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Anna swung a wicker basket by her side as she skipped down the block ahead of her father and her brother, Collin. It had been four whole days since she’d been to the Friendship Garden. Up ahead, Anna could see the gate for Shoots and Leaves, the community garden that hosted her school’s garden club. Anna’s skip turned into a gallop. She couldn’t wait to get there.


Since a garden needed tending all summer long, different families took turns weeding and watering the plants in the Friendship Garden. Then, every Monday evening, all the families would meet at the garden to pick whatever was ripe and eat a picnic dinner together. Anna called it the Picky Pickers Picnic. She liked making up names for things.


When Anna stepped inside the gates of Shoots and Leaves, her eyes darted around until she saw a girl with glasses and wavy black hair over by the chicken coop.


“Kaya!” Anna shouted, and both girls ran toward each other and spun around in a huge hug. Anna let her basket fall to the ground.


“Dios mio!” Kaya’s grandmother, Daisy, said with a laugh. “You act like long lost amigas, but you just saw each other a few days ago.”


“During school and camp we’re used to seeing each other every day,” Kaya explained. “Three days is a long time.”


“Especially for best friends,” Anna added, hugging Kaya again.


“Look what I found!” Kaya said. “I couldn’t wait to show you.” She held up a shiny purple star-shaped charm, the kind found on a bracelet. “It was sitting on the post of the chicken coop.”


“It’s so pretty.” Anna watched as the star caught a beam of sunlight and sparkled at her.


“Well, I hope you can stop hugging and chatting long enough to help us pick the cabbage and carrots.” Daisy turned them both to face the garden. “No dinner until the work is done!”


Kaya put her charm in her pocket, Anna picked up her basket, and both girls walked to the raised garden bed where a few people were already picking vegetables. Mr. Hoffman, Anna’s teacher from the previous school year, was picking cabbage with Maria, the president of Shoots and Leaves. Beside them, Maria’s daughter, Simone, and Simone’s best friend, Imani, helped.


Anna and Kaya sat down near Simone and Imani to help pick the cabbage.


“First, you have to feel around the head of cabbage,” Simone told them. “Like this.” She pressed her fingers around the dense ball of leaves.


“I’ve picked cabbage before,” Anna started to say. “So you don’t need to—”


“When you find the stem, cut it.” Simone had a tool that looked like the safety knife Anna used when carving pumpkins on Halloween. She sawed back and forth at the base of the cabbage until the head popped off.


“Then you can peel the outer leaves away, like this.” Simone spoke very slowly. “Be careful not to cut yourselves.” She handed two safety knives to Anna and Kaya, then walked to her mother’s garden plot.


Anna kneeled at the edge of the bed, then reached down to the base of a cabbage. “We’re not babies,” she pointed out to Kaya.
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“Yeah,” Kaya agreed, starting to saw through a cabbage of her own. “Just because she’s going to start middle school in a couple of weeks, she acts like she’s a million years older than us now.”


Anna giggled. “Maybe we should start calling her Granny Simone.”


Kaya started to laugh too, but just then Mr. Hoffman tapped his trowel against the edge of a flowerpot to get everyone’s attention. Anna set her safety knife on the edge of the garden bed and listened.


“Thank you all for your dedication this summer. Without you, the Friendship Garden would be an overgrown mess. To show my appreciation, I’m going to host an end-of-summer party in the garden for everyone.”


“Yes!” Anna and Kaya exclaimed. Anna and Kaya hugged each other. A party in the garden sounded like the perfect end to Anna’s summer.


“What kind of party will it be?” Collin asked. “I like costume parties. I already have a bee costume.”


“I was thinking you kids could decide what kind of party you wanted,” Mr. Hoffman said. “After all, it’s your reward for being such great help. A costume party sounds fun. Does anyone else have a suggestion?”


Anna jumped up. “I do! We could have a Sprinkler Splash! We could all wear our bathing suits, turn on the garden sprinklers, and do our party games in the spray. It could be like a water park, but with water balloons and water sports. That way it would be a party for the kids and a party for our flowers and vegetables. They’d love to drink up all that water.”


Out of the corner of her eye, Anna saw Simone elbow Imani in the ribs, then roll her eyes. “Some of us might be too old for running through sprinklers,” Simone called out to the group.


Anna felt her cheeks grow warm. She hadn’t been suggesting they run through sprinklers, just that they have the sprinklers on during the party. It wasn’t the same thing.


“I think we should do something that would be fun for everyone,” Simone continued. “Like have a campout in the garden overnight. Everyone could bring a tent, and we could make a campfire in our fire pit and roast marshmallows and tell ghost stories.”


Anna swallowed the lump that lodged in her throat when she heard the word ghost. She couldn’t see what scary stories had to do with gardening.
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“Maybe we could have a Royal Garden Party, with cucumber sandwiches and iced tea with mint from the garden,” Anna suggested. She could just picture how bright and cheery it would be, not dark and creepy like a campout. “We could all dress up like kings and queens,” she added.


Anna stopped talking for a moment and waited to hear what everyone thought of her idea, but no one said anything. She looked at Kaya, but Kaya only shrugged one shoulder and wrinkled up half of her nose. “I guess that would be fun,” she said. “But I’ve always wanted to try camping. I’ve never slept outside before!”


“I want to do a campout!” Collin shouted. “I have a hand-crank flashlight.”


“Urban camping is very popular these days,” Maria said.


“I haven’t been camping in years,” Anna’s father added, smiling. “Not since before Anna was born.”


“I have so many awesome campout ideas!” Simone told Mr. Hoffman. “We can play Hide-and-Go-Scare, have a ghost hunt, and listen to spooky music. I’ll plan everything if you want.”


Soon everyone was talking about Simone’s ideas. Mr. Hoffman laughed. “It looks like we’ve chosen our party theme. Thanks, Simone! We’ll do it this weekend. I’ll send an e-mail to the families that couldn’t make it today.”


Kaya grabbed Anna’s elbow and said, “I can’t believe we get to have a sleepover in the garden. It’s going to be so scary! I looooove ghost stories.”
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