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			For Tom S.

			Who possibly knows everything. And definitely knows more than I do!

		

	
		
			June

		

	
		
			Why do lupine flowers have to be such an old-lady color?”

			I open one eye, then the other. I squint at my best friend, Cynthia Crowley, who stands in front of the full-length mirror hanging on the back of her bedroom door. She fluffs the grayish-­bluish-lavenderish skirt of her formal dress.

			She isn’t all wrong. If you’ve ever been to Maine, you’ve seen lupines. They’re the tall, spiky, green-leafed plants that kind of look like corn on the cob on top, but with flowers instead of ­kernels. They’re everywhere. Standing proud like soldiers in gardens, marching along the roadside, reproduced on tea ­towels, souvenir mugs, and postcards. Even T-shirts—though I don’t think any Mainers wear those, just tourists.

			Lupine flowers are all kinds of purple in real life. Translated into Cynthia’s gown, the color somehow ended up pretty fusty. But that’s what happens when the Ladies of the Lupine Festival League sew the dress themselves.

			I shut my eyes again and fling my arm over my face to block out the morning light streaming through the bay window. “Why does the Lupine Queen have to begin her reign at the crack of dawn?” I moan.

			I hear the rustle of chiffon and fake flowers and know Cynthia is about to pounce.

			“Good morning, good morning!” she belts out in her “I’m going to be a Broadway star” voice. The song is from one of her favorite old movie musicals, one with lots of singing and dancing, and I can see why she likes it. I guess I kind of like it too. I actually prefer blockbuster action films, but Cynthia thinks they’re “juvenile.”

			I roll away from Cynthia just as she lands on the bed. She bounces on her knees the way we used to in third grade, jostling me so much I grab one of the poles of her four-poster bed to keep from rolling off. The bright blue canopy flutters above us. Everything in Cynthia’s room is a bright color—and usually bejeweled, appliquéd, or fringed, too.

			“Your dress!” I scold. “You’ll ruin it!” Only I’m laughing so hard I doubt she understands me.

			I pull myself up to a sitting position and lean against one of her many jewel-toned pillows. I rub my face. “How come we both got zero sleep,” I grumble, “and you’re already dressed and looking camera ready?”

			Cynthia gives me one of her coy “li’l ol’ me?” looks. “Just the kind of girl I am,” she quips in a babyish voice.

			She isn’t wrong about that, either. When Cynthia wakes up, she’s ready to start the day. All energy, enthusiasm, and blond hair. It’s why she’s had boys pursuing her since they stopped seeing girls as cootie carriers.

			Me, not so much. Sure, I’ve had boys ask me out sometimes, but mostly as a way to penetrate Cynthia’s inner circle, since I’m the innermost ring. At least, that’s how I figure it.

			Cynthia climbs off the bed in a flurry of chiffon. “Seriously, Mandy,” she says in her normal voice. “I have to be there at nine for the kickoff at ten. You’ve got to get ready.”

			“I can’t believe you’re abandoning me for the summer for musical-theater camp!” I pull a bejeweled pillow onto my stomach and punch it. Then I tuck it behind my head and add sulkily, “Even though I’m very happy for you.”

			I really am happy for her. Mostly. I know how much going to camp means to her. She’s taken tap, ballet, jazz, and hip-hop dance classes since she could walk, along with voice lessons that were a whole hour drive away. Since I’ve known her, Cynthia’s been itching to get out of “Rock Bottom” (her name for Rocky Point) to pursue her performing-arts dreams. I wish I had such direction. My mom wishes I did too.

			I force myself up off the bed and cross to the window. If I get into the exact right position, I can see the lighthouse peeking out of the morning fog, overlooking the restless sea. Red stripes circle its white three-story tower, so everyone calls it Candy Cane. The skinny strips of Maine’s jagged coastline reach out like tentacles, as if they’re trying to grab the many islands that pepper the waters, with Candy Cane the striped fingernail on the finger that is Rocky Point.

			Before there was even a real town here, there was the lighthouse. It was decommissioned long before I was born, another sign, according to Cynthia, of how unimportant Rocky Point is to the rest of the world.

			This, she isn’t exactly right about. The Coast Guard built a newer, more modern one on Eagle Island farther out into the water back in the 1940s. We can hear Eagle Island’s automated foghorn and see the red-light flashes. But Candy Cane is one of the few reasons tourists come to Rocky Point. So maybe it’s the only important thing about Rocky Point to the rest of the world.

			I turn away from the window. I’ll be seeing far too much of Candy Cane this summer. Mom roped me into working for the Historical Preservation Society, and the lighthouse is their star attraction. “Working” in the sense I have to show up, not in the sense that I’ll be getting paid.

			Whomp! One of Cynthia’s pillows whacks me in the face. Luckily, it’s a fringed one, and not one covered in tiny mirrors.

			“Hey!” I complain, tossing the pillow onto the bed. “What was that for?”

			“Stop looking so dire!” she scolds. “You’d think you were the drama diva, not me!”

			I fling a hand across my forehead and clutch my chest. I stumble across the room to gaze piteously at our shared reflection. “I don’t know what’s to become of me!” I wail in a terrible Britishy accent. “Trapped in the tower as a servant to an evil witch.”

			Cynthia giggles and flicks me with her stretchy headband. I snatch it and twist it around my wrists. “Save me,” I beg, dropping to my knees and holding up my bound hands. “I’m a prisoner! The witch kidnapped me when I was a mere babe. She absconded with me—”

			Cynthia raises a honey-blond eyebrow at me. “Absconded? Working on your SAT vocab already?”

			“Absconded,” I repeat, raising my own dark eyebrow back at her. She gestures magnanimously for me to continue.

			“Absconded with me to a land where buildings are made of candy canes.”

			Cynthia’s mouth twists as she tries not to laugh. “She used her powers to trap you inside a kiddie board game?”

			“Not Candy Land,” I admonish her. “A land of candy.”

			She holds up her hands in surrender. “I stand corrected.” She goes back to frowning at her dress, studying it from every possible view.

			I slump against a bedpost. “At first I loved all the fudge, saltwater taffy, and caramel. But soon my stomach hurt all the time, my teeth rotted, and the peppermint scent of my prison gave me awful headaches. Now I desperately await the arrival of a prince with a serious sweet tooth to free me.”

			Cynthia gives up searching for the elusive angle that would make the dress passable and turns to face me. “You done?” she asks, reaching for her headband.

			“For now.” I unwind the headband and give it back to her.

			She slips it over her head and pulls her hair back from her face. “Maybe one of the summer boys will rescue you.”

			I snort. “Yeah, right.”

			“Could happen,” Cynthia says. She picks up her signature bubblegum lip gloss and points it at me. “So. Could. Happen,” she repeats, using the lip gloss to punctuate each word.

			“Are you kidding me?” I flop back onto her bed. “Like who?”

			Cynthia narrows her eyes, considering. I can practically see her flipping through her mental file labeled “Summer Regulars.” “Someone new,” she concludes.

			“Would have to be,” I say. “Since not a single Regular is even remotely an option.”

			Rocky Point doesn’t have the long, sandy beaches that some of the coastal communities in Maine have, and isn’t close to the big towns with loads of things to do. So we have people who come for the whole summer, mostly because they have ties to the area: They’re here visiting relatives, or they grew up here or nearby and keep a cottage as a summer place. They generally come year after year, so we’ve watched the kids in those families grow up from toddlers to our age.

			The only “true” tourists we get are usually on their way somewhere else. They break up the drive by spending the night at one of our two bed-and-breakfast inns because they have the charm and romance missing from the land of suburbia. Or so I figure it. Sometimes we get groups on a Lighthouses of Maine tour visiting Candy Cane since it’s the subject of a famous painting featured on Maine postcards. There are also Artists and Artisans tours. Every Maine schoolkid can rattle off the names of the famous artists who painted here: Edward Hopper, Winslow Homer, N. C. and Jamie Wyeth among many others. So tourists check out the art galleries and our genuinely showstopping views that inspired so many paintings, then go on their touristy way. Still, it’s Candy Cane that’s the star attraction.

			Satisfied with her makeup, Cynthia slips off the headband and refluffs her hair. “Your mom’s not an evil witch, ya know.”

			“Not to you, maybe,” I grumble. “And now she’s my boss. As if she’s not on my case enough already. And with Justin gone for the summer . . .”

			“Why would anyone voluntarily take summer classes?” Cynthia shakes her head.

			“I know! Mr. Overachiever Double-Major just makes my grades seem even more pathetic. Even though they were actually better this past year.” I sigh. “I can’t believe he’s staying at school all summer.”

			Cynthia gives me a sympathetic look in the mirror. Now that my brother and I have outgrown our childhood attempts to kill each other, I kind of adore him. Mom certainly does. They practically never fight. And while Justin was away at college this year, Mom and I got into it more than ever.

			Can my summer get any worse? No Cynthia. No Justin. That means no baby steps into the ocean until Cynthia yanks me under with her. No nightly trips to Scoops to try every flavor at least three times before voting for Best New Flavor at the Good-bye to Summer Festival. No action flicks with Justin to relieve the frustration of the third-straight day of rain. And no outings to local theaters to watch Cynthia perform.

			Nope. This summer is going to be all me, Mom, and Candy Cane.

			“Your mom can’t hang around the lighthouse,” Cynthia points out. “She has her job at the library.”

			“She’ll find a way,” I groan.

			“I’ve done all I can.” Cynthia lifts and releases the overskirt in one last attempt to make the dress turn into something wearable, and concedes defeat.

			“Aren’t you going to freeze?” I ask, frowning at the strapless gown.

			Even though the Lupine Festival is the “official” start of summer in Rocky Point, Maine, our first day of summer is chillier than the last. Most of the Summer Regulars haven’t even started arriving yet, so it’s like one big party for the locals. That’s why I like it—there’s lots to do, but it’s still super low-key. The calm before the summer season storm.

			Cynthia picks up a gray-blue-lavender chiffon shawl and drapes it around her shoulders. “I’ve got this lovely item, to complete the grandma look.” She pouts at her reflection. “I can’t believe they expect me to wear this to the Lupine Dance tonight too. It will be everyone’s last memory of me.”

			“You’re not dying.”

			She waves a hand dismissively. “You know what I mean. This is how everyone will picture me while I’m away.”

			“Not with all the selfies you post,” I tease.

			She sticks out her tongue and goes back to arranging the shawl, before shouting, “Would you puh-leeze get up already!” She tosses my clothes onto the bed. “I have to be there in less than half an hour.”

			“Okay, okay.” I get up, grab my bag with my toothbrush and toothpaste in it, and slump across the room to the bathroom. “But I expect you to keep your eyes peeled for my prince.”

			My nose wrinkles at the full-on assault. The only downside of the Lupine Festival is that it’s a serious fish feast. Last year I couldn’t get a decent order of French fries for a week because they tasted like fried clams. My mom swears they don’t fry them in the same oil, but I don’t believe her.

			It’s hard to be the only person in Rocky Point who hates seafood. Maybe the only person in all of Maine. It’s not just weird; it’s practically sacrilegious, since fishing is a major component of the Maine economy. My English teacher’s husband is a fisherman, the Brownie troop leader’s son is a fisherman, the Little League coach is a fisherman, my neighbor owns the marine supplies store on the wharf . . . Long story short, fishing isn’t only a way of life here, it’s the way of life.

			Music blares from the little stage set up on the commercial pier where a band called the Rock Lobsters performs passable covers of classic songs. I turn away from the food booths on the public pier and keep my face to the ocean. Still briny, but the salty air blowing off the water helps tone down the fish smell. It’s a little biting, with a slight chill still in the air, but I love the wide-awake feeling the ocean spray gives me.

			I wave at some kids I know from school who are handing out flyers for Whistler’s Windjammers cruises. The only takers today are the people with houseguests; locals don’t go on the high-priced cruises since a lot of them have boats of their own, or have friends who do. I scan the crowd but don’t see anyone to hang with, so I start over to the nonfish booths. At least they had the good sense to separate them this year.

			Cynthia will know exactly where to look for me. Salivating in line waiting for my first fried blueberry pocket of the summer. Yum. That’s a booth where I can trust the oil is lobster- and clam-free. Pure. Nothing but pastry dough in that grease.

			I’m blissfully Mom-free for the festival, so no lectures today on how many are too many pockets. Right now she’s standing at the foot of the circular staircase that leads up Candy Cane’s tower. I can picture her there wearing her 1840s-style dress that could have been worn by Katharine Gilhooley, the wife of the first lighthouse keeper. Thanks to James and Katharine’s large family, the keeper’s house beside the lighthouse is pretty big. About ten or so years ago, the historical society did a fund-raiser to turn the house into the Keeper’s Café and Gift Shop.

			The Keeper’s Café is closed for the Lupine Festival but has a booth on the pier with all the others. Mostly for publicity, since their menu is woefully limited. As I pass it, I notice Celeste Ingram selling lemonade. Smart move hiring her. Judging from the boys hanging around the booth, the café might actually draw some local customers this summer.

			Celeste is back from her first year at college. Even Cynthia—who can pretty much start a conversation with anyone—has never spoken to Celeste. There’s something, well, celestial about her. As in, out-of-this-world beautiful, and sort of untouchable. She has flowing white-blond hair in the summer that only darkens a tinge the rest of the year, and wide blue eyes, broad cheekbones, and a sharp, tiny nose that gives her the appearance of an elfin queen.

			“Hi, Mandy,” Vicki Jensen says as I get in the blueberry-pocket line behind her. “Where’s Cynthia?” Vicki and I have had a bunch of classes together most years, but she’s more Cynthia’s friend than mine.

			“Stashing her tiara,” I reply. Cynthia’s changing into something less formal until the dance, now that she’s been crowned and sashed, and has declared this year’s Lupine Festival officially open.

			“How’d it go?” Vicki asks. “I only got up a little while ago.”

			“You mean you slept in? Like a normal person the first week of summer vacation?” I pout with envy. “Cynthia insisted I be there with her at the opening ceremony.”

			“Yeah, I figured.” Vicki grins. “What best friends do, right?”

			I grin back. Silly as it might seem, it’s always nice to hear myself acknowledged as Cynthia’s best friend. Once we hit high school, Cynthia roared into the popular crowd, and I worried that our bestie status since elementary school had ended its long run. But Cynthia proved me wrong.

			“Hello, Mandy.” Our next-door neighbor, Mrs. Jackson, has her twins—rambunctious eight-year-old boys—with her. I get as far away as I can from those two the moment they’re armed with pastries. Blueberry stains are impossible to get out.

			But Maine is the blueberry capital of the world, which means blueberry stains are an inevitable part of Rocky Point summer life—just like grease spots, fish smells, and mud. I may be considered a traitor for not liking seafood, but no one can fault me on my Maine bloob (my personal term for blueberries) loyalty.

			“Hi, Mrs. Jackson. Hi, guys,” I say, scanning my possible escape routes post–pocket purchase.

			“I’ve been dreaming about these for months!” a familiar New York accent cries up ahead of me in the line. Joanna Maroni and her family have been coming to Rocky Point since we were in seventh grade. Cynthia and I usually hang with her and another Regular, Patti Broughton from Boston, all summer long. ­Cynthia’ll be gone, but at least I’ll still have Joanna and Patti. But I know it just won’t be the same.

			When I finally arrive at the front of the line, I reach for the luscious deep-fried fruity treat. A hand suddenly snatches it away.

			“Hey!” I spin around, ready to smack the pocket thief. Instead I fling my arms around the culprit.

			“Justin!” I crow. This is the first I’ve seen my brother since he came home for spring break in March. He must have arrived last night while I was at Cynthia’s for our sleepover.

			Justin grins at me, flecks of piecrust on his lips and purple smudges on his chin. I take a step back and punch his arm. “That was mine! You owe me a pocket!”

			“Mmm-mm!” He takes another big bite and rolls his eyes heavenward. “My first pocket since last summer!” He licks his lips. “As good as I remembered.”

			“It was supposed to be my first pocket of the season!” I scold him.

			“Watch it!” Justin grabs my arm and yanks me out of the path of a pocket-wielding eight-year-old. The twins are waving their treats around in delight.

			“Boys,” Mrs. Jackson scolds. “Those are food, not flags.”

			Justin and I move away from the line, now stretching all the way back to the lobster roll booth. I narrow my eyes at Justin. “Just because you saved my hoodie from the twins,” I tell him, “doesn’t mean you’re off the hook. I want my pocket.”

			Justin swallows the last bite. “Where’s Cynthia?”

			That seems to be the first thing everyone says to me if they ever find me without Cynthia by my side.

			“She’s ditching the gown till later,” I tell him. “And you’re avoiding the subject. You. Back on line. Now. Must. Have. Pocket!”

			He frowns, puzzled. “Gown?” Then he nods. “Oh, right. Lupine Queen. I forgot.”

			I look up at him, surprised. “You used to be all gaga for the Lupine Queen.”

			“Don’t remind me. I can’t believe I’d actually get up at the crack of dawn just to be at the front of the stage for the opening ceremony.” He shakes his head at the memory of his younger self.

			“So now you think this is all, what”—I gesture vaguely to indicate the whole festival—“dumb?”

			“Not dumb at all,” Justin says. “The queen thing, though. You’ve got to admit it’s kind of dorky.”

			“And you’re not particularly interested in high school girls, now that you’re a big college man.”

			He grins. “Something like that.” He wipes his mouth, then tosses the napkin in a nearby trash can. “Come on, let’s get back in line.”

			“You’re the one who should wait in line,” I protest.

			He grabs my arm and drags me along, and I let him. It will give us a chance to catch up. We stroll along the length of the line, greeting neighbors, classmates—and then I see him.

			I have no idea who he is. I have definitely never seen him before. I would have remembered.

			He’s studying the festival schedule, and the first thing I notice is that he’s nearly as inappropriately dressed for early summer in Maine as Cynthia was.

			He stamps his sandaled feet and shifts from side to side, giving me the impression that he’s already regretting the Hawaiian-­print board shorts and vintage-looking sky-blue bowling shirt. I figure any minute now he’ll admit he’s cold (why don’t boys ever want to do that?) and untie the dark blue sweatshirt knotted around his waist.

			The next thing I notice is his shaggy brown hair, with bangs long enough to flop over his face as he gazes down at the paper in his hands. Then he tips his head back to swing the bangs aside, and sticks his sunglasses on top of his head.

			I suddenly stop noticing anything at all.

			Anything, that is, other than the lips that look soft and full enough to be a girl’s; the high, wide forehead; the sharp chin that seems to be pointing at the schedule in his hands; and his sun-tinged skin that tells me he’s come from somewhere a lot warmer than Rocky Point, Maine. And twinkling blue eyes—or are they green?—that suddenly lock onto my own dark ones.

			Busted.

			I quickly glance away, grab Justin’s arm, and breathlessly say, “Come on, slowpoke. They might run out before you get me my pocket.”

			“The booth’s only been open an hour,” Justin protests as I practically trot him toward the back of the line. I can’t help risking a peek over my shoulder at the mysterious sun-kissed stranger, but he’s gone back to studying his festival schedule. Only a tourist would give it such careful consideration.

			Is he here for just the day? Or is he—oh please, please, please—­a new Regular?

			I spot Cynthia arriving at the pier, scanning for me, flanked by Joanna and Patti. “There’s Cynthia,” I tell Justin. “You get me my pocket and come find us. We’ll probably be over at the arts and crafts.”

			Justin shrugs. “You know they’re best right out of the fryer,” he says.

			“Just do it,” I order. I weave my way through the snaking lines radiating from the booths. This time I manage to keep from swiveling my head for another peek at Surfer Boy.

			I stop dead in my tracks midway to Cynthia, paralyzed by the worst idea. He probably thinks Justin is my boyfriend! I literally smack my forehead. How stupid am I?

			I stand there still as a statue, forcing the hungry throngs to swerve around me. Luckily, on Lupine Festival day everyone’s always in a good mood, so no one seems to mind. My brain spins on overdrive trying to think of a way to remedy the situation as I watch Patti, Joanna, and Cynthia approach.

			Patti looks thinner and for once isn’t carrying one of her ever-present bags of chips. Maybe she kept her vow to “eat healthy.” The hamburger, two hot dogs, and a lobster roll, along with mounds of potato and crabmeat salad at our Labor Day picnic at the end of last year’s season nearly did her in.

			The big surprise is Joanna’s hair. A spiky short cut dyed a color not found in nature has replaced her long dark mane. ­Fuchsia is the closest I can figure.

			If I wasn’t already frozen by my possible gaffe with Surfer Boy, her dye job would have stopped me. All the years the Maronis have been coming to Rocky Point, Joanna and her three sisters have always dressed in the same ultra­conservative uniform: pastel sundresses or khakis and polo shirts. Their hair was often styled identically—French braids or pulled back with skinny headbands. Did her sisters dye their hair too, to keep with the matchy-matchy? That I’d have to see to believe!

			“Don’t worry,” Joanna says, holding her sandwich away from me. “We’ll stay downwind.”

			“Thanks.” I grin, happy that she remembers my fish aversion. Sometimes it takes a while for us to get back in the swing of things after being away from each other for a year. It’s nice to know that my quirks and I don’t just vanish, like that town in the musical Brigadoon. Cynthia and I have watched the movie a bunch of times—it’s about this town in Scotland that appears only for one day every hundred years. Sometimes I feel Rocky Point is like that to anyone from away—the term Mainers use for someone who isn’t from Maine. To them we exist only while they’re here and then vanish back into our famous Maine fog.

			“Your summer’s going to be great,” Patti says to Cynthia. “I know how much you love being in shows.”

			Cynthia nods, her eyes bright. Every time she talks about going to the Vermont Performing Arts Summer Workshop she gets the same slightly dizzy look—like the very idea makes her head spin. “It’s going to be awesome,” she says, bending forward from the waist to make sure no mayo falls onto her top from her overloaded lobster roll.

			“Yeah, you must be stoked to be getting out of here,” Joanna says, just as her front jeans pocket buzzes. She pulls out her phone and reads the text. She types something back, then sighs. “I begged my parents not to drag me here, but no. They want to torture me.”

			“Torture?” I repeat. Rocky Point hardly qualifies as a method of torture, and for all the summers I’ve known her, Joanna has loved it so much she cried when she had to leave. Maybe the fuchsia hair dye has affected her brain.

			She waves her cell phone around. “I think they did it just to break up me and Sam. He’s back in Brooklyn with our friends, and I’m stuck here.”

			“But you come here every summer,” Patti points out. “It’s not some new stunt they pulled.”

			Another buzz, another text. While Joanna’s eyes are on her phone, Cynthia and I each give Patti a “what’s up with her?” look. Patti shrugs.

			Justin appears with my bloob pocket. “Don’t say I never did anything for you, Sneezy,” he says, holding it out to me. Sneezy is his nickname for me, thanks to my allergies.

			“You didn’t do anything for me,” I counter. “You repaid your debt.”

			I take the paper-wrapped treat from him and tentatively flick it with my tongue to test the temperature. You have to be careful with pockets. They can be treacherous, luring you in with their homey, acceptably hot pastry, then spurting steaming blueberries that scald the roof of your mouth. But this one is perfect. Still hot, but not at a dangerous level. I take a bite, shut my eyes, and inhale deeply, which is the only way to eat a pocket.

			“Hi, Justin,” Patti says.

			“Hey,” he replies. I can tell he’s trying to place her. Maybe to Justin the Regulars live in Brigadoon, and we’re the real world.

			“You remember Patti,” I say, rescuing them both from potential embarrassment. I can be magnanimous now that I have my bloob pocket. “She lives in the green cottage on the bay side past Second Time Around but before Scoops,” I explain, listing two of Rocky Point’s favorite spots.

			“Oh, right,” he says. I know he still has no idea who she is.

			I also realize from the way Patti is twirling her hair and smiling that she’s into Justin. But she’s not even a blip on his radar.

			“See you later, Sneezy,” he says. “I told Mom I’d fill in for her at the lighthouse so she can grab lunch.”

			“Great,” I grumble. “Suck up to Mom so I seem like an even worse child.”

			“You are the worse child,” he teases.

			I scrunch my nose at him, since my mouth is too busy with the pocket to bother with a retort. Patti laughs way too loudly, and Joanna never raises her head from her cell phone.

			“Are you going to the dance?” Patti asks Justin.

			“Gotta see Cyn here dolled up in her Lupine Queen gown, don’t I?” Justin winks at Cynthia.

			“Ugh.” Cynthia shudders, then licks the glob of lobster that fell out of her sandwich off her wrist. “I’m never going to live it down.”

			“Exactly why I have to see it.” Justin salutes us. “Ladies.”

			I swallow the last bit of pocket and say, “You’re going to look lovely in Mom’s Mrs. Gilhooley costume.”

			“Ha-ha,” he says, then jogs away.

			“Make sure Mom gives you the bonnet, too!” I call after him. I roll up the paper the pocket came in and wipe my face.

			“Does he have a girlfriend?” Patti asks, still twirling her hair.

			There must have been a lull in the texting because Joanna pipes up, “Forget it, Patti. Why get involved with someone you’ll leave at the end of the summer?”

			“I think it would be romantic,” Cynthia says. I shoot her a look, and she quickly adds, “Not with Justin. I mean, he’s a nice guy and everything, but he’s like my big brother. Only better,” she adds, “since I don’t have to share a bathroom with him.”

			“Yeah, that does suck,” I say.

			“You really think having a thing with someone who is here only for the summer is actually a good idea?” Joanna presses.

			“Why not?” Cynthia says, studying her lobster roll. I know she’s trying to decide if she can just pop the last of it into her mouth in one piece. “Sometimes knowing a thing is temporary makes it beautifully tragic.” She makes up her mind and in the sandwich goes.

			“Ever the drama queen,” Joanna says.

			“Well, I’m ready for something nice and simple, and a summer fling seems exactly in order,” says Patti.

			“Forget Justin,” I tell Patti. “He’s only here for a few days. Then he goes back to the University of Maine for a summer semester.”

			“I’d imagine a two-day fling is too short for even the ever-­adventurous Patti,” Joanna teases.

			“Two days would hardly qualify as a romance,” Patti scolds. “And it’s romance that I’m after.”

			They continue debating various definitions of romance as my mind wanders back to the dark-haired boy I saw earlier.

			“Ready to buy some mismatched coffee mugs?” Cynthia interrupts my thoughts.

			We turn away from the food booths and stroll along Water Street to Main. The Square, as everyone calls it, is the literal center of Rocky Point. The grassy plaza lies halfway between the harbor and the bay. It’s also midway between the pointy tip where Candy Cane stands to the south and the beginning of the woods to the north. Mom’s library anchors the south side, the middle school the north. Our high school is a few blocks away from the library.

			Today’s flea market is set up in the parking lot of the middle school. That means we can check out the Artists and Artisans tent in the town square on our way there. We cruise by the shops with sale racks and tables outside.

			People sprawl on the benches lining the Square. They’re busy eating fried clams out of cheerful red-and-white-striped cardboard cartons from booths on the pier, or sandwiches from Taste To Go, the take-out place on Randolph Street. Kids drip ice cream and giggle or drop ice cream and wail. Mostly they’re kept out of the Artists and Artisans area because no parent wants to be forced to buy hand-painted chiffon scarves covered in ice-cream fingerprints or historically accurate sailboat models with suddenly broken masts.

			Cynthia and I breeze past the section where framed pictures hang on chicken-wire walls. Candy Cane is a favorite subject, though none of the paintings has the evocative feeling of the one on the postcard. Maybe because those displayed by the amateur artists all depict her (I always think of Candy Cane as a “her”) on a bright sunny day, and the painting on the postcard is of the lighthouse in the gloom. To me, that’s a more accurate image. Rocky Point’s sunny days are nowhere near as common as the rainy, foggy, or cloudy ones. The anonymous artist knew Rocky Point like a local.

			“What do you think Brad Ainsley came up with this year?” Cynthia asks. We stroll past tables with handblown glass vases and goblets.

			“Something bizarre, I’m sure.” Brad Ainsley lives up by the Canadian border and does the whole arts-festival circuit in Maine. The sculptures have some kind of theme each year that’s only clear to him.

			“Nautical,” Cynthia surmises as we study Brad Ainsley’s latest creations.

			“Ya think?” I deadpan. The sculptures appear to be in two categories: those whose stuck-together pieces create a ship shape, and those made of actual ship or fishing materials.

			I lean forward, about to press a button placed on the shoulder of a figurehead, wondering what craziness it will unleash, when I let out a gasp and grab Cynthia’s arm.

			“What?” she asks. “Did something bite you?”

			“No,” I squeak. I step in front of her, my back to Surfer Boy. I force myself to speak in a calm, low voice. “Don’t look, but there’s a boy over by the sculpture with the broken blue mast sticking out of the upside-down hull.”

			Cynthia’s eyes flick from mine to a spot over my shoulder. I know she spotted him when her jaw drops. “He’s new.”

			I nod. “I saw him before when I was in the pocket line.”

			Her eyes return to mine, and she takes my hands. “We need a plan.”

			My eyes open wide and my body goes cold, then hot, then cold again. It’s some weird combination of fear, exhilaration, and anticipation.

			Cynthia’s eyebrows rise expectantly. But my usually overdrive brain is on strike. Total blank.

			“Uh . . .” is all I can come up with.

			Cynthia gives me a little shake. “Don’t get stage fright now! This is our chance!”

			“What if he’s from up the coast and is only here for the festival?” I say weakly, disappointment washing through me as I realize this is the most likely scenario.

			Cynthia grins. “Then we just have an awesome day of flirting!” She drops my hands and gives me a hip check. “We could use the practice.”

			Her hip check jostles an idea loose. “I got it!” I declare. “Follow my lead.”

			We edge our way around some of Brad Ainsley’s more lethal sculptures as our target moves to the last one in the row. I hoped we could position ourselves opposite him, but he’s standing right where the tent is tethered to the ground. We’ll have to settle for sidling up beside him. Which we do.

			Surfer Boy doesn’t even look up. He’s intensely focused on a piece that I can only describe as Ship-nado. Dozens of small model boats—dinghies, canoes, schooners—swirl around in a chicken-wire funnel.

			My plan is to start talking about super-interesting things so that he can’t help but check us out. Only now I can’t speak. Complete mental freeze.

			My eyes flick to Surfer Boy. He’s kneeling and peering up inside Ship-nado. I wonder if that’s how Brad Ainsley wants us to view his work.

			Cynthia keeps nodding her head toward him in sharp little jerks and widening her already wide-open eyes in strange rhythmic bursts, like reverse blinking.

			I clutch her hands. “Ask me something,” I whisper hoarsely. “Something interesting. It will make him look.”

			She stops blinking, tilts her head the way she does when she’s thinking, then gives a sharp nod. She clears her throat and says loudly, “I think it’s wonderful that you’re helping the very important Historical Preservation Society with one of its most prized landmarks.”

			I’m about to give her an “are you kidding me?” glare but then realize if he’s from away, he might actually be interested in our little lighthouse. So I quickly turn my glare into an approving “good one” expression.

			“Oh yes, Candy Ca— I mean, the Rocky Point Lighthouse is such a great—”

			I break off as our target stands up, brushes the gravel from his knees, and strolls away.

			Cynthia and I stare at his back. “Can you believe that?” Cynthia fumes. “It was as if we weren’t even here!”

			My brow furrows. “You know, I think he really didn’t have any idea that there were humans around. He was so into this sculpture.” I peer at it again. Now that I’m up close, I can see that the ships aren’t empty. Teeny-tiny people are inside. It’s kind of great and kind of creepy at the same time.

			Cynthia shrugs. “Probably just a Summer Snob.”

			Summer Snobs are a subgroup of Regulars who come here every year but don’t want anything to do with the locals. They give parties for each other, browse the art galleries, and visit the antique stores and the weekly farmers’ market, but wouldn’t be caught dead at Louie’s Lobster Pound eating a shredder with their bare hands—even though everybody knows that’s the best way to eat your lobster. If you like lobster, of course.

			I watch Surfer Boy approach a table of antiques. Once again he’s mesmerized. He strikes up a conversation with the woman at the table. I give him one last look as Cynthia and I leave the tent to head for the flea market behind the school. We gave him a chance to talk to us, and he didn’t jump at it. Cynthia always says that if a guy doesn’t take a little hint, don’t bother giving him a bigger one.

			I shake off my disappointment and get into my flea market groove. I love flea markets. Not only are the items in my price range, but it’s fun to poke through other people’s stuff. It’s like sneaking into their house and spying on how they live.

			I know it’s silly, but there’s a little part of me that feels bad for the odds and ends, and I always hope they’ll find new owners to appreciate them. Sometimes I buy things that I figure will never get bought. Mom just sighs when I show her my latest “pity purchase” and then says, “Well, at least these are the only kinds of strays you bring home.” Mom has a strict “no pets” rule.

			“Snob sighting just to starboard,” Cynthia murmurs.

			I look up from the chipped pig-shaped mug that is going to join my wacky mugs collection. Two tables over Surfer Boy gazes intently at a pile of lobster traps. Then he does the same thing at a table selling knot art and handmade fishing lures.

			“You know, I don’t think he’s a Summer Snob,” I tell Cynthia, formulating a theory. “I think he’s an alien from a planet where no one fishes.”

			“If the aliens all look like him, you should move there,” Cynthia teases. “You’d get to avoid all seafood and be surrounded by hunks.”

			“Definitely not from Maine, that’s for sure.” It’s not just the tan and sandals. His curiosity about pretty much everything on sale at the flea market tells me these are things he’s never seen up close before. Things that are part of daily life here.

			Then the unthinkable happens.

			Blue eyes—yes, they are definitely blue, not green—suddenly meet mine.

			And I can’t do anything but look back.

			I’m as mesmerized by those eyes as he was a moment ago by a tiny ship-in-a-bottle. The weird thing is, I don’t do any of the things I thought I would when confronted by the steady beam of a handsome boy’s gaze. I don’t blush; I don’t giggle; I don’t faint; I don’t anything.

			I don’t even move.

			But weirder? Neither does he.

			I have no idea how long we stand like this, both frozen. It feels like forever, until I realize that Cynthia has only just finished paying for her floppy sun hat. In the time it took for Cynthia to pull out her wallet, count out the bills, and hand them over to the ninth-grade algebra teacher, Suzanna Hughes, who’s manning the table, something shifted in me. Or rather, not shifted. It felt as if I was caught in a fishing net, unable to move, but not wanting to try.

			Maybe thirty seconds at most.

			Then it’s over. Cynthia says something to me, something distracts Surfer Boy, and our eyes drop. Life picks back up, and we each return to our separate worlds.

			“You okay?” Cynthia asks, adjusting the hat so that the brim doesn’t make it impossible for her to see.

			“He looked at me,” I whisper.

			Cynthia’s head swivels, and she spots Surfer Boy down the row. Now he’s studying an old sailor’s manual.

			“And when I say looked,” I continue, “I mean took in every detail, almost as if he could—” I’m about to say “see into my soul” but luckily realize before the words come out how ridiculous they’d sound.

			“As if he could . . . ?” Cynthia prompts.

			“As if he had X-ray vision and was checking to see if my brain was still in my skull.”

			Cynthia laughs. “Well, is it?”

			“Not so much,” I admit.

			Cynthia tips her head back so she can examine my face from under her floppy brim. “Wow. Boy made an impact, did he?”

			“He did.”

			“And you’re saying he actually made eye contact.”

			“And held it,” I confirm. “Unless he has such super vision that he was actually trying to see the price tag on the ironing board for sale behind me.”

			“Well, that bowling shirt could use a quick pressing . . . ,” Cynthia jokes. She knocks into me with her shoulder. “So . . . go get him.”

			“I—I . . .” I slump and look down at my feet. One of my sneakers is untied, and I have a big splotch of blueberry on the other one. That’s in addition to the blueberry trail down my shirt. I thought that pocket was a little understuffed. Now I see where some of the filling had gotten to. “For all I know he wasn’t looking at me because he’s interested. He could have been staring at my blueberry stains. Or thinking how weird I am for buying a pig mug.”

			“Hang on.” Cynthia grips my arm.

			The sudden change in her tone makes my head instantly pop back up. She’s openly staring in Surfer Boy’s direction, and she looks seriously stunned. I glance over and my jaw drops.

			“What is he doing talking to old Freaky Framingham?” I gasp. “And Freaky Framingham is talking back!”

			“It’s hard enough to wrap my brain around Freaky Framingham being here at all,” Cynthia says. “I think my head’s going to explode, putting him and Hottie McHottie together.”

			Freaky Framingham has lived in Rocky Point as long as I can remember. He’s that guy whose house you avoid, which isn’t hard to do, since it’s in a deeply wooded area. The path to his house from the road is just a narrow strip of dirt without a sign to mark it. But everyone in Rocky Point knows exactly where it is. Each year on Halloween kids dare one another to knock on his door.

			There are rare Freaky Framingham sightings. He’d usually be in his battered blue pickup. But he’d never wave to pedestrians or other drivers at our few stoplights, like everyone else. He just keeps his hands firmly on his wheel. Though his face is hard to see behind the cracked windshield, we all assume his expression conveys how much he hates everything and everyone. He’d be at Main Street Goods, picking up groceries, and someone would greet him and he’d just grunt. Or he’d mutter under his breath and stalk out.

			And now he’s standing two tables over, and Surfer Boy is showing him the sailor’s manual. Surfer Boy doesn’t look nervous or afraid talking to our town grouch. Freaky looks almost presentable for a change. Normally he wears ratty paint-­spattered overalls with flannel shirts washed so many times it’s hard to believe they’re any warmer than wearing tissues. His gray hair is wild and long, and he has the weather-beaten skin of many old-time Mainers, the result of a life lived mostly out of doors, battered by high winds, powerful sun, and cold weather.

			Today he’s still wearing overalls, but they’re cleaner than usual, and the shirt looks close to new. His hair is brushed and pulled back into a low ponytail. He looks almost . . . normal.

			“That is seriously freaky,” I murmur.

			“No lie,” Cynthia says, equally mystified.

			We watch as if it’s some kind of mystery show on TV, and we’re looking for clues to explain how these two people wound up talking to each other.

			“Do you think ol’ Freaky has, I don’t know, been to therapy or something?” Cynthia suggests.

			“Hard to picture, but something has happened,” I say.

			“Maybe he decided to strike up a conversation with the only person here who wouldn’t know him.”

			“Could be,” I say doubtfully. “But don’t they seem like they know each other?”

			Freaky’s usual dour expression hasn’t changed. He just stands there frowning, stroking his stubbly chin while Surfer Boy shows him things in the book. Then Freaky does something totally bizarre. He pulls a wad of bills out of his back pocket and pays for the book. Mr. Cooley, the guy who sells secondhand books at Second Time Around over on Berry Street, looks as shocked as Cynthia and I feel. He takes a minute to register that this is really happening, then accepts the dollar. Freaky Framingham strides away from the table, and Surfer Boy scurries after him.

			Cynthia and I turn to face each other, wearing identical “huh?” expressions.

			“How could they possibly know each other?” I ask.

			“Why would anyone voluntarily spend time with Freaky Framingham?” Cynthia says. “I mean, that boy, that serving of yummy cuteness, just followed him. On purpose.”

			Our heads turn simultaneously to catch another glimpse of the strange sight.

			I don’t know if it’s because he could feel us staring in complete and utter disbelief, but just at that moment Surfer Boy looks back.

			And I’m mesmerized all over again.

			Because this time he doesn’t just stare at me. He smiles. And lifts his chin in a teeny-tiny itty-bitty greeting.

			But it’s big enough to make me bang into Cynthia. And that’s without even moving. I guess I kind of went a little lopsided. If she hadn’t been standing next to me, I might have fallen over.

			Cynthia slings her arm across my shoulder and brings her face next to mine. “Seems you made an impression on him, too.”

			The ginormous smile I feel on my face reminds me of how not-cool I am. There is no way I can play coy, or haughty, or any of the other ways I’ve seen girls act around the boys they like. It’s just right out there: I like you, in screaming neon on my face.

			He turns and jogs to catch up with Freaky Framingham. Proof that he actually is with the old coot. If he wanted to escape, he could have, since ol’ Freaky hasn’t slowed down a bit and is now out of the parking lot.

			“I need a bloob pocket,” I murmur. “For strength.”

			“Do you really want to get back in that line?” Cynthia asks. “With all those eavesdroppers? We have some planning to do!”

			Happily, the usual table piled with drinks and baked goods donated by the middle school sits again at the exit. The money from these sales goes to the school, so I feel virtuous as I buy a blueberry muffin, an oatmeal-blueberry cookie, and a tall lemonade. Once we have our purchases, we leave the tent and cross the Square. I sit cross-legged on top of a picnic table, and Cynthia lies on the bench, her floppy hat protecting her face from the sun. She says something, but it’s too muffled to understand.

			I reach down and flip off her hat. “What?” I ask.

			She sits up and swivels around to face me. “I said, I just can’t figure it out.”

			“I know!” I gnaw on my lower lip.

			“You know what I think?” Cynthia says impishly. “I think just like you’re trapped in a candy tower to be a witch’s servant, he’s under a spell. A spell that can only be broken by a kiss from an innocent year-rounder.”

			I duck my chin so that she can’t see the flush creeping up my neck. I fiddle with my shoelaces, my mouth twisting as I try to keep the smile from spreading. A kiss. A soft, tender brush of those lips on mine.

			I haven’t had much experience in the kissing department. Last New Year’s Eve, Kenny Martin suddenly laid one on me in the middle of a party. I yelped—not exactly the reaction he’d been hoping for—and banged into Cara Michaels and Evan Lawrence when I stumbled backward in surprise. They weren’t exactly pleased when I interrupted their dance-floor lip-lock. And there were a couple of awkward good-night kisses when Johnny ­Carmichael walked me home after a group of us went to the movies. Awkward enough that he stopped trying, much to my relief.

			But now . . . I tip my head back and watch the clouds drift. Their soft edges make me remember how soft his lips looked. I’m pretty certain kissing Surfer Boy wouldn’t be anything like my previous experiences.

			Of course, kissing him would require seeing him again. And talking to him. How am I going to do any of that with Cynthia gone? I’ll never have the nerve. If our paths ever even cross again.

			“Maybe he’ll be at the Lupine Dance,” Cynthia suggests.

			I brighten at the idea. Day-trippers often stay for the dance. Best of all, Cynthia will still be here to help me get ready, coach me, and provide moral support. A kiss from a day-tripper sounds incredibly romantic. One beautiful night and then just a lovely memory.

			Assuming he doesn’t bring Freaky Framingham with him.

			I sit glumly at the edge of the pier, my legs dangling over the gently lapping water. The moon’s reflection quivers with each rise and fall of the peaceful wavelets, and the little white twinkle lights strung on every pillar and post sparkle in the sea’s mirror. It looks like fireflies learning to swim. The DJ’s music thrums from the loudspeakers, and even though my back is to them, I can picture my neighbors, my friends, and random ­visitors dancing their butts off.

			Over on the other pier, the food booths are now lit with clip-ons so bright that it looks like a movie set. Beside me two tween girls compare notes on a shared enemy, some boy who spent most of the school year embarrassing them. I want to interrupt and explain that it means he likes them, but then I tell myself to shut up. What do I know about boys?

			I hear a rustle behind me and glance up at Cynthia. She has put her Lupine Queen dress back on as required for the Sunset Ceremonies, and now her tiara is askew and her sash is crooked. “Scoot over,” she orders the tweens. They oblige without protest. After all, she’s the queen.

			“Your dress . . . ?” I say as she plops down beside me. The skirt puffs up around her, making her look as if she’s rising from a lavender-gray-blue cloud.

			“They make a new one every year,” she reminds me. “One of the perks of being queen.” She lifts, then drops, a fistful of chiffon. “I get to keep this monstrosity.”

			“Everyone get their blue ribbons?” I ask. One of the duties of the Lupine Queen is to dole out prizes for the various competitions just before the dance.

			Cynthia nods. “Lorraine Bartley won for her painting of lobster traps.”

			I gasp in mock horror. “You mean Candy Cane wasn’t a prizewinner?” The lighthouse is always a favorite subject.

			“I know. Shocking.”

			I wiggle my toes, trying to ease the ache in my feet—and warm them up. It’s still pretty early to be walking around at night in sandals, and I don’t usually wear such high heels.

			Our preparations were in vain. The high heels and my favorite red sundress with the scalloped hem and seams that give my somewhat boyish figure a bit more curve. Cynthia loaned me her short fake-leather jacket that hits my waist at just the right spot. She helped me with my makeup, and we even practiced possible opening lines. You know, to break the ice and start a conversation. All for nothing, because the mysterious stranger remains a mystery. He never showed up.

			“I just don’t get it,” I say. “Why didn’t he come?”

			Cynthia tosses a pebble into the water. Plink. “I guess he was a day-tripper after all.”

			“Then why would he be with Freaky Framingham?”

			“Good point.”

			I turn to face her. “He wanted to avoid me.”

			Cynthia twists her face into her “you’re being ridiculous” expression. I know it well. “Why would he want to avoid you? He doesn’t even know you. And that smile definitely implied he’d actually want to get to know you.”

			I kick my feet together lightly, still trying to warm them. “Maybe he really is an alien,” I muse. “And aliens have been experimenting on Freaky all these years.”

			“That could explain why Freaky is so freaky,” Cynthia says.

			“Now the alien sent here disguised as a surfer has beamed them both up to the mother ship. Only an alien would dress like that in June in Maine.”

			Cynthia nods. “Someone got their intel on infiltrating humans wrong.”

			“Or,” I continue, the tale spinning taking my mind off my cold, aching feet and my disappointment, “maybe Freaky Framingham used his terrible powers to turn Surfer Boy into a lobster.” Ol’ Freaky being an evil sorcerer is a pretty common Halloween story. “Then he chopped him up and served him in one of the lobster rolls.”

			Cynthia smacks my arm. “That’s just gross.”

			I giggle. “But you have to admit, it’s kind of so bad it’s good.”

			“I like the alien theory better,” Cynthia says. “Add it to the archive.”

			The “archive” isn’t really an archive, or any actual place. It’s just what Cynthia says after I spin a particularly good story.

			Cynthia yawns. “I am so beat. Being a queen really takes it out of you. How do the royals do it?”

			“They have things like household staffs,” I say.

			“Oh yeah. Forgot.”

			“And,” I add, stretching, standing, and then holding my hand out to help Cynthia up, “they don’t have to worry about getting in the middle of a knock-down-drag-out over at the pie contest.”

			Cynthia stands clumsily, nearly tipping over into the water when her foot catches on her hem. I right her, and we step carefully away from the edge. “No lie. Mr. Carruthers and Ms. Lynch glared so hard at each other I thought their eyes would fall out of their heads.”

			The rivalry between Mr. Carruthers and Ms. Lynch over their blueberry baked goods is legendary.

			“That’s a definite plus to queendom,” Cynthia says as we make our way along the periphery of the dwindling dancers. “I get to sample the contenders.”

			In spite of myself, my eyes still scan for the mysterious stranger. By the time we reach the end of the pier, I have resigned myself to having tortured my toes for no good reason. A wave of sadness washes over me.

			Snap out of it, I order myself. This is ridiculous. I’m feeling all this disappointment over a boy I had never seen before and will probably never see again.

			Postcard rack? Filled. Brochures about joining the historical society? Neatly displayed beside the cashbox. Xeroxed copies of The Lighthouses of Maine map stacked on the table by the front entrance? Done! The oversize lighthouse bank with the neatly lettered sign DONATIONS WELCOME! not very subtly placed? Yep. I’ve been at my post at the lighthouse for a whole ten minutes, and I’m already bored. How am I going to get through the next six hours? How am I going to get through the next two and a half months?

			Cynthia headed off to camp yesterday morning full of antici­pation, and all I have to look forward to is imprisonment in Candy Cane. She’ll be back in August, I reminded myself when I arrived and yanked open the heavy wooden door, years of humidity making it stick.

			I survey my domain. In the dark entryway there’s a wooden bench, an umbrella stand, and some pegs on the wall. Visitors rarely hang up their coats, but the pegs are used to hang stray scarves, hats, and gloves they sometimes leave behind.

			The reception lobby is in the attachment that connects the keeper’s house to the lighthouse. Originally the keeper had to leave the house in freezing rains and gale-force winds to tend to the lighthouse, sounding the foghorn, keeping the lanterns lit. So sometime in the 1870s, after enough complaining, the attachment was built so that he could be protected from the weather and still get the job done. Thanks to the distance to the tower from the house, the room is pretty big. There’s even a second floor that once housed sailors who’d been rescued, reached by a rickety, narrow staircase in the alcove behind my desk. Now it houses exhibits.

			The lobby holds long glass display cases, the reception desk (really just an old table), and the souvenirs I’m supposed to sell. On one side is a door to the original keeper’s house, where the café and the gift shop are, and another upstairs exhibition room, though that’s closed this summer. On the other side is the entrance to the lighthouse tower. People can climb the three-story circular stone stairs to the top. The actual light was removed when Candy Cane was decommissioned, so there’s room up there for three people. It’s the spot where people love to take photos. It has an amazing view of the harbor, the bay, and on clear days, the ocean.

			I amuse myself briefly by skimming the totally lame jokes in the very slim paperback Wit and Wisdom from Down East, then rearrange the souvenir T-shirts. That doesn’t take up more than a minute, since we only sell three styles: one with a lobster on it, one with a lighthouse (not Candy Cane), and one with the word “Maine” on the front. On the back it says “Vacationland,” something that can be found on a lot of Maine license plates. The real gift shop is in the café. Mom had the idea to sell a few things here just in case a visitor doesn’t bother going into the café. Since it only takes me one minute to switch the T-shirt order, I switch them back again.

			In desperation I start reading the captions of the photos displayed on one of the walls.

			“Huh,” I grunt. I never knew that the second Candy Cane lighthouse keeper was the son of the first.

			I hear the door open behind me. Unbelievable! Mom’s checking up on me already! I knew she’d never be able to resist “stopping by” on some pretext.

			“I’m totally fine,” I snap as I whirl around.

			Only I’m not anymore.

			“Whoa,” Surfer Boy says, a startled expression on his face. “No one said you weren’t.”

			I blush all the way from my multihued toenails (leftover from the sleepover with Cynthia) to the crooked part in my hair. If it could, I think my loose braid would go from dark brown to bright red with embarrassment.

			“I—I’m so sorry,” I sputter, my hand rising involuntarily to fluff my bangs. “I—I thought you were someone else.”

			“Ooo-kay,” Surfer Boy says. Now he goes from startled to puzzled. He’s staring at me like he’s trying to place me. Either that or he’s deciding whether or not he should just back away slowly and run away.

			Or maybe I have something on my face. My hand once again moves on its own, this time to my mouth for a quick subtle swipe. I give it a furtive glance. No crumbs, no stains. I run my tongue quickly across my teeth, feel nothing sticking, and lick my lips. Determining that I’m bloob free, I smile. Big. I need to make up for my rudeness. Hopefully he doesn’t think I’m a hostile psycho.

			Then I remember: He has been seen in the company of Freaky Framingham. Compared with that curmudgeon, my greeting was as warm as could be.

			My smile must have triggered something, because instead of making a quick escape, he smiles back. “You were at the Lupine Festival yesterday.”

			Ohmigod, ohmigod, ohmigod. He really did notice me. It wasn’t just my imagination. I finger the tags dangling from the T-shirts on the rack beside me. The plastic hangers make little clicky noises as they bang lightly against each other. “Yeah. Were you?”

			Inwardly I wince. Why am I acting as if I wasn’t mesmerized by those exact blue eyes? I don’t have to admit to the mesmerized part, but I can at least acknowledge I saw him, too!

			If he was insulted by my super-cool response, he doesn’t show it. He nods and grins. “Great intro to Rocky Point.”

			My heart speeds up. This is the perfect opening to grill him for information. Why oh why isn’t Cynthia here with me?

			“You visiting?” Am I only able to speak in two-word sentences?

			“Got here a few days ago,” he says, finally taking his first real steps into the reception area. He perches casually against a long display case holding odds and ends that were found in the keeper’s house during the renovation, things the original keepers had left behind. He crosses one foot over the other at the ankle, and leans on his elbow. I know I’m supposed to tell him not to put weight on the display case, but he looks too cute like that.

			“From where?” I ask. Okay. Two-word sentences will have to do for now.

			“California.”

			“Ah.” Seriously, Mandy? my inner voice shrieks. Now I’m down to syllables.

			California explains the tan, the board shorts, and the sandals. I notice today he’s far more suitably dressed for early summer in Rocky Point. Dark jeans, flannel over a tee, and sneakers complete with socks.

			“So, are you open?” He gazes around at the displays.

			“Yes! We are. I mean, I am.” Get a grip! “That is, yes, Candy Ca— The lighthouse exhibit is open.”

			He nods and straightens up.

			“Here for the summer?” I blurt. “I mean, that would be kind of a long trip for just a few days.”

			He ambles to my little desk where I sell the tickets. “Yeah,” he says, fishing out his wallet. “My mom and me—we’re here visiting her dad. I haven’t seen him since I was really little and he was out in California.”

			I take his twenty, give him his change, and try to think of a way to keep this conversation going. Happily, he does that for me.

			“Maybe you know him,” he says, slipping the wallet back into his pocket. “John Framingham? His house is a bit out of town, back by the . . .”

			I never hear the rest of the sentence because my mind is spinning. Freaky Framingham is related to this totally gorgeous, totally normal-seeming hunk of cuteness? His grandfather? How is that even possible? That implies a Mrs. Freaky and that they had daughter Freaky who had this very nonfreaky son!

			My fingers itch to grab my phone and text Cynthia. But I don’t. Mom lectured me on giving the right impression since I’m representing the historical society (and—though she didn’t say this—her). Being on my cell isn’t proper greeter behavior.

			He’s looking at me expectantly, and I realize that he has given me information in the form of a question. Which I should answer. “Of course I know him. Everybody in Rocky Point does.” I manage to stop myself from saying “he’s the town weirdo.” I very cleverly finish up with “He’s lived here, like, forever.”

			“Not exactly forever,” says Surfer Boy aka Cutest Boy I’ve Ever Seen aka Freaky Framingham’s Freaking Grandson. “But close. I’m Oliver, by the way.”

			That might be the most adorable boy name I’ve ever heard. I don’t know anyone named Oliver. It sounds quirky and old-­fashioned and sort of hipster all at once. Special. Not like my name.

			“Mandy,” I say, wishing it was something more unique. Less bland. It’s not even short for anything. Not Amanda. Not Miranda. Not Mandolin or Mandible. Not that I’d rather be named for an instrument or a jawbone.

			“So, Mandy,” Oliver says, “do you have to stay here at the desk, or can you take me on a tour?”

			Suddenly I wish I’d read the mountain of info Mom piled on me about Candy Cane’s history. But I’m not going to let a little lack of knowledge force me to pass up this opportunity.

			I’m not actually supposed to leave my desk, but it’s not like I’m expecting a truckload of tourists to arrive. That never happens, and even if it does, it won’t be until after the Fourth of July weekend.

			I give him a big smile, and just as I’m coming out from around the desk, I can see that someone’s struggling to get the door open. Really? Now? I stare at the door, willing the person to give up, to assume that we’re not open, anything to get them to go away.

			No such luck.

			The door gives suddenly, and a tubby man stumbles in, his hand still gripping the knob. “Whoa,” he says, righting himself. He straightens his rain slicker. He’s dressed as if he’s well acquainted with Maine. “That door puts up quite a fight, doesn’t it?” he says with a smile.

			“Um, yeah,” I say. I glance at Oliver. He slips his hands into his pockets and peers at the photos above the display case. Maybe I can take care of this guy quickly, and then give Oliver a tour, I think.

			“Just one?” I ask cheerfully, already picking up the ticket book.

			“Just a second,” the man says. He steps back out, carefully propping the door open with his foot, and hollers, “They’re open! Come on!”

			I watch in dismay as a passel of people pour into the lobby. There isn’t parking at the lighthouse, so I had no warning that three SUVs just unloaded three blocks away in the public lot. There are fifteen in all: two sets of parents, three random adults, and eight kids ranging from toddlers to teens.

			By the time I sell them their tickets, answer multiple questions, and field various requests for bathrooms, drinks of water, and suggestions for other nearby attractions, Oliver has vanished. Who could blame him? I wish I could have disappeared too—though preferably with him. Did he go upstairs to the second-­floor display area? Into the lighthouse?

			More important—will I get a chance to talk to him before he leaves?

			He’s here all summer! The idea blasts through my bad mood like it’s the Eagle Island foghorn.

			The family group splits up, some going into the Keeper’s Café, others checking out the lighthouse. They seem in constant motion, and the various side doors keep banging open and shut. I finally remember to slide the stopper under the front door to hold it open so that visitors won’t have to struggle with it, and—my mom’s big fear—assume we’re closed.

			After the noisy family finally departs, and I write down their purchases in the ledger book (one lighthouse magnet, one lobster-­shaped teething ring for a baby), I pull my cell out of my bag. I figure if I hold it in my lap and someone walks in, no one will notice that I’m texting.

			Freakiness with Freaky just got freakier!

			I wait for Cynthia to respond. I know that once she’s actually at camp she probably won’t be able to text very much, but right now she’s still at her grandparents’ place in Vermont. It doesn’t take long.

			Tell tell tell!!!!!!!

			How can I boil it all down into texts? How adorable he looked leaning against the display case, all casual and comfy as if he’s been here a million times before. That when he paid for his ticket, I got a whiff of salt air and sunblock, and even though that’s how everyone smells in Rocky Point, there was something different about his scent, as if the California air still clung to his clothes. That his smile revealed one front tooth an infinitesimal smidge shorter than the other. That his hand, when he took the ticket from me, has a faded scar on the back of it.

			Wow. I had no idea I noticed so much about him.

			I decide to stick with the headline:

			He’s Freaky’s grandson.

			And then follow that doozy with the really big news: He’s here all summer!!!!

			Barely a second passes:

			OMG!

			Then:

			OMG SQUARED!!!!

			As I’m trying to figure out what to text next, she writes back: How did you find out?

			Me: He came to check out Candy Cane.

			Cynthia: I guess you’re not so mad about that gig anymore!

			Me: No lie!

			I don’t get to read the next text because Mrs. Gallagher comes in. I’m glad I kept the phone under the table. “Hi, Mrs. Gallagher,” I say, quickly hitting vibrate so that the phone won’t ring or beep. “What can I do for you?”

			“Do you think it would be all right if I leave flyers about the Fourth of July events here?” she asks, holding up a sheaf of bright red paper. Mrs. Gallagher runs the community center and is always looking for a way to spread the word about the summer festivities.

			“Oh, sure,” I say, then frown. It’s not like there’s much counter space. “Leave them with me, and I’ll find a spot where they can go.”

			She smiles indulgently at me, that look adults get when they’re about to make some pronouncement about you. “You’re all grown up. With a job and everything.”

			I’m not sure this qualifies as a job, and don’t know what she means by “and everything,” but I just smile as I’m expected to and say, “Yup. Looks that way.”

			“Well, I don’t want to keep you from your work.”
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