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To my #1 fan—you know who you are!




JUNE





“Oh, it will be like having a little sister!”

—Understood Betsy
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“And then something happened which changed Elizabeth Ann’s life forever and ever!”

—Understood Betsy

“I can’t believe I gave up my internship for this,” moans Megan, staring glumly out the rain-streaked window.

Cassidy turns the windshield wipers on the minivan to the highest setting. “Whose idea was it, anyway?” she asks, scowling at the road ahead.

“C’mon, you guys!” Jess protests. “It’s not that bad.”

My friends have been needling Jess ever since we left Concord. Not that I blame them—I haven’t seen this much rain since that soggy year I lived in England. It drizzled all week back at home, but Mother Nature really turned on the faucets when we crossed the border from Massachusetts into New Hampshire a couple of hours ago.

“Things won’t seem so bad once it clears up,” says Becca, who is calmly filing her nails.

I give her a sidelong glance. Becca’s not usually this cheerful. I’m guessing her good mood is the result of the care package she got from Theo Rochester, her long-distance crush. He sent it care of Pies & Prejudice, Megan’s grandmother’s tea shop, where Becca has been working part-time after school. It’s kind of our hangout—and by “our” I mean the mother-daughter book club that we started back in middle school and that’s been going strong ever since.

We all happened to be at the tea shop when the package arrived yesterday afternoon.

“Box of snakes?” Cassidy had asked, smirking.

Snakes are Theo Rochester’s passion in life.

Becca had refused to take the bait. She’d just laughed and opened the box eagerly, pulling out a University of Minnesota T-shirt—the one she’s now proudly wearing—some fudge, and a small stuffed gopher with an M on the front. Goldy Gopher is the university’s mascot, as Becca has told us about a zillion times since she got her acceptance letter. A gopher isn’t exactly the most inspiring mascot—it’s not like a tiger or a bear or something—but Becca is so ridiculously happy about the fact that she’s heading to Minneapolis for college this fall that no one wants to burst her bubble.

“Where are all the other cars?” asks Megan. “I haven’t seen one for ages. It feels like we’re in the middle of nowhere.”

“That’s because we are in the middle of nowhere,” Cassidy replies, scanning the road ahead from under her baseball cap—her favorite Red Sox one, of course.

Jess suddenly lets out a screech. “There’s the sign! On the left!”

“Sheesh, Jess, way to give me a heart attack!” Cassidy slows, flipping on the blinker, and a moment later we turn off onto a gravel road marked CAMP LOVEJOY.

She pulls into a parking area in front of a small log cabin. There’s a sign over the front door that says OFFICE, but no lights are on inside, and as far as I can tell, no people, either.

Cassidy frowns. “Are you sure this is the right place? It seems kind of deserted.”

“I thought for sure we were supposed to check in at the office,” Jess replies. Pulling the hood of her rain jacket over her head, she opens the minivan door and hops out. “You guys wait here, I’ll go check.”

We watch as she picks her way gingerly across the puddle-pocked gravel, knocks on the door, peers through the window, knocks again, then looks over at us and shrugs.

“Nobody’s there,” she reports, climbing back in beside me again and shaking raindrops from the end of her long blond braid.

“Oh good, we can go home,” chirps Megan. “Maybe Wolfgang will still let me be an intern.”

“Shut up, Megan,” Jess snaps.

Megan was offered an internship at Flash magazine this summer, and even though the editors assured her that it wasn’t her only chance, and that she could take them up on the offer any time she wanted, and even though she signed up of her own free will to be a counselor here along with the rest of us, she’s been lamenting her choice ever since we started our road trip this morning.

“I guess we should head down to the Dining Hall,” Jess says, pointing Cassidy to where the road disappears into a forest. “We’re kind of late, so maybe everyone else is here already.”

The minivan lurches and swerves as Cassidy tries to avoid the potholes in the unpaved road. A moment later, we plunge into darkness. The sky is completely obscured by tall trees overhead. Tall, wet trees, their branches dripping nearly as much rain as the clouds above.

“They should call it Camp Sleepy Hollow instead of Camp Lovejoy,” says Megan. “It feels like the set of a horror movie.”

“Megan!” Jess protests again. Her face is flushed. “Will you knock it off!”

I reach over and pat her knee. She’s my best friend in the whole world, and because I know her inside and out, I can tell she’s just about had it.

The thing is, though, Megan’s got a point. It’s only 4:30 in the afternoon and it’s the middle of summer, but this road is as dark and gloomy as something out of one of Grimms’ fairy tales.

I stare glumly out the window. This was supposed to be a fun adventure—what could be better than spending our last summer before college together, working as camp counselors?—but so far the adventure hasn’t been off to a good start. I’d been so looking forward to getting away from Concord. Too many memories in our hometown right now, and too much heartache.

Stewart and I were done. He’d gone off to Middlebury College and gotten himself a shiny new girlfriend, and even though we’re technically still “friends,” it’s been really hard seeing him around town all the time these last few weeks. Which is pretty much inevitable, since he’s Becca’s brother and the Chadwick family and my family live on the same street. Plus, Stewart got a summer job at Vanderhof’s Hardware, just a few doors down from Pies & Prejudice, and we’d been crossing paths almost daily ever since he got home from Vermont. So when the opportunity came to get out of town and head to a camp in the New Hampshire woods, I’d jumped at the chance.

Jess’s mom and aunt were the ones who suggested it. I guess they went here when they were kids, and Jess was a camper for a couple of summers too. Her aunt and uncle own an inn not too far from Lake Lovejoy, and when her aunt saw an ad in the local paper that said the camp was hiring, she told Mrs. Delaney and Mrs. Delaney told Jess.

Technically, Camp Lovejoy prefers that their counselors spend a summer as CITs first—that’s short for “counselor-in-training”—but we were all too old for that program. Jess’s aunt Bridget is good friends with the camp director, though, and she vouched for us, so here we are.

Cassidy swerves to avoid another pothole, and Jess and I bump shoulders. She glances over at me. “Everything’s going to be fine, I promise,” she whispers.

She’s not just talking about the weather. Jess is my best friend in the whole world too, and she knows me inside and out. She knows how hard these past few months have been. “I hope so,” I whisper back.

She leans forward as the minivan rounds a sharp curve in the road. “We should be able to see the lake soon.”

“Good,” Cassidy mutters. “I’m beginning to think you made it up.”

As we emerge from under the protective canopy of trees, water drums against the roof. The rain isn’t letting up a bit. If anything, it’s coming down harder.

“There’s the Dining Hall,” Jess tells us, pointing through the water-streaked windshield to a large, rambling log building ahead. Lights gleam from the windows—that’s a promising sign—and there are a dozen or so cars in the parking area near the flagpole. “See?” she says triumphantly. “We aren’t the only ones here after all.” Then she shrieks, and the minivan swerves again.

“Jess!” Cassidy hollers.

“Sorry,” Jess replies meekly. “But check it out—there’s the lake!”

Sure enough, in the distance beyond the Dining Hall, shrouded in mist, I can just make out the expanse of gray that is Lake Lovejoy. Right now though, it doesn’t look the least bit inviting. Just big and cold and wet.

Cassidy pulls into a parking spot and we all climb out, trying to avoid the mud puddles as we huddle together in our rain jackets, peering at what we’ll be calling home for the next seven weeks. My heart sinks. It’s not exactly the picture-perfect postcard setting I’d been expecting.

A gust of wind sends the rope on the nearby flagpole slapping soggily against the metal pole and drives a rivulet of cold water under my hood and down my neck. I jump, letting out a yelp of displeasure.

Jess turns around. Spotting the expression on my face, she shoots me a look that clearly says, Not you, too?

“I’m fine,” I mutter, flinching as another gust rattles the big wooden WELCOME TO CAMP LOVEJOY! sign.

I’m feeling anything but welcome right now.

The door to the Dining Hall flies open, and someone emerges carrying a giant umbrella.

“Jessica Delaney!” the someone cries, splashing over to join us. She enfolds Jess in a one-armed hug while raising the umbrella high in an attempt to shelter the rest of us. We crowd under it like chicks under the wings of a mother hen.

“It’s so wonderful to have you back, Jess!” says our greeter, a woman who looks to be about the same age as my mother. “And these must be your friends?”

Jess nods. Under the hood of the woman’s rain poncho I catch sight of close-cropped Afro-style hair flecked with gray. Beneath it, a pair of bright brown eyes regard me cheerfully. When the woman smiles, I can’t help smiling back.

“I’m Guinevere Olsen,” she tells us. “The camp director. You can call me Gwen. I was beginning to worry you’d gotten lost. We tried to call, but cell service can be spotty around these parts.”

Behind me, I hear Cassidy give a quiet snort. “Spotty?” she whispers, “How about nonexistent.”

“Leave your gear in the car, girls,” Gwen continues, pretending not to hear her. She tucks her arm through Jess’s. “We’ll help you take everything to your cabins after dinner. First things first—come inside where it’s warm and dry!”

We follow her across the parking lot to the Dining Hall’s wide front porch. I make a mental note to revisit it on a sunny day, as the row of rocking chairs looks like a promising spot to sit and read. Inside, we hang up our rain jackets on wooden pegs in the coatroom, then continue into the main dining area.

“If Camp Lovejoy has a beating heart, this is it,” Gwen tells us, raising her voice to be heard above the hubbub. The other counselors are clustered around a crackling fire in the big stone hearth at the far end of the room, talking and laughing. For a moment, I feel that familiar flutter of anxiety in my stomach that comes from being with a bunch of people I don’t know, but I tell myself to quit being an idiot. I’m not in middle school anymore. I’m heading to college in a few months, and the girls all look friendly enough.

Jess glances over at me, her blue eyes glinting with sly merriment. “Not gonna barf, are you?”

I give her a rueful smile. Sometimes it’s a pain to have a best friend who knows you so well. Jess loves to remind me about the day we met. It was the first day of school, and I was so nervous I threw up on our kindergarten teacher’s shoes.

“Help yourselves to hot cider or cocoa,” Gwen instructs us, waving a hand toward a long table under one of the banks of windows. “I’ll be back to introduce you in just a moment—the cooks want to speak with me.”

She heads to the kitchen, and my friends and I make a beeline for the hot drinks. As I take a sip of cocoa, I feel myself start to relax. Jess is right. Everything is going to be just fine. The rain will stop, the sun will come out, and we’ll all have an idyllic summer by the lake with a bunch of adorable girls to mother.

The best part? Jess and I are going to be co-counselors. We’d been assigned to Nest, the cabin for the youngest girls at camp. Becca and Megan will be right next door in Balsam, with the eight-year-olds, and Cassidy gamely volunteered to share a cabin with a stranger. She’d been assigned to Twin Pines, along with a seasoned counselor named Amanda Dixon. They’ll be in charge of the nine-year-olds.

“Ladies! Listen up!” says Gwen, clapping her hands as she returns to join us. “I know you’re all excited to see each other and I know you’ve got a lot of catching up to do, but there’ll be plenty of time for that in a moment over dinner. We have a lot to accomplish this week to get everything ready for our campers. First of all, some good news: The rain is supposed to let up by morning.”

This announcement prompts a hearty cheer.

“Next, I’d like to introduce our new staff members.” The camp director gestures toward my friends and me. “With the exception of Jessica Delaney, who was a camper here many moons ago and whom some of you may remember, they’re all first-timers. Let’s give them a big Camp Lovejoy welcome!”

The girls by the fireplace start clapping rhythmically, then burst into song:

Welcome to Camp Lovejoy,

Welcome one and all!

Welcome to Camp Lovejoy,

Welcome short and tall!

Summer is our favorite time

We wait for it all year—

It’s gonna be the best time

Now that all of you are here!

The song ends with a chant:

L-O-V-E-J-O-Y, GO CAMP LOVEJOY!

Cassidy elbows me in the ribs. “Stanley would totally love this place,” she murmurs, and I have to stifle a laugh. Her stepfather has a cornball sense of humor. We all love him for it, though.

I’m not much for being the center of attention, but I muster a smile and wave gamely when Gwen announces my name. The other counselors smile and wave back, and I feel the flutters in my stomach subside.

Then Gwen drops a bombshell.

“I’m afraid there have been some last-minute changes,” she says, glancing at her clipboard. “Amanda Dixon’s family is moving unexpectedly, and she’s needed to help out at home with that, so she won’t be joining us this summer.”

The fireplace crowd groans loudly. Amanda is clearly a favorite. I look over at Cassidy to see how she’s taking the news about her co-counselor, but it doesn’t seem to faze her.

“In thinking about her replacement,” Gwen continues, “I’ve decided to do a little reshuffling. Jess? Would you be willing to move up to Twin Pines?”

Wait, what? Aghast, I turn to Jess. She looks flustered. Flicking me a glance, she replies, “Um, okay, I guess.”

Panic washes over me. We’re not going to be together?

“Excellent,” says the camp director. “I appreciate your flexibility.”

And then the bombshell explodes.

“I’ll be assigning Felicia to take Jess’s place in Nest,” Gwen continues.

The crowd by the fireplace parts. A girl steps forward and I stare at her blankly for a moment. There’s something familiar about those blond braids coiled around her ears like a pair of cinnamon rolls. For a moment I can’t put my finger on it.

And then it hits me.

The Felicia that Gwen is talking about is Felicia Grunewald! Jess’s know-it-all cousin!

“You didn’t tell me she was going to be here!” I whisper frantically to Jess.

“I didn’t know!” Jess whispers back, just as frantically. “Mom told me she was sick of camp, and was going to work at the Edelweiss Inn with Aunt Bridget and Uncle Hans this summer!”

I look over at Gwen, hoping beyond hope that she was kidding. She had to be—Felicia nearly ruined my friendship with Jess the last time our paths crossed.

But she wasn’t. “Wonderful,” the camp director says. “It’s all settled, then.”

I clutch Jess’s arm. This couldn’t be happening! Our summer was ruined. With Felicia as my co-counselor, camp wasn’t going to be any fun at all.

It was going to be a disaster.
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“Poor Elizabeth Ann was being sent straight to the one place in the world where there were no good times at all.”

—Understood Betsy

Plink. Plink. Plink.

I lie in my cabin with my comforter pulled up to my chin, staring into the dark and listening to the sound of rain on the tin roof above. It’s dripping steadily into one of the buckets Gwen issued to all of us after dinner. Some of the cabin roofs had sprung leaks, she told us. Better safe than sorry.

Of course ours would have to be one of the leaky ones.

Gwen’s husband, Artie, who is the camp handyman, is scheduled to start on repairs in the morning. That doesn’t help us much tonight, though.

Becca is oblivious. She was out the minute her head hit the pillow. I can hear her snoring softly across the cabin.

The wooden shutters are closed to keep out the rain, and it’s darker than dark in here. Cold, too. I pull the covers over my head, hit by a wave of homesickness. I miss my own comfortable bed in my own comfortable room—leak-free, I might add—and I miss Coco and Truffle, our cats, and I miss my parents, and most of all I miss Gigi. My fun-loving grandmother would find a way to put a positive spin on all this and get me laughing—either that, or rescue me and whisk me off to the nearest luxury hotel and spa.

But Gigi won’t be coming to my rescue. Not this time. I’m stuck here for the next seven weeks.

I try to picture what Gigi might be doing right now. Probably relaxing in the screened-in porch of the little house next door to ours that my father built for her and Edouard as a wedding present. Sophie was probably with them too, playing cards—the three of them are mad about gin rummy—or looking at fashion magazines. Sophie’s my new cousin, thanks to the fact that her grandfather married my grandmother a couple of summers ago. She flies over from France every school holiday and every summer to hang out with us and help in the tearoom, bewitching the boys of Concord while she’s at it. With her dark curls and green eyes, petite Sophie is très chic and très French.

If I don’t stop thinking of home, the roof won’t be the only thing leaking. I’m feeling perilously close to tears.

I roll over and adjust my pillow, trying to get comfortable in an unfamiliar bed. Why on earth had I turned down that internship at Flash? I could be in a plush apartment in New York City right now, instead of in the middle of nowhere. The nearest slice of civilization is a town called Pumpkin Falls. Pumpkin Falls! What kind of a stupid name is that?

At least there’s light at the end of the tunnel. Come September, I’ll be in New York, and I’ll be staying there for the next four years. My mother’s been in mourning ever since I got my college acceptance letter this past spring, but by now she’s mostly resigned herself to the fact that I’m not headed for MIT or one of the Ivies like she’d hoped, but rather to Parsons for a BFA in Fashion Design. If there’s a silver lining for my mother, it’s the fact that Parsons offers a focus in sustainable design. That cheered her up. My mother’s all about the environment. She was elected mayor of Concord a couple of years ago, and coming up with green initiatives for our town has kept her busy ever since.

My dad doesn’t need a silver lining and neither does my grandmother, but there’s one for her anyway: Parsons has a Paris campus! I’m already fantasizing about my junior year abroad.

Gigi loves Paris. She loves everything French, and likes to brag about how she brought Edouard home as a souvenir. The two of them go back to visit as often as they can, as my new grandfather has a little cottage on an estate where he used to work as the chauffeur.

Gigi is the only one in the family who’s totally, unreservedly thrilled about my college choice. She understands how I feel about fashion, because she feels the same way. It’s our passion in life. Gigi is already talking about how she’s going to come and visit me in New York, and take me to all her favorite spots in the city. I can hardly wait.

But first, I have to get through this summer.

Which right now is stretching out ahead of me like an endless bolt of fabric. Blank, boring, colorless fabric.

I bury my head under my pillow, trying to block out the rhythmic drip of rain. I’d better get some sleep. Tomorrow will look a lot worse if I don’t.

*  *  *

“Megan! Wake up!”

Becca is shaking my foot. I crack open an eye, peer at my alarm clock, and groan. I can’t believe it’s morning already.

“You can’t be serious,” I tell her. “Go away!”

“Look!” she insists. “The lake is so beautiful!”

Groggily, I raise myself up on one elbow. Becca has opened the heavy wooden shutters, and a cool, pine-scented breeze is wafting in through the screened windows. Our cabin is perched right on the edge of the lake, and I can hear it lapping against the shore. The rain has stopped, the sun is out, and mist is rising from the surface of the water.

Becca’s right. It is pretty.

But it’s also way too early to be admiring the view.

I flop back down and burrow under the covers again. It’s no use. Becca sits on the edge of my mattress and jiggles it a little. I sigh. She’s wide awake and clearly wants me to be too.

Grumbling, I sit up and reach for my hoodie. The rain may have stopped, but it hasn’t warmed up a speck since last night. “I thought Gwen said we don’t have to get up until we hear the morning bell.”

“She did,” says Becca, smiling.

“What are you so happy about?”

She shrugs a shoulder. “Do I need a reason?”

I stare at her. Is this the same Becca I know? Night-owl Becca, who doesn’t do mornings? Then it dawns on me. “You heard from Theo, didn’t you?”

Her smile widens.

“Did he text you?”

She shakes her head. “How could he? We gave our cell phones to Gwen last night, remember? ‘Camp Lovejoy is a tech-free zone’ and all that?”

I make a face. When I saw that rule in the brochure, I thought it meant the campers, not the counselors, too. Gwen had to practically pry my cell phone from my hand. Just one more reason for me to wish I was in New York City.

Becca waves an envelope at me. “He wrote me a real letter! Someone left it here in our cabin for me, but I didn’t see it last night in the dark.”

“Sweet! What did he have to say? No, wait—let me guess. Instructions for collecting rare New Hampshire snakes, right?”

“Megan!”

“He mentioned snakes, though, didn’t he?”

She flushes. “Just twice,” she admits, then laughs. “That’s pretty good for Theo, actually.”

Shivering, I throw back my comforter and wiggle my feet into the pair of flip-flops I left on the floor last night. My feet recoil and I give a little yelp. The flip-flops are freezing too. “Do you remember where the bathroom is?”

Becca shakes her head. “Somewhere near the flagpole, I think. I’ve been waiting for you to wake up.”

“We might as well take our showers, while we’re at it.” I grab my towel and shower caddy and we head outside, the cabin’s screen door slapping shut loudly behind us. I shoot a glance over at Nest, hoping I didn’t wake Emma. Poor thing—she looked so stricken last night when she got the news about the switcheroo with Felicia. None of the rest of us have met Jess’s cousin, but we’ve heard all the stories. Especially the ones about that disastrous Christmas trip back in tenth grade, when Felicia almost torpedoed Jess and Emma’s friendship.

As Becca and I scuff down the pine-needle-carpeted path toward the flagpole, the door to Twin Pines creaks open.

“Wait for me!” whispers Jess. No surprise there. She’s always up early. Her family lives on a farm, and they all get up at the crack of dawn. She disappears back inside, then reappears carrying her stuff.

“Where’s the bathroom?” Becca asks her. “Are we headed in the right direction?”

Jess nods. “Keep going past Primporium.”

We give her a blank look.

“You know, the cubie house?” She jerks her thumb toward the long building on our right.

“Oh, yeah,” says Becca.

Cubies are another Camp Lovejoy tradition. I guess whoever founded the camp a zillion years ago decided that every girl deserved a space of her own for the summer, so they designed these two buildings full of cubicles that serve as private dressing rooms. Ours is called Cubbyhole, and we’ll be sharing it with Nest and Twin Pines. Primporium is shared by the other three cabins in Lower Camp: Blue Jay, Meadow, and Shady Grove.

“What’s this cute little place?” I ask as we pass a tiny cottage with flowers spilling from its window boxes.

“Shhhhh!” Jess whispers. “People are sleeping! That’s Cabbage. It’s the head counselor’s cabin.”

We tiptoe past it and past the flagpole in the middle of the grove, then head toward the Dining Hall.

“The Biffy’s over there,” says Jess, pointing to another building beyond it.

“Biffy?” Becca looks puzzled.

Jess smiles. “ ‘Bathroom in the Forest for You,’ remember?”

“Oh yeah. Dorky.”

“But kind of funny,” I add.

It’s primitive inside, just bare wood walls and floors, but there are flush toilets at least, and the showers are spotless. There’s plenty of hot water, too. I feel myself start to relax a bit as I shampoo my hair. Maybe camp won’t be so bad.

I change my mind a few minutes later when a huge daddy longlegs crawls across my foot as I’m brushing my teeth.

“Shhhhhhh!” Jess warns me again as I let out a bloodcurdling shriek. “You’ll wake up the entire camp!”

“I don’t care!” I reply, flapping frantically at my toes with a towel. Becca starts to laugh, and I give her the stink eye. “It’s not funny!”

“Yes it is,” she replies. “Too bad I don’t have my cell phone—that video clip would be hitting the Internet by now.”

Spider vanquished, we head back to our cabins. The morning bell clangs as Becca and I are getting dressed. Gwen told us we don’t have to wear our uniforms until the campers arrive, so I opt for jeans and a T-shirt. Camp Lovejoy’s uniforms aren’t all that bad—navy blue shorts and white polo shirts that sport the camp emblem (the letters CL interlocked inside a large circle, with the silhouette of a pine tree underneath)—but ever since the fiasco with the hideous ones we had to wear in middle school, I haven’t been a big fan of uniforms.

I trade my flipflops for running shoes, since I don’t want to take any more chances with toe-loving spiders, and on my way out the door I grab my navy Camp Lovejoy hoodie. Becca grabs hers, too. It hasn’t warmed up much yet.

“Navy is not really my color,” I complain, then tilt my head as I consider my friend. “You can rock it, though.”

It’s a good shade for Becca’s peaches-and-cream complexion and blond hair. Which is currently ahead in our little summer competition. The two of us decided to let our hair grow out this summer, just to see whose is longest by the time we head off to college. Mine just barely brushes my shoulders at the moment, and hers is about an inch longer. She’s got it pulled up in a high ponytail this morning; I just tucked mine behind my ears. I figure I’d better get used to a low-maintenance beauty routine.

The two of us stop in next door at Twin Pines to get Jess, but she waves us on. “You guys go ahead. I’m going to wait for Emma.”

“Where’s Cassidy?” asks Becca, shading her eyes as she peers through the screen door.

Jess smirks. “You mean Ms. I’m-Always-First-in-Line-for-the-Breakfast-Buffet? Three guesses.”

Sure enough, Cassidy is already seated at one of the long tables by the time we reach the Dining Hall.

“Hey, guys!” she calls, waving us over. I stare at her plate, which is piled high with food. Typical Cassidy. My father says she has a hollow leg. She eats like a horse but never gains an ounce. I know it’s because she’s an athlete and all, but still, it’s really annoying.

“Don’t miss the cinnamon rolls,” she mumbles, taking a bite. “They’re phenomenal.”

Becca and I get in line. I’m suddenly starving. Skipping the cold and hot cereals, I pile my plate with fruit, yogurt, scrambled eggs, and a cinnamon roll, which must be homemade because Cassidy is right, it is amazing.

Jess joins us a few minutes later, sliding into the last seat at our table.

“Where’s Emma?” I ask.

“Still sleeping.” She frowns. “I told her to hurry up or she’d miss breakfast.”

The other counselors at our table introduce themselves, and as Cassidy starts grilling them about camp stuff, I glance around the Dining Hall and do a little math. In addition to the six cabins in Lower Camp, there are three on the Hill, as Upper Camp is called: Far, Farther, and Outback. With two counselors per cabin, that makes eighteen of us, plus Gwen; her husband, Artie; the extra staffers in charge of stuff like the waterfront and the trips programs; and the kitchen help. Altogether, I count about thirty-five people.

“Hey, isn’t that Sergeant Marge?” asks someone at our table, a tall girl named Brianna Peterson. She’s from L.A. and she’s already sporting a tan.

Brianna points toward the door and a dozen heads all swivel around to look. A short, stocky woman with no-nonsense gray hair is standing there. She’s wearing the regulation Camp Lovejoy uniform, accessorized with navy blue knee socks, navy running shoes, and a navy lanyard around her neck. A whistle dangles from it, and in one hand she carries a clipboard.

Uh-oh, I think. This is not a good sign. My mother and Mrs. Chadwick love clipboards too.

“What’s she doing here?” whispers Melissa Yee, Brianna’s co-counselor in Meadow. “I thought she was retiring after last summer. Remember all that hoopla in her honor at the final banquet?”

“Summer wouldn’t be summer at Camp Lovejoy without Marge the Barge,” quips someone at the far end of the table, and the other counselors all snicker quietly at this.

Jess takes a bite of cinnamon roll. “What the heck is taking Emma so long? She should have been here by now.”

Cassidy turns to her. “So what’s the deal with your cousin, anyway?” she asks, swatting at a stray bit of food dangling from a strand of her red hair. Her hair bounces between short and longish, and this summer it’s nearly the same length as mine. She’s wearing it tucked behind her ears this morning too, I notice, and for some reason this pleases me. Maybe there’s hope that I’ll get the hang of camp after all. “Emma looked like death eating a cracker last night when she heard that she and Felicia were going to be in Nest together.”

Jess puffs out her breath, sending her blond bangs fluttering upward. “Felicia’s okay, but she can be a real know-it-all, and now that she’s in college, it’s only gotten worse.”

Jess’s cousin is even more of a brainiac than Jess is, apparently, which is pretty hard to believe.

“Plus, she’s, well, kind of awkward,” Jess continues, slanting a glance in her cousin’s direction. Felicia has attached some sort of a cape to her T-shirt, and her hair, which was coiled around her ears like Princess Leia’s from Star Wars last night, is now piled on top of her head in a tangle of complicated braids. “She’s really into medieval history, and sometimes she talks like she’s from the Middle Ages or something. She’s just a little, you know . . .” Her voice trails off.

“Got it,” says Cassidy. “O-D-D.”

My friends and I all grin. “O-D-D” is mother-daughter book club code for “odd.” People always think we’re referring to the abbreviation for some affliction.

Jess pushes back from the table. “I’m going to go check on Emma again.”

Before she can, though, Emma droops through the door. She looks like she hasn’t slept a wink. I can tell she hasn’t showered yet, either, because her short, curly brown hair is mushed down on one side and sticking up in the back, plus she’s wearing glasses instead of her contacts, which is a dead giveaway. Emma hardly ever wears her glasses anymore. Only when she’s super tired.

She grabs a banana and some yogurt from the buffet and shuffles over to our table. “Shove over,” she demands, and Jess and I immediately oblige. Emma squeezes in on the bench, then shakes her banana at us. “I’m going home.”

We all gape at her.

“Don’t be an idiot,” says Cassidy.

“I am not spending the summer trapped in a cabin with Felicia.”

“C’mon, Emma,” says Jess. “Felicia’s kind of goofy, but she’s not that bad. I actually thought you guys hit it off that Christmas we spent at the inn. I mean, before the other stuff happened. Don’t you remember all those conversations about Charlotte Brontë and Jane Austen?”

Cassidy grins. “Sounds like your soulmate, Hawthorne.”

Emma gives her a withering look. “It’s no use trying to talk me out of it,” she says, ripping open her yogurt container. “I’m calling my mother after breakfast and asking her to come get me.”

Jess frowns. “Ems, you can’t just quit. You’re helping run the waterfront, remember? Plus, aren’t you going to do the Birch Bark?”

The Birch Bark is Camp Lovejoy’s newspaper. Emma was the editor of our high school paper back in Concord, and when Gwen found out, she signed her up to be in charge.

“And what about that creative writing workshop you volunteered to lead during free period?” Jess continues. “The campers will love that.”

Emma lifts a shoulder.

“I know you’re disappointed with the way things turned out, but once your campers get here, I’ll bet you’ll be having so much fun that you’ll hardly notice Felicia,” adds Becca.

“Fat chance,” mutters Emma, but she doesn’t sound quite so belligerent.

“The mother-daughter book club has your back,” Cassidy assures her. “You just let us know if you need us to run interference. We’ll do anything it takes—anything at all. You know, short-sheet Felicia’s bed, hide her shoes, put a chipmunk in her underwear drawer. . . .”

Emma gives her a grudging half smile.

“You’ll feel better once you’ve had a shower,” I tell her. “Trust me, I did.” I decide not to mention anything about spiders.

Jess passes her half of her cinnamon roll. “Eat this, you’ll feel better.”

Emma takes a bite. “Maybe I’m overreacting a little. But it’s not fair! We had the summer all planned out.”

“I know.” Jess puts her arm around Emma’s shoulders. “We’ll still be spending plenty of time together, though. The other counselors told me that the youngest cabins team up for a lot of stuff.”

Before she can continue, Gwen, who is seated at the head table with her husband and Sergeant Marge, taps a spoon against her orange juice glass. “Attention, please!” she says, rising to her feet. “Good morning, everyone! I trust you all slept well, and I know you’ve eaten well. How about a round of applause for those bodacious cinnamon rolls?”

The Dining Hall erupts in thunderous cheers.

“I’m sure many of you have noticed a familiar face here in the Dining Hall this morning,” Gwen continues. “Dorothea Buckman had a family emergency and won’t be able to join us as head counselor this summer, so Marge Gearhart, our intrepid former head counselor of many years standing, has very kindly agreed to step in as a last-minute replacement. Our heartiest thanks to you, Marge, for your devotion to Camp Lovejoy.”

“Marge the Barge,” whispers Brianna, igniting another ripple of giggles at our table.

There’s a spattering of polite applause for the head counselor, but no cheers. The cinnamon rolls are the winners in this morning’s popularity contest, apparently.

“We have a busy day ahead,” Gwen tells us. “A busy week, in fact. Our campers will be arriving Saturday afternoon, and there’s a great deal to do before then to get everything ready. As always, you and your campers have been divided into four teams for the summer. This is a Camp Lovejoy tradition that gives everyone a chance to bond with others besides just their cabinmates.” She looks over at the head counselor, who waves her clipboard. “Please see Marge on the way out for your team assignment,” Gwen continues. “Today, each team will be responsible for cleaning and readying one part of camp. We’ll continue this routine daily until everything is shipshape and squared away.”

There’s a clatter of dishes and scraping of benches as we all stand up and start clearing away breakfast things. Gwen taps her orange juice glass and the room grows quiet again. “We’ll meet at the flagpole at 10:30 a.m. sharp. Listen for the bell, and be prompt. You don’t want to keep your team members waiting. Between now and then, I’d like you to spend some time cleaning out your cabins and cubies and settling in.”

Following the other counselors’ lead, we help clear the tables, then go to line up in front of Sergeant Marge.

Brianna turns to me. “I really hope I don’t get stuck with the team that has Trip Shack duty,” she whispers with a shudder. “Last year during pre-camp cleanup they found a family of possums nesting in the backpacks.”

I stare at her, horrified. And I thought a spider was bad! Possums would be a deal-breaker. I’d have no choice but to call my parents and beg them to take me home. My father would totally understand—he likes the great outdoors, but only from a safe distance. His idea of camping is a hotel without room service.

“Name?” Marge barks as I reach the head of the line.

“Megan Wong.”

“Wong . . . Wong . . . Wong,” she says, tracing a stubby forefinger down the clipboard. No manicures for no-nonsense Marge. No manicures for me this summer either, I suddenly realize. I doubt there’s a nail salon in teeny-tiny Pumpkin Falls, and the camp packing list specifically requested that we leave makeup and beauty products at home.

“Camp Lovejoy is a place where girls can be girls—naturally,” the brochure stated breezily, but the reality of this sets in as I contemplate Marge’s polish-free fingernail. Which finally comes to a halt at the bottom of the clipboard. “Here we are: Wong, Megan. You’ll be on the Ruby Team this summer. Rubies will be cleaning and resupplying the Art Studio.”

I whoosh out a breath of relief. I dodged the possum bullet.

So did Becca, who is also Team Ruby.

Cassidy’s a Sapphire. “We’re setting up the waterfront,” she tells us happily. “I might just have to accidentally fall in the lake if it gets hot this afternoon.”

“How about you, Emma?” I ask.

“Emerald,” she says. “Boathouse.”

“I’m an Amethyst,” Jess tells us. “We’re cleaning out the Trip Shack.”

“Possum duty!” I blurt out. My friends look over at me in surprise, and I explain what happened last summer.

“Eew.” Becca wrinkles her nose.

Jess just smiles. “Bring ’em on,” she says. “There’s nothing I like better than wrangling animals.”

This is true. Not only does Jess live on a farm, but she’s also a certified wildlife rehabilitator. It started out as a school science project a couple of years ago, when she took care of an injured baby fox with the help of a local expert back in Concord. Jess has been his apprentice ever since, and earlier this year, after she turned eighteen, she applied for her rehabilitator’s license.

“Not that I’ll be able to use it in New York City,” she told us when the certificate arrived in the mail. Jess is going to be in New York this fall too. She’s got an amazing voice, and none of us were at all surprised when she got accepted at Juilliard to study music. “But you never know. Central Park is pretty wild in some parts.”

We head off to our cabins, and after sweeping ours out and arranging the furniture the way we want it, Becca and I head over to Cubbyhole.

“This is kind of cool,” Becca says, flipping on the light to reveal the cubie house’s long central hallway.

Wooden doors on either side lead to individual dressing room cubicles, or “cubies,” as they call them here at camp. Becca’s and mine are directly across from each other, in the middle of the cubie house. Felicia and Emma are at the end closest to our cabins, since they have the youngest campers, and Cassidy and Jess are at the opposite end, by the door leading to the waterfront.

I open my cubie’s swinging door cautiously, on high alert for spiders. The coast is clear from what I can tell. Just some stray cobwebs. There’s a window, a small closet area with a shelf above it, and a tiny dressing table with a built-in stool. Basic, but I can definitely do something with it.

“Okay, everyone, let’s start at one end and work our way to the other!” calls Felicia, who’s been put in charge. She’s been coming to Camp Lovejoy since she was practically in diapers, according to Jess. “Mind if I put on some music?” Felicia adds as she hands out brooms and cleaning supplies.

“Great idea,” I tell her, hoping she picks something upbeat.

No such luck. A moment later, Cubbyhole is echoing to the sounds of some string quartet. I look over at Jess, who has a pained expression on her face.

“Sorry, guys.”

Cassidy grins and picks up her broom. She’s getting a kick out of Jess’s cousin already, I can tell. I pick my broom up too, and putting my earbuds in, fire up a dance party playlist as I set to work.

An hour later, the floors are swept, the ceilings de-cobwebbed, the windows washed, and Cubbyhole fairly gleams. Sergeant Marge gives us a thumbs-up when she comes to inspect.

“Very nice, ladies. Go ahead and settle in.”

The packing list told us to bring along six yards of fabric for decorating our cubies. Cassidy thought the whole idea was stupid until I suggested scarlet-and-white striped ticking. Scarlet and white are her new college colors. She’s going to Boston University on a full ride this fall, thanks to her hockey skills.

Back in Concord a few weeks ago, my friends and I took a field trip to the fabric store and I helped everybody pick something out. Becca was easy. I found her a pale lavender cotton with brightly colored shoes scattered all over it. Becca adores shoes. For Jess, it was a toss-up between a musical note pattern and horses. She went with horses.

“More kid-friendly,” she decided.

I tried to find a book motif for Emma, but we had to settle on red-and-white gingham decorated with strawberries. Strawberry is her favorite ice cream flavor. For myself, I chose a crisp black-and-white polka dot, with hot pink grosgrain ribbon for trim.

I pull my fabric out of my trunk and get busy pleating and tacking skirts around the edges of my dressing table and the little built-in stool in front of it. When I’m finished, I step back and survey my handiwork. The cozy room already looks cheerier. I have enough left over to add a short ruffle around the closet shelf, and I even tack faux curtains up at the windows, using more pink ribbon as tiebacks.

Becca pokes her head in as I’m admiring the results. “Hey, this looks fabulous!”

“Thanks.”

“Come look at mine,” she says, beckoning me across the hall.

“Nice!” I tell her, looking around. “The shoe fabric is perfect.” Suddenly, I’m not feeling so gloomy about camp. I go back to my cubie and start hanging up my clothes, humming to myself. I loop my bathrobe over the hook beside the door, set out my shower caddy, and line up my shoes. Then it’s time for the fun stuff, all the knickknacks and pictures and posters I brought along to personalize the space.

I’m beginning to see why Brianna and Melissa were so enthusiastic at breakfast about the cubies. They’re a tiny piece of home. I perch on the stool in front of my dressing table, gazing at the walls, where generations of previous campers have signed their names. I grab a marker and sign mine, too: MEGAN WONG WAS HERE.

Next up is hanging my bulletin board. It’s covered with pictures—my cats when they were kittens; Becca and me on a Christmas cruise a couple of years ago; Pies & Prejudice on opening day; my grandmother and me at Paris Fashion Week; celebrating with my mother at her election party; all of my friends and family on Gigi and Edouard’s wedding day.

OEBPS/images/p0014_01in.jpg





OEBPS/images/p0014_01out.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781442471856.jpg






OEBPS/images/p0002_01in.jpg





OEBPS/images/p0002_01out.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
THE MOTHER-DAUGHTER BOOK CLUB

WL@W—GKDM@W
Book Camp

Heather Vogel Frederick

Simon & Schuster Books for Young Readers
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi













