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Chapter 1
GABE


It was so late that it was almost tomorrow. Gabe had been awake later than this only once before. That was New Year’s Eve, and his mom had let him have a sleepover with some of his math team friends. Rather than counting down to the new year when it was just ten seconds away, like most people, at 8:00 p.m. they figured out how many seconds there were until the ball dropped and then counted down ten seconds occasionally throughout the night (at 8:32 they counted down from 12,480 to 12,470).

He thought now of figuring out how many seconds there were until his train tomorrow, but that would probably just make him more excited and anxious, and Gabe needed to stop thinking about tomorrow so he could sleep.

He couldn’t help being excited about the future—the future with my new brother! he thought, even though he was trying so hard not to think at all. He remembered back to first grade, when his friend Eric’s little sister was born, and how jealous he was. “Can you please have a baby?” he’d asked his mom again and again.

“You need a mom and a dad to have a baby,” his mom had said. “And they have to want to have a baby together.”

Gabe had known even then that that wasn’t going to happen. His mom and dad were divorced—they had been divorced from the time he was a baby himself—and they wouldn’t want to have another baby together, since they didn’t even talk to each other except for a few words when one of them dropped him off with the other.

“You’re enough for me, Gabe,” his mother always told him. “I know you’d like a brother or sister, but I’m sorry. It’s going to be just us.” Sometimes she gave his head a squeeze and added, “You’ve got enough brains for two kids, anyway.”

But Gabe kept hoping that his mom would surprise him. One time, last year, Gabe made the grave mistake of asking her, excitedly, if she was pregnant. That night, she took a big black garbage bag and cleared out the pantry of everything that tasted good, and Gabe had to rely on hanging out at friends’ houses if he wanted to eat anything but leafy greens.

For some reason it never even occurred to him that his dad could be the one to get him a sibling, but that’s what was happening. And the best part was that his new brother was already his age, because his dad was marrying a woman named Carla who also had a son who was ten, Zack. They lived 2,825 miles away in Los Angeles, California (a 6-hour plane ride or 43-hour drive or a 706-hour walk!). They were visiting New York now, and Gabe was going to meet them for the first time—tomorrow! But after they got married at the end of August, Carla and Zack were going to live in New York City with Gabe’s dad, which meant that whenever Gabe went to visit his dad he’d also be visiting his brother.

Manhattan was close enough that Gabe could go visit on weekends. He and Zack could do all the fun city stuff together, like go to the Museum of Natural History, but he could also go home before he had to deal with what he imagined would be annoying things about having a brother 100 percent of the time, like fighting over using the computer or both needing the P volume of the encyclopedia at the same time. Everything about it was perfect, perfect, perfect.

As Gabe lay in bed—his homework done and on his desk even though he wasn’t going to school tomorrow, and his duffel bag packed with clothes to spend two nights in the city—he thought about his new stepbrother. Would Zack look different in person than he did in pictures? Would he be taller or shorter than Gabe? (Gabe hoped they’d be the same.) Would he wear glasses for reading or distance? (Gabe’s were for both.) Would he prefer chocolate or vanilla (Gabe liked vanilla), fiction or nonfiction (Gabe liked both equally), multiplication or division (Gabe preferred division, the longer the better)? It doesn’t matter, Gabe decided. I’ll like him no matter what, because we’re going to be brothers.

Gabe fell asleep smiling. He was going to love his new brother. They were going to become best friends.



Chapter 2
ZACK


The next morning, Gabe stood in the middle of Penn Station, holding his duffel bag with his left hand and his mom’s hand with his right. People rushed past them in every direction, even though it was 10:15, the middle of the morning—he’d be doing social studies if he was at school—and Gabe thought that these people should be at work. He scanned all the bodies and faces through his glasses, looking for his dad and wondering if each kid who passed could be Zack, even though that wouldn’t make much sense.

“Here comes your dad,” Gabe’s mom said. She smiled and waved, and Gabe craned his head to look, but he was too short. His mom turned to Gabe. “Have fun, honey, and be nice to Carla and Zack.”

“I will,” Gabe promised. He was still trying to see who was coming, but a large woman with two suitcases had stopped right in front of him to examine a map, and he couldn’t see anything around her.

“Only one soda with dinner, Gabe,” his mom said, “and then water if you’re still thirsty.”

“Okay.”

“And I don’t know what Carla and Zack will be like, but—”

“Dad!” shouted Gabe. He dropped his duffel bag, let go of his mother’s hand, and flung himself into his dad’s waist.

“Gabe-o!”

“Where’s Zack? And Carla?”

His dad put his hands on Gabe’s shoulders and nodded his head toward the wall. “We’ll go over there in a second. They’re excited to meet you.”

Gabe stood on his tiptoes and looked where his dad had nodded. He caught a glimpse of a woman with curly hair and a boy about his age who seemed to be wearing headphones.

“Just a minute,” said his mom. She handed Gabe his duffel bag. “Be good,” she said, and Gabe nodded, his eyes pointed in the direction of his new family members. “Remember about the soda, please,” she said, “and listen to Dad. I’ll meet you right here on Sunday at four, and we’ll take the four-twelve back home together.” She said that last one more to Gabe’s dad than to Gabe, which was good because he wasn’t really listening anyway.

“I got him,” said his dad.

His mom nodded. “Congratulations on your engagement.”

“Thanks.” His dad patted Gabe on the head. “Say goodbye to your mom.”

There was a lull in passersby, and Gabe was getting a pretty good look at Zack, who had spiky dark hair and was pressing buttons on a cell phone. It was hard to pull his focus away, but Gabe did. He gave his mom a hug and said, “Bye, Mom. See you on Sunday.” Then he turned to his dad. “Let’s go.”

The two of them made their way through the crowd. Despite all his excitement and all the mental lists he’d compiled of things he could talk about with his new stepbrother, face to face with him, Gabe found himself suddenly nervous and speechless.

“Gabe,” said his dad, “this is my soon-to-be new wife, Carla.”

Carla extended her hand to shake Gabe’s and gave him a smile that looked even nicer in person than it did in the pictures his dad had shown him—Gabe thought it could get her a role in a toothpaste commercial. She was also a lot taller and thinner than his own mom. I couldn’t make the mistake of thinking she’s pregnant, Gabe thought.

“Hello, Gabe!” said Carla. “I’ve been looking forward to meeting you!”

“Hi,” Gabe said. He had mostly been looking forward to meeting Zack, but he didn’t say so.

“This is Zack,” Carla said.

Zack didn’t look up from the phone he was using. “Hang on,” he said.

“Zack,” Carla said with a sigh. “Put your phone away and meet Gabe.”

“Hang on,” Zack said. He typed quickly into the phone’s keypad, pressed send, and then closed up the phone and stuck it into his back pocket. Only then did he look up and seem to notice Gabe. “Hey.”

“Hi,” said Gabe.

“Sorry. I had to text back.”

“That’s your phone?” Gabe asked.

“Yeah. I know, it’s kind of old. But the two-year contract is up in June, so I’ll get a new one then. A couple of my friends have iPhones, but I don’t really want one. I think they’re overrated.”

Gabe didn’t know what to say, so he just said, “Yeah. Totally.” A few kids in his class had their own cell phones, but his mom said he wasn’t allowed to have one until high school, and that was fine with him. It wasn’t like he talked to his friends on the phone. But now he wished he had one or at least knew about the technology in the latest models, so that he could have said an actual sentence to Zack. Do people even say “totally”? he thought. He wondered who Zack was text messaging now. Wouldn’t everyone he knew be in school?

“What’s your cell number?” Zack asked. “I’ll missed-call you, and then you’ll have mine.”

“I don’t have one,” he admitted. There went his first opportunity to become best friends.

“Zack is only allowed to have one because there are no pay phones at the skate park,” Carla said to Gabe. “And it’s supposed to be for emergencies only,” she added with a sigh that showed she had given up on Zack’s following that rule.

“You two guys have a lot of things in common,” said Gabe’s dad cheerily. But before he could begin to say what, exactly, those things were, Carla tapped him on the shoulder and pointed to her watch. “Oh, right,” said Gabe’s dad. “We’d better get to the subway. Cake tasting at eleven.”

Gabe’s dad and Carla took off, hand in hand, down the crowded corridor. Zack started following them, and Gabe hurried to keep up with Zack.

“What’s your bag from?” Zack asked.

Gabe glanced down at his duffel bag as he walked. He figured Zack was asking where he had gotten the bag because of the logo on the side, which had an open book and said, ALL-STAR READERS 2010. But instead of saying that his library gave it to him because he read eight books in the summer of 2010 (he actually read more than that, but you only needed to read eight to get the duffel bag), he told Zack what he used the bag for: “Swimming.”

“Oh, cool,” said Zack. “I like swimming, but I’m not on a team. I think swim practice is during the spring and the summer, and that’s when I surf and go to the skate park, and this summer I’m going to take guitar lessons, too. And then in two summers, when I’m twelve, my mom will finally let me go to sleepaway camp, or at least that’s what she says.”

“I might go to sleepaway camp this summer,” Gabe said. He decided, just for now, to leave out that the sleepaway camp was the Summer Center for Gifted Enrichment, and that the reason he wasn’t sure yet was because he was waiting to find out how he scored on a special test to see if he got in.

“Dude, I am so jealous. You’ve got to go. Nothing is cooler than sleepaway camp. My friend went last summer and told me all these awesome stories about stuff he did with his camp friends.”

Once again, Gabe found himself wondering how to respond to his brother. He had mentally compiled a whole list of funny stories to tell Zack—about the time his friend spilled lemonade on his pants right before his Math Fair presentation, and about how he and some students in Wings, his school’s gifted program, made a fully functional robot and then had it roll into the teacher’s lounge and say, “I come in peace”—but he had a feeling Zack wouldn’t find any of them awesome. Gabe’s stomach sank like it had the time he’d realized he’d written a whole book report without remembering to indent for new paragraphs. Like all his hard work was somehow wrong.

The four of them reached the subway entrance turnstiles, and Gabe’s dad pulled out a MetroCard. “You remember how to do this, Gabe?” he asked.

Gabe nodded. He had only ridden the subway a few times before, and not since he last visited his dad a few months ago. But he didn’t want Zack to think he knew nothing about anything.

“I’ll go through first,” said his dad, “and then pass my card back to you so you can use it too.” He stepped up to the turnstile and swiped the card through quickly and smoothly. The little screen said go $18.50 REMAINING, and his dad walked through. Then he passed the card back.

Gabe put down his duffel bag and swiped the card through, fast. He walked confidently forward, but the turnstile didn’t move. He looked at the screen: It was blank.

“You had it upside down. Try again,” Carla said gently, in the same tone his teacher would use when a student called a word an adverb when it was really an adjective.

Gabe looked at the MetroCard and felt his face turn red. The way he had swiped it, the black magnetic strip didn’t even go through the reader. Thinking about how dumb it was that he could probably program that magnetic strip but could not run it through the machine properly, he swiped it again. Again, the turnstile arm wouldn’t budge. PLEASE SWIPE AGAIN AT THIS TURNSTILE. He swiped again, as he was told. PLEASE SWIPE AGAIN AT THIS TURNSTILE.

“Do it a little slower,” his dad replied.

Gabe could feel a line building up behind him and hear people sighing and shifting, impatient.

He swiped the card slowly. PLEASE SWIPE AGAIN AT THIS TURNSTILE. He did it once more, quicker this time, and finally, the screen read go $16.25 REMAINING. Relieved, Gabe rushed through. “Here,” he said to Zack, extending his dad’s MetroCard over the turnstile.

“I’ve got my own,” said Zack.

Gabe felt dumb again as he handed the card back to his dad and watched Zack walk easily through on his first swipe.

“Don’t forget your bag, dear,” Carla said. She held up Gabe’s duffel from the other side of the turnstile.

“Oh, yeah. Whoops!” Gabe grabbed it quickly, so that Zack couldn’t get a closer look at the logo. “Oh, man,” he muttered.

“I know how you feel,” Zack said as they all rushed to the subway platform and caught a train.

Gabe sat down next to his dad and Carla, but then he realized that Zack was going to stay standing, so he jumped back up.

“The other day, I went surfing with my dad in the morning,” Zack continued, “and then we hit all this traffic on the way back from Malibu. So I was late for school, which normally would be great, but that day I missed an assembly that was actually really fun. And then we had a test in science that I totally forgot about,” he said, “so I probably flunked it. And then I bought a Diet Coke instead of a regular one during lunch and didn’t realize it until I already opened it and took a sip.”

The subway started moving with a jolt, and Gabe grabbed on to the pole Zack was holding. He felt his heart beating faster and his blood running through his body, like he was coming alive with the train. Despite all that stuff about surfing and flunking tests, he had finally found something he and his brother had in common! “I hate Diet Coke,” he said.

“It tastes like puke,” said Zack.

Gabe grinned. He knew tons about puke. “Did you know that cows throw up, chew the vomit in their mouths, and then swallow it again?”

“That’s nasty,” Zack said excitedly.

The subway stopped, and a woman gave the two boys a look of disgust. “Thanks for ruining my appetite,” she said before gathering her bags and walking off the train.

Gabe and Zack looked at each other with raised eyebrows. Then they cracked up.

“You’re welcome!” Zack called after her.

Gabe glanced at his dad and Carla to see if they were paying attention. When he saw that they were involved in a conversation and there was no way he could get in trouble, he took his hand off the pole to cup his mouth and shout at the woman. “Flies eat their vomit too!”

Zack, still laughing, said, “Awesome.”

Gabe stumbled backward as the train started moving again, but he got his footing before falling over. “Whee!” he said, which made Zack laugh harder.

“You’re funny,” Zack said, and Gabe was so happy, he thought he might burst right there on the subway. “Do those animals really eat their puke?”

“Yeah. I read about it in a book called Grossology, which is all gross science facts.”

“That sounds like a cool book.”

“It is! What’s your favorite book? I have three: one for fiction, one for nonfiction, and one that’s kind of in between. I also really like poems—” Gabe cut himself off when he noticed that Zack’s expression had gone from cool to boring to what’s wrong with this guy?

“Reading’s boring,” Zack said.

“Some books are boring,” Gabe said, even though he could only think of two books he’d ever found boring, and one of those was his social studies textbook, which he thought was actually two fifths boring and three fifths interesting. “But some books are really good, like the Grossology one.”

Zack shrugged. “So do you just, like, read all the time?” he asked.

“Oh, no,” said Gabe. “I mean, I read sometimes, but not all the time.”

Zack laughed. “There’s this kid in my class who’s so weird. One time, the teacher asked him what he did over the weekend, and he said his friend came over and they read books. Isn’t that weird?”

Gabe crinkled his nose. “Really weird,” he said, even though he and Ashley did that all the time, and even though last weekend he went to Eric’s house just to help him solve all the logic problems in the brainteaser book he’d gotten for his birthday.

“Yeah, this kid’s a real nerd,” Zack said. “He goes to the gifted program and everything. And get this. He’s on a math team.” Zack looked at Gabe, waiting for him to laugh. “Math’s not a sport! What do you do on a math team? Run around solving math problems?”

Gabe swallowed. “I know someone who’s on a math team,” he said with a shrug. “It doesn’t seem that weird. And this guy’s really cool.”

Zack shook his head. “That’s not possible. You can’t be on a math team and be cool. Math team, gifted program, hanging out and reading—all those things automatically make you a geek.”

Gabe took off his glasses, rubbed his eye with his palm, and put them back on. I’m three-for-three, he thought, instantly ashamed. He’d been called a geek before by some kids at school, but it never bothered him like this. He didn’t really care what those people thought about him—he never even thought about it—because he had lots of friends. It wasn’t like he was Paul Hefferberger, who smelled bad and kept a plastic lightsaber in his backpack, or Margie Smith, who never had anyone to talk to except the cat stickers on her lunchbox. But this wasn’t just someone at school, this was his new brother. And he didn’t want his own brother—the brother he’d been hoping for forever—thinking he was like Paul or Margie. He wanted Zack to like him. “So, being a geek is bad?” he asked.

Zack cracked up. “Dude, you are so funny! Get this. This kid in my class, he’s such a nerd that he wants to keep going to school over the summer. So he’s going to this special nerd camp. That must be the most boringest place in the world. A whole camp of geeks doing geeky things.” He shook his head. “Just picture that!”

Gabe thought about his application to the Summer Center for Gifted Enrichment and how anxious he was to hear if he’d gotten in. “I can picture it,” he said. Then, worried that the truth might somehow become visible—like his brain would start glowing through his skull or something—Gabe added, “Why would anyone want to learn things over the summer?”

“Because they’re nerds,” Zack said with a pitying but knowing shake of his head. “There better not be a lot of nerds at my new school here in New York. My mom made me go with her to look at it yesterday, and it seemed okay. I’m sure there’ll be cool people for me to be friends with.”

The subway pulled into the next station, and their parents stood up. Gabe’s dad motioned with his head for Gabe and Zack to get off.

Zack patted Gabe on the shoulder. “I didn’t really know if I wanted a stepbrother,” he said, “but you’re pretty cool.”

Gabe tried to bite back the smile he felt breaking. He walked proudly through the station with his new family members. As they were climbing the stairs, he realized that the geeky logo on his duffel bag was facing out. He stopped, flipped the bag around, and then ran to catch up with Zack.



Chapter 3
EXTRA CAREFUL


Gabe worked hard throughout the day to keep Zack liking him. He agreed heartily when Zack pronounced the chocolate cake awesome and the carrot cake gross, even though he actually thought the carrot cake was pretty good and not at all carroty. He kept quiet when the baker’s assistant became confused about how to multiply the cost of the slices by the number of guests, even though he had already figured out the total cost in his head.

He did slip up a few times, though. At dinner, when he saw that the five main-course options came with six choices of side dishes, he said, “Let’s figure out how many different plates of food there could be! First we have to determine if it’s a permutation or a combination.”

Zack looked at him as if he had begun speaking German.

“Kidding!” Gabe said.

“Are you trying to make me think I’m at school?” Zack asked. “That’s mean.”

“Yep,” said Gabe, thankful for an explanation. “I’m going to test you on it later. So, I hope you have a number two pencil. Or two number ones! Get it?”

Zack rolled his eyes, and Gabe stopped laughing immediately and said he had to go to the bathroom.

After that, he tried to be extra careful. Even though he had brought two books—a copy of his current favorite to give to Zack and one to read himself—he didn’t take them out or even mention reading again. He felt eternally lucky that he didn’t keep anything incriminating at his dad’s apartment, except for a spare pair of glasses in a bathroom drawer that Zack would have no reason to open.

There was only one twin bed in Gabe’s room, and it was covered with Zack’s stuff. This is going to be Zack’s room after the wedding, Gabe realized for the first time. He didn’t feel happy or sad about that, just surprised that he hadn’t put it together before.

“I’m going to get an extra bed in here soon,” Gabe’s dad explained, “so you’ll both have a place to sleep when you visit, Gabe. But tonight one of you can sleep on the couch, or I’ve got sleeping bags if you’d prefer the floor.”

“Shot floor,” said Zack.

Glad he’d let Zack talk first—he might have said they’d flip for the bed, which apparently would have been the wrong answer—Gabe said, “I like the floor too.”

And so they rolled out two sleeping bags side by side in the small room, neither of them sleeping in what both could call his own bed.

Zack went into the bathroom and came out wearing a pair of baggy gray pajama pants and no shirt. “My room in LA is bigger than this,” he said as he slid into one of the sleeping bags. “Even my room at my dad’s house is bigger, and that’s smaller than my regular room. But I guess this place is okay.”

“It’s smaller than my room at home too,” said Gabe. “Even though this building is twenty stories taller!”

Zack rolled his eyes, and Gabe rushed into the bathroom to avoid letting Zack see him turn red. Once there, he debated just wearing his T-shirt and underwear to sleep, but, pressing his luck, he reluctantly put on the pajamas he’d brought: a pair of pants and a shirt that had the entire human skeleton on them. Zack raised his eyebrows but didn’t comment, and Gabe’s clavicles sunk. At least Zack didn’t know that he had brought these pajamas on purpose and had planned on performing an original song and dance that named all the bones. He made sure to be in his sleeping bag before his dad turned the lights out, so that Zack wouldn’t see that the bones glowed in the dark.

“Good night, Skeleton Man,” said Zack.

“Good night,” said Gabe. He rolled onto his side to take off his glasses and place them on the floor without Zack seeing his glow-in-the-dark tibia. Tomorrow, he thought, I won’t make any more mistakes.



Chapter 4
NERD CAMP


“We’re dressed like penguins,” said Gabe, looking at himself and Zack side by side in the tuxedo shop mirror. They were getting fitted for the tuxes they’d wear at the wedding at the end of the summer.

Zack started to waddle, but the man fitting his pant legs sighed loudly and gave him an exasperated look. “Sorry,” Zack said.

Gabe pointed at Zack as though scolding him and tried not to laugh. He was getting fitted for a cummerbund, and if he laughed, he’d get a similar noise and look from the person measuring his waist.

“Penguins can fly, right?” said Zack.

Gabe didn’t answer, even though he had done a whole unit on penguins in Wings. He thought he heard something. He closed his eyes. “Someone’s cell phone is ringing,” he said.

“I don’t hear anything,” said Zack.

“I have bat ears,” Gabe said. “It’s coming from your jacket, Dad.”

“Go see who it is,” his dad said from behind a dressing room curtain.

The measurer removed his hands from Gabe’s waist, and Gabe ran to get the phone out of his dad’s jacket pocket. “It’s Mom,” he said. “Can I answer it?”

“Sure.”

“Hi, Mom!”

“Gabe, hi! Just the person I was calling to talk to. How’s your weekend so far?”

“It’s good. Dad and Zack and I are in the tuxedo shop, and I’m getting fitted for a cummerbund.”

“All right,” his mom said. “I’m sorry to bother you, honey, but you got some mail that I thought you’d want to hear about.”

Gabe’s eyes opened wide. “I did?”

“Yes.”

His mom paused for suspense, and Gabe glanced at Zack. “Go ahead,” he said.

“You got into the Summer Center for Gifted Enrichment!”

“I did?” Gabe repeated, his mouth spreading into a grin. “Yes!”

“Congratulations!” his mom said. “I saw a big envelope from Summer Center in the mailbox and opened it right away.”

“So, I can really go?”

“Go where?” asked Zack.

“Of course,” said Gabe’s mom. “I’m looking through this, and it looks like you’re going to have so much fun. I just don’t know how you’re going to pick which classes to take. They have everything. Poetry Writing, Chemistry, Rocket Science, Cryptology, Statistics, Geography, Shakespeare …”

“Go where?” Zack repeated.

“Sleepaway camp,” Gabe said to Zack.

“You’re really going to sleepaway camp!” Zack said. “That is awesome!”

“Not just any sleepaway camp,” his mom said on the phone. “Only the brightest of the brightest get to go. I’m very proud of you, Gabe.”

Gabe blushed and prayed Zack couldn’t hear her.

“I’ve always wanted to go to sleepaway camp,” Zack said, clearly envious.

“So, what do you think you want to take?” his mom asked. “We should mail this back ASAP so you get your first choice. You have to take one math or science course and one humanities course.”

“It’ll be so hard to pick …,” Gabe said. Only math or science? he thought. That’s so unfair.

“I’m going to text my mom,” Zack said, taking out his cell phone. “Everyone gets to go to sleepaway camp but me. It’s so unfair.”

“Want me to read you all the options?” Gabe’s mom asked. “Maybe Zack can help you decide.”

Gabe looked over at Zack, who was typing on his phone so rapidly, it looked like he was playing himself in a heated round of thumb war. “I’ll just look tomorrow,” he said. “Bring the list so I can read it on the train.”

“You got it,” his mom replied. “Have fun at the engagement dinner, honey. I miss you.”

“Miss you too, Mom. Bye.” Gabe closed the phone and clicked the heels of his patent leather tuxedo shoes together. “I’m going to camp!”

Zack closed his phone. “You are the luckiest person in the world. You have to tell me everything about it, okay? We’ll e-mail each other, or, if it’s really, like, in the woods, then we can write actual letters.”

Gabe was so happy, he worried he might pop the buttons on his sample tuxedo shirt. Not only did Zack think he was cool for going to camp, but he also wanted to keep in touch with him all summer, like they were real brothers.

“Is it a special swimming camp or something?”

“No,” Gabe said. It’s nerd camp, he thought. Just like the one the kid you don’t like is going to.

“Just regular, then? That’s cool.”

The tuxedo attendant appeared from the back of the shop holding a cummerbund in each hand. “Back to the fitting area, please, boys.”

As the attendant wrapped the black fabric around him, Gabe could see Zack looking at him in the mirror with unshakable respect and admiration, as if he had just single-handedly mapped the human genome—or had to take a leave of absence from school to become a professional ice cream taster. He was set.

The rest of the weekend with Zack went as well as Gabe had been imagining. The two of them got along as though they’d been friends their whole lives. I’m not just a nerd, Gabe told himself. Zack wouldn’t be friends with me if I was nothing but a nerd.

With the badge of camp honor, Gabe no longer had to make sure everything he said or did would convince Zack that he was cool.

He just had to make sure Zack didn’t find out the truth about Summer Center.



Chapter 5
THE MOVING OF CLOTHES-FOR-CAMP CITY


Gabe’s clothes and camp supplies were laid out across his bed, grouped into categories and stacked in piles. It was a clothing city with T-shirt towers, notebook parks, and a sweat-pants river running through the center. Gabe rolled a piece of paper and held it to his mouth like a megaphone. “Attention, residents of Clothes-for-Camp City. This is your mayor speaking. Prepare to be moved into a suitcase and taken to camp. I repeat, prepare to be moved into a suitcase. You will be transported to camp first thing in the morning.”
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