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			PRAISE FOR 

			Surviving Summer Vacation

			“The story whizzes along, and readers . . . will be sorry when the trip is over.”

			—The Bulletin of the Center for Children’s Books

			“[A] high-spirited tale of action and light suspense.”

			—School Library Journal
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			Chapter 1

			My mom thought the Rupes were a nice, normal middle-class family. When they moved into Marysville they came to our church, and Mr. Rupe joined the summer bowling league. Dad said he was a welcome addition because he had an average of 182. Mom was pleased because Mrs. Rupe offered to sing in the choir, which Mom directed.

			So when our new neighbors asked if I could go with them to Yellowstone National Park to keep their son Harry company, Mom said, “What a wonderful opportunity for Lewis! Of course we’ll let him go!”

			If she’d known the Rupes a little better, she might not have been so enthusiastic. My twin sister, Alison, figured out pretty early on that Mrs. Rupe let her kids eat anything they wanted, any time they wanted, and that she smoked kind of carelessly, and that she’d let other people look after her kids if they were willing to do it. But before the trip, none of us saw much of Mr. Rupe, so we didn’t know what he was like. He was a bank president, so I guess he was good at that, but if I had known how he drove, I wouldn’t have even looked in his car, let alone gone off with him for nine whole days.

			The Rupes only moved in next door a week after school was out, but I think already Mom was tired of having kids around the house. My best friend, Buddy, had gone to spend a month with his grandparents on a ranch in Texas, so I didn’t have anybody to do things with. I was bored, too.

			The day the Rupes came my sister woke me up and said, “Lewis, come look!”

			“At what?” I asked, reluctant to start another long day with nothing in particular to do.

			“Someone’s moving in next door,” she said. She had her face pressed against the window looking down on them. “There’s a big yellow moving van, and they’ve got kids. There’s a rocking horse, and a bike.”

			“Good for them,” I said, not moving.

			Both Mom and Alison had been fascinated with the new house ever since they started building it six months ago. There used to be a vacant lot there where we’d play ball, so  none of the kids wanted another house there instead. But every few days, after the workmen had gone home, Mom and Alison would go over and see what had been done. They liked the floor plan, and the sunken living room—though Dad said he wasn’t about to break his neck going down a pair of steps every time he wanted to go in and sit in his recliner and read the paper—and when it was nearly finished, they loved the colors in the carpeting and the wallpaper.

			“It’s gorgeous,” Mom had said. “All that tile in the kitchen and the bathrooms—three of them! I wish it were going to be ours.”

			“I don’t,” Dad said. “The mortgage on that baby has to be twice what ours is.”

			“But it’s so spacious, and all that pale gold carpeting—”

			“Not too practical with the peanut-butter-and-jelly crowd that drips around our house,” Dad pointed out. “And as far as space goes, there’ll be plenty of room in this place once the kids move out. That’s only a few years yet.”

			I get the feeling that the minute Alison and I turn eighteen, we’re out on the street. Sometimes it makes me sort of nervous, though Mom talks about us going to college, so I guess they’re going to support us long enough to do that.

			Anyway, I didn’t really care who was moving in next door, but Alison kept on looking out the window and giving me a blow-by-blow description of their furniture—all new except for a big leather recliner—and each family member as they appeared.

			“Oh, Lewis, they’ve got little kids! The boy looks about four, and the little girl about three. Maybe they’ll need a baby-sitter.”

			“Good,” I said. If she had baby-sitting money, she’d probably make me a loan if I needed it.

			“Oh, there’s the mother. She’s tall and quite skinny, and she’s got the reddest hair I ever saw! So does the little boy. The little girl is more blond. Oh, hey, there’s a boy about our age. He’s redheaded, too.”

			I sat up. “Does he look like a jock or a nerd?”

			Alison considered. “It’s hard to tell. No glasses like yours, but he’s carrying a box marked BOOKS. I guess that was his bike. Oh, the man just took a box out of the truck labeled NINTENDO.”

			I swung my feet over the edge of the bed. “I wonder if he’s got any games I don’t have.”

			“Get dressed,” Alison suggested, “and we’ll go over and see.”

			Their name, we found out immediately, was Rupe. They had just moved to Washington State from San Francisco. The older boy’s name was Harry, and he was twelve.

			“I’m Lewis, and she’s Alison,” I told him. “We’re almost twelve, in August.”

			He looked first at me, then at my sister.

			“Is one of you adopted?”

			“No.”

			“Who’s the oldest?”

			“I am,” I said. “By twelve minutes.”

			He ran a hand through his spiky red hair. “You’re twins?”

			“Right.”

			“You don’t dress alike.”

			“I’d look funny in skirts,” I said. And then, because Alison wasn’t wearing a skirt, I added, “In pink shorts, too. Mom never dressed us alike, even when we were babies. They wanted us to think of ourselves as individuals, not as part of a set of twins.”

			“I always thought it would be fun to be a twin,” Harry said. He had a scab on his chin, in among the freckles, and he scratched at it. “I could think up lots of tricks to play on people if I was a twin.” He looked over at our house. “You got anything to eat over there? I’m starved, and we haven’t come to the food stuff yet.”

			“Sure,” Alison said. “We haven’t had breakfast yet, either. Come on over.” Then she paused and looked hopefully at his house. “Are your little brother and sister hungry too?”

			“Nah,” Harry said. “They’ve been eating peanuts since we left the motel where we stayed last night.”

			So we went back to our house and introduced Harry to Mom, who was busy at the computer. She works at home for an insurance company. She said to eat whatever we wanted. That was pretty safe to say because she only buys stuff she says is nutritious.

			So we dug into those huge muffins Mom gets at Costco. I had chocolate, Alison had poppy seed, and Harry had one chocolate and one blueberry bran. We drained a quart of orange juice, and then we went up to check out my Nintendo. I had one game he didn’t have, and he said he had a couple I didn’t have.

			He noticed my bookcase. “You read all that stuff?” he asked.

			“Yeah. If you want to trade books to read, we could each get some new ones,” I told him.

			“I’m not much on reading,” Harry said, “except comics.”

			I sighed. Buddy and I read all the same books. Our folks don’t want us to spend money on comics, but they’re generous with book money. And going to the library gives us a good excuse to get together and fool around when we want to get out of the house. But I wouldn’t see Buddy until the end of July. I’d have to make do with Harry.

			He was okay. I showed him where the community pool was. We rode bikes and I showed him around. He had plenty of money—it didn’t sound as if he had to do any chores to get it, either—and we went to McDonald’s for ­burgers and shakes several times.

			Once they got settled in, we had snacks at his house as well as at mine. My mom’s idea of snacks is fruit or peanut butter sandwiches. At his house there was a more satisfying variety. He opened up the cupboard and there were Cheese Curls and corn chips and potato chips in about four flavors. There was also a stash of candy bars, and once we opened a big can of tamales and heated them in the microwave.

			Mom and Mrs. Rupe didn’t exactly get to be bosom buddies, because Mom said she’s too busy to sit around having coffee and visiting during the day. But she did send a plate of homemade cookies next door. And a couple of times Mrs. Rupe borrowed something they hadn’t unpacked of their own yet. They were friendly when they met, but they didn’t meet very often. Mr. Rupe put up a swing set and teeter-totter and slide, and when the little kids were out there, Alison went over and talked to them.

			“Push me!” Ariadne requested, so Alison helped entertain them for a while. Mrs. Rupe came out with lemonade for everybody and thanked her.

			“It’s a help to have them out from under my feet when there’s so much to do. Billy, don’t pull up those flowers, dear. They’ll wilt. Leave them in the ground and we can all enjoy them.”

			“I want to look at them,” Billy said.

			“Well, bend over, dear, and look at them while they’re still growing,” his mother said. “Alison, I need to run to the market. I’ll only be gone a few minutes. Would you mind watching Billy and Ariadne so I don’t have to take them with me?”

			“Sure, I’ll be glad to,” Alison said, really pleased. I hoped that would mean the Rupes would consider her for baby-sitting jobs later on.

			“Better your sister than me,” Harry said, draining his glass of lemonade. “Come on, let’s go over to your place and have a duel with Nintendo.”

			That afternoon I had to mow the lawn, front and back. I remembered the old Tom Sawyer story, and I offered to let Harry mow part of it if he wanted to.

			He looked at me as if I’d gone nuts. “Mow the lawn?” he echoed. “I never mow the lawn.”

			I made my voice sympathetic. “Oh, won’t your folks let you operate the mower? Mine wouldn’t, either, last year, but I’m almost twelve now. It’s a neat mower; Dad bought it new this year. It’s kind of the first step toward driving a car, you know?”

			“Really?” Harry asked. I could see I had the hook in him, so I cranked him in a little. “I have to do the front lawn, out where everybody can see it. My folks are particular. But if you want to try it in the back, where it’s kind of out of sight from everybody but the family, I’ll give you a turn.”

			I had him, hook, line, and sinker. “You’ll show me how to run it?” Harry asked.

			“Sure,” I agreed. “It’s not that hard once you get the idea.”

			Alison came along while I was sitting on the back steps eating an apple. Harry had sweat dripping off his nose as he mowed the sunny part in the middle of the yard. She looked at him for a moment, then at me.

			“You stinker,” she said. “Lewis, you are so lazy.”

			“I’m doing him a favor,” I told her. “He never got a chance to mow before.”

			“Poor old Huck,” she said, remembering the story from Tom Sawyer too. We both laughed. She liked to read the same books I did. Maybe they didn’t put Mark Twain stories in comic books.

			It didn’t hurt Harry to take a turn. His face was kind of pink when he got through, and he was thirsty. “Let’s have a can of pop,” he suggested when we’d put the mower away.

			“We’ll have to get it at your house. Mom doesn’t buy much pop,” I said.

			“If my mom didn’t buy pop, there’d be a mutiny,” Harry grunted. “Come on, I’ll get a bag of chips to go with it, and we’ll sit in the shade.”

			By the time the Rupes had been there a week, we were in and out of each other’s houses all the time. Us kids, I mean. Harry even brought out a Calvin and Hobbes book, which we read together, and then I read aloud from a new paperback mystery called Nightmare.

			“Hey, I’ll come back tomorrow and you can read some more of it,” he said when it was time to go home.

			I smiled. Maybe I’d make a reader of Harry yet.

			When they asked me to go with them to Yellowstone Park, my jaw dropped open. “You kidding?” I asked.

			“No. Mom says I’m a pain if I don’t have anybody to do things with. Billy and Ariadne are too little to be any fun. We’re going to be gone nine days.”

			I thought it was a great idea. I wouldn’t have to mow the lawn or take out the garbage or be reminded every day to clean up my room. And I wouldn’t miss Buddy so much.

			“You want to go?” Harry pressed.

			“Yeah, sure, if my folks will let me. They’re kind of particular about what I do.” And with whom, I might have added. They wouldn’t let me go bungee jumping with Uncle Neal, nor ride with him when he was racing his boat on Lake Washington. And when some of my friends went on a backpack hike up near the ice caves, they said I could only go if there was an adult along to chaperone. We couldn’t get a father to go because it was in the middle of the week, so I had to stay home. Everybody else had a great time.

			“It isn’t that we don’t trust you, Lewis,” Dad said when I complained. “It’s just that you aren’t quite old enough to do everything on your own, yet. We want you to be safe.”

			So I wasn’t at all sure they’d let me go on a trip with the Rupes, even if both parents were along. I was ecstatic when they agreed to let me go to Yellowstone.

			Alison was wistful. “It sounds like a wonderful trip,” she said.

			“I’ll bring you a souvenir,” I promised. “And send you some postcards, like with a picture of Old Faithful.”

			That afternoon, two days before we were going to leave, Harry and I were at the Rupes’ kitchen table having big bowls of ice cream with chocolate syrup when his mom came home from the store. She started unloading stuff on the counters—more chips, dip mix, canned pop, cookies, and all kinds of lunch meat.

			“Good news,” she said to Harry. “Your father decided to make this a really great vacation, so we’re renting a motor home. How about that?”

			“Wow! My sister will really be jealous!” I said. “She’s hoping maybe you’ll need a baby-sitter once in a while,” I added, feeling guilty. “But I suppose Harry can do that for you.”

			Harry shot me a look across the table that should have shriveled me up like a prune. “Not me! Not with Billy and Ariadne!”

			Mrs. Rupe paused with a jar of olives in her hand. “Your sister really likes children, doesn’t she?”

			“Yeah. Especially babies, but any little kids. She reads to them, plays games with them, things like that.”

			“She’s twelve, did you say?”

			“Almost. Same as me.”

			“Hmm.” Mrs. Rupe seemed to find that interesting. She gave me a big smile. “How’d you boys like some chopped walnuts on your ice cream?”

			Boy, she sure bought lots of good stuff to eat, I thought. I wished my mom wasn’t quite so health conscious. The Rupes even had white bread and Twinkies.

			“I think I’ll run over and speak to Mrs. Dodge for a moment. Your mother is home, isn’t she, Lewis?”

			“Sure. She’s working on the computer,” I told her. I knew Mom wouldn’t like being interrupted, nor Mrs. Rupe smoking in our house, but just once couldn’t be too bad.

			So when I got home, Alison met me at the door, all excited. “Lewis, guess what! I’m going to Yellowstone, too!”

			“No kidding,” I said. “That’s great. How come?”

			“Mrs. Rupe talked to Mom and said it sure would be wonderful if I went along to help with the little kids. And Mom said she didn’t see why not, so now I have to pack!”

			“Are you getting paid to baby-sit?” I asked.

			“She didn’t say anything about paying me. But I’ll get to see Yellowstone and do everything the rest of you are doing. I wonder if my yellow shorts are clean?”

			She dashed off to start filling up her ­suitcase.

			I was glad she was going too. We’re pretty good friends, and she’s usually good for a loan. I couldn’t wait to get started.

			“We leave when Dad gets off work on ­Friday,” Harry told me that evening. “This is going to be fun!”

			“Yeah,” I agreed enthusiastically.

			Talk about famous last words.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			On Thursday afternoon the guy from the rental place delivered the motor home to the Rupe house.

			Harry and I were in my backyard, eating cherries off our tree and seeing who could spit the pits the farthest. “There it is!” Harry shouted, and we scrambled down out of the tree and raced for his driveway.

			The driver was handing over the keys to Mrs. Rupe. “You have any experience driving a big rig like this, ma’am?” he asked her.

			Mrs. Rupe flicked the ashes off her ­cigarette, and they almost landed on ­Ariadne’s head. She didn’t seem to notice. “Oh no,” she said. “My husband will do all the driving. He can drive anything.”

			“Okay. All the papers are in order. Your husband already signed them. I just need your signature here too. Have a good trip,” the driver said.

			He went out to the car that was waiting for him, and we all swarmed over the motor home.

			It was the biggest one I’d ever seen. On the outside it was cream colored with light blue trim. On the inside it had blue carpeting and upholstery, and it sure was fancy.

			“Wow!” Harry said, plumping down in the driver’s seat. “I bet they don’t have any more gauges and stuff than this in a 707.”

			Billy pushed between us to stab at a red button beside a tiny TV on the dashboard. “What’s this?” he demanded.

			“It’s a closed-circuit television,” I said. I’d never seen one before, but that had to be what it was; the screen had lit up, and I could see Alison coming toward us from the rear. “Neat.”

			Alison disappeared from the screen and a minute later stuck her head in at the doorway. “Gosh, is this what we’re going to ­Yellowstone in?”

			“This is it,” Mrs. Rupe said. She still had the cigarette in her hand, though she’d forgotten to smoke it. About two inches of ash fell off it onto the blue carpet. “Dad and I will take the bedroom, you boys can open up the couch, Alison and Ariadne can have the bed that makes up in the dinette and Billy can have a sleeping bag on the floor.”

			“I want a sleeping bag,” Ariadne said.

			“Yes, we’ll all use sleeping bags. Only yours will be on a nice bed,” Mrs. Rupe said. “Oh, good, there’s an ice maker. And look at the size of the refrigerator and freezer!”

			“We can take lots of ice cream,” Harry said, swiveling in his seat. “Hey, there’s a Blu-ray player and a big TV, too! Can we rent some new movies?”

			We prowled through the enormous thing, exclaiming over the microwave and the stove and the cupboards and the bathroom with a shower and everything.

			“My grandpa has a camper, but it’s nothing like this,” I said. “I’ll bet even Mom would enjoy camping in this, Alison. She says she won’t go anywhere there’s no bathroom,” I explained to Harry. “She wants indoor plumbing and hot water.”

			“And no bugs,” Alison added.

			Billy shoved himself between Alison and his mother to examine the toilet. “There’s no way to flush it,” he said.

			“Try the lever there on the floor,” I suggested. “Step on it.”

			Billy put out a foot and stepped on it. Water gushed around inside the bowl, and his face lit up. “Hey, look! It works!”

			He just kept standing there, pushing on the lever, while the rest of us moved on to the bedroom at the back of the coach.

			It had a queen-size bed, a big closet with mirrored doors, and another TV, this time a little one mounted on the wall.

			“Hey, all right!” Harry approved. “We’ll get a supply of movies and watch them on the way!”

			“I wanna watch cartoons,” Ariadne said.

			“Star Trek,” Billy said from the bathroom where he was still watching the water swirl around in the toilet bowl.

			“Very nice,” Mrs. Rupe said. “All the comforts of home.” She took a drag on the ­cigarette, and scattered ashes across the bedspread before she turned to leave. “Now, everybody get your luggage, and I’ll round up the groceries and we’ll start loading up. There are great big storage compartments underneath for whatever we can’t get inside.”

			I’d felt kind of jealous when Buddy left for Texas, but when I told him about taking a trip in this thing, he was going to be absolutely green.

			Mom and Dad listened to everything Alison and I had to say about the rented motor home while we ate scalloped potatoes with ham. I took small helpings of the green beans and carrot salad because if I didn’t Dad would tell me to anyway.

			“Sounds pretty nice,” Dad admitted.

			Mom sighed. “Wouldn’t it be fun to take a trip like that? You kids are lucky to have made friends with the Rupes. You will remember your manners, I hope. Eat whatever they offer you.”

			“They’re going to offer us lots of good stuff,” I reassured them. “I saw what they were loading into the cupboards and the refrigerator.”

			“And do your share of the work,” Dad advised. “Pick up after yourselves. Don’t expect someone else to do it. Take your turns washing dishes—”

			“They’re taking tons of paper plates,” ­Alison interrupted.

			“And don’t interrupt when someone else is talking,” Dad continued, but he grinned. “Sounds like it’ll be fantastic.”

			“Honey,” Mom said, “do you think we could ever take a trip like this?”

			“I don’t know if I want to tackle driving something thirty-seven feet long,” Dad told her. “I think you almost need to be a truck driver to handle it. A smaller rig might work, though. Where would you want to go?”

			“Disneyland,” Alison and I said together.

			“I was thinking more of a week on the beach,” Mom said. “Lying in the sun, listening to the ocean, reading. Eating out.”

			“The whole purpose of having an RV with a complete kitchen,” Dad pointed out, “is so you can save money by doing your own cooking.”

			“This is my daydream,” Mom said, “and it has no cooking in it.”

			“We’ll do everything right,” Alison assured them, “so they’ll invite us again sometime. And maybe I’ll do so well with Ariadne and Billy that they’ll want me all summer as a baby-sitter. I have the impression that they drive Mrs. Rupe crazy, and if she has a choice, she’ll get a sitter so she can read instead of watching them.”

			I wondered if, when we came home from Yellowstone, I would still be able to make Harry think it was a treat to run the lawn mower.

			We had an early lunch on Friday so we could leave as soon as Mr. Rupe got home. He took off at two o’clock and was home by a quarter after. He was a tall man, the only one in his family with no red in his hair. In fact, he had so little hair, just a fringe above his ears and across the back, that it was hard to see just what color it was. He had freckles, though, like Harry’s, all over his arms and hands.

			He looked at all the stuff assembled on the lawn and rested his hands on his hips. “You really think this is going to all fit, Ada?” he asked his wife. “Surely we don’t need to take everything we own. We’re only going to be gone nine days, and they have Laundromats on the campgrounds. And it won’t hurt the kids to wear a pair of jeans several days in a row.”

			Mrs. Rupe was carrying a box of groceries, stuff she’d bought at the last minute. “If you think I’m going on vacation to spend my time in the Laundromat, you’re mistaken, Milton. With all that storage space, it will fit if you work at it, I’m sure.”

			Mr. Rupe worked at it. Twice he had almost everything in, then took it out and started over. Finally it all fit except for some bottled water in plastic jugs that had to sit inside on the floor near the dinette.
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