topic of discussion around here—how many years you’d been coming to this camp. The longer, the better, it seemed like. But I doubted I’d ever stay in one place for fourteen years.

After dinner, I tried to squeeze through the crowd so I could talk to Samantha for a second, but there were too many people in the way, so I couldn’t get to her.

Outside, the sun had slipped down behind the mountains that were way off in the distance. The light was all soft now, and I couldn’t get over how green everything was. I’d never seen this many trees before in my life.

I was walking up the big hill toward our cabin when Betsy Smith, the Side A girl with short blond hair, came up to me. She’d been in my group during the swim tests, but other than that, I hadn’t talked to her much.

 “The first day is kind of weird, isn’t it? Is this your first year?” Betsy asked.

“Uh-huh. How about you?”

“Yeah, it’s my first year, but my mother came here, so I’ve been hearing Pine Haven stories forever. I was destined to come here eventually.”

All of a sudden, a feeling of sadness pressed down on me. People who came back year after year after year. Girls who had mothers who came here. It was like they all belonged. Even the new girls already had ties to this place. And I’d probably leave here in a month and never come back.

Oh, well. It didn’t matter.

I tried to think of something to say to Betsy, but there was a long pause. Luckily, Laurel-Ann came panting up beside us.

“All these hills! My legs are hurting already. But don’t worry. You’ll get used to it. Now we go to evening program. In the lodge. I’ll show y’all where it is. We should all sit together. I was a newbie last year, and I didn’t have any friends at first. Now I’ve got lots of friends here, but you can always make more, right?”

And from that point on, I didn’t need to worry anymore about making conversation, because Laurel-Ann had taken over.

I was anxious to see the lodge, because I wanted to check out the piano. When we filed through the large wooden doors, I immediately spotted it pushed up against one wall. There were two girls sitting on the bench with their backs to the piano and their elbows resting on the keyboard. I wouldn’t even have a chance to go over and strike a few keys to hear its tone.

The noise was deafening in here with all the people inside. This lodge was huge—one big room with stone walls and an arched ceiling overhead. There was a fireplace on one wall, and through the back door I could see people sitting out on a porch.

Laurel-Ann, Betsy, and I found an empty spot on the floor and sat down cross-legged.

“Are the Juniors coming to this too?” I asked Laurel-Ann.

“Oh, no. This is just the Middler evening program. The Juniors and Seniors are in their own lodges right now.”

OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0008-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00ii-01.jpg
One Summer. One Slecpaway Camp.
“Three Thrilling Stories!

S“Iwgg\' mer sﬂgmp

How far will Kelly
gotohold on to
her new friends?

What happens when Judith
Ducksworth decides to

become JD at camp?

Can Darcy and
Nicole’s friendship
survive the summer?






OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/9781442406681.jpg
ALADDIN
New York London Toronto Sydney








OEBPS/images/f0018-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
ALADDIN
N Yok Londia Tieoids. Saliab





