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1

The Lucky Ones

Harper peered out the window of the bus at the thick gray fog. It had been following them the entire drive. She watched the pine trees pass in the mist like phantoms, thinking it felt more like Halloween outside than the week after Fourth of July.

I hope the weather clears up, she thought. Otherwise my one chance to go to Camp Moon Lake is going to be ruined!

She glanced around the bus at all the jittery campers. A group of boys nearby were shooting spitballs through straws, and the girls across the aisle were shouting at them to stop. Most of the other kids were playing games or taking selfies with their smartphones.

There wasn’t a single empty seat. Harper had to take the very last one in the back of the bus after her parents had been late dropping her off in town. And they were late for the same reason they were always late. . . .

They had been arguing.

Again.

Even worse, they had told her that her going away to camp would give them some time to “figure things out.” She was pretty sure she knew what that meant. Her friend Josie’s parents had said the same thing last year. And now they lived in different houses, basically on two different planets, with Josie having to go back and forth every other weekend. Josie had told Harper that the divorce felt like she had been abducted from the home she’d always known and that she hadn’t had a good night’s sleep since.

Needless to say, Harper was afraid the same thing would happen to her as soon as camp was over.

“Have you ever been to Camp Moon Lake before?” the girl sitting next to Harper asked. She looked about nine—a few years younger than Harper—and was wearing pink bows in her pigtails.

“No. First time,” Harper answered, noticing that the thick lenses of the girl’s glasses made her eyes look twice as big as they actually were.

“I can’t believe I got in,” the girl said. “My cousin has applied every summer for the past five years and never made it past the first round of the lottery. She said it’s the hardest summer camp in the world to get into.”

“When you really think about it, it does sort of feel like we won the golden ticket to Willy Wonka’s Chocolate Factory,” Harper mused aloud.

“Exactly!” the girl replied, then paused. “I—I am kind of nervous, though. I’ve never stayed away from my parents overnight before.”

“There’s nothing to worry about,” Harper said, encouraging her. “Besides, you’ve already made one friend.”

The girl looked up at Harper and smiled.

“Thanks,” the girl said. “I’m Darla.”

“I’m Harper.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” Darla replied. “So what do you think we’ll be doing all week? Everything’s so top secret. I mean, my parents had to sign a form that promised I wouldn’t ever tell anyone what happens at camp—including them.”

“Mine too,” Harper said, pushing a strand of her dark hair behind her ear. “I was surprised they signed it. But they were so excited that I had actually gotten in, they didn’t seem to mind. We must be doing really fun, out-of-this-world stuff, because the welcome letter said, ‘We GUARANTEE that Camp Moon Lake will be the best week of your life!’”

Just then, the boy sitting in front of them turned around. He had been writing in his notepad the entire drive but apparently had also been eavesdropping on Harper and Darla’s conversation.

“My neighbor told me something about why the camp is so secretive,” he said softly, taking a puff from his inhaler. His pale skin made him look like he hadn’t seen the sun all summer.

“What did your neighbor say?” Harper asked, thinking the boy reminded her of Edward Scissorhands.

The boy glanced over his shoulder to make sure no one else was listening.

“Just that a bunch of kids were murdered at Camp Moon Lake a few years ago. But there was a giant cover-up so that the camp’s reputation wouldn’t be tainted and parents would still let their kids keep coming here.”

“Your neighbor probably made that up,” Harper said, unsure if she could trust the boy.

“I don’t think so. He said it was a bloodbath. But they never found any of the bodies. Just the blood.”

“Camp Moon Lake is supposed to be the most magical summer camp on earth,” Darla said, confused. “It says so in the brochure.”

“And you’re just going to take the brochure’s word for it?” the boy asked, challenging her.

Darla was silent. She looked a bit horrified.

The boy took another puff from his inhaler.

“So you’re telling us that someone was going around killing people with an ax or something and dragging their bodies off into the woods?” Harper questioned.

The boy shrugged. “Maybe. All I know is, I looked up the camp online, and there’s mostly all new staff this year. Even weirder, there’s absolutely no info about what goes on here. I mean, at some point through the years, some kid would have spilled the beans. But for some reason, they haven’t. Or their tracks have been covered. And come to think of it, I’ve never actually met anyone who’s been to Camp Moon Lake, have you?”

“If you really think that people were murdered here, then why did you come?” Harper asked.

“My parents made me,” he replied. “They said any kid in the world should be doing backflips to get to go to Camp Moon Lake and that I was one of the ‘Lucky Ones.’ Whatever that means.”

He’s right, Harper thought. No one in their right mind would turn down an invitation to come to Camp Moon Lake.

Still unsure, Harper gestured to the boy’s notepad. “Are you doing homework for summer school or something?”

“Oh, this?” he said. “It’s just a new story I’m working on. I’m going to write books for a living when I grow up. Scary ones sell the best, so that’s probably what I’m going for. I’m Brodie, by the way.”

“I’m Harper. And this is Darla.”

Harper gave a wave, deciding the boy had made up the story about the camp murders and was just trying to scare her and Darla.

It was then that Harper noticed something enormous looming out the front window of the bus.

A giant wooden sign. Held up by two massive pillars.

The sign read:

WELCOME TO CAMP MOON LAKE

THE MOST MAGICAL SUMMER CAMP ON EARTH

As the bus drove beneath it, the fog swirled around the pillars. For a moment, Harper thought they were made of gold, but she decided it must have been the way the wood looked in the mist.

Wow, she thought. If the entrance is that fancy, then what’s the rest of the camp going to be like?

A few moments later, the bus stopped in the middle of the campground next to several wooded trailheads. All the kids, including Harper, pressed their hands and faces against the windows trying to capture their first glimpse of Camp Moon Lake. But it was too misty to see anything.

The bus driver called over the speakers, “Looks like fog is in the forecast for the rest of the week. We get a lot of it from the coast this time of year. Best if you all stick together when you’re walking around the campground so you don’t get lost.”

He pulled his hat lower over his eyes, then he stepped off the bus and disappeared into the mist.

Harper didn’t know why—maybe it was Brodie’s story or the fact that she was feeling cold in the middle of summer—but the fog gave her an unsettled feeling, like it was hiding something.

Something dark.

And unfriendly.

And that’s when she saw a girl run out of the mist covered in blood, screaming for her life.
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2

The Grand Tour

Harper’s stomach tightened into knots.

The girl’s face and hair were drenched with blood. Her arms and legs were gashed up, with crimson fluid dripping down her skin. Even her shirt and shorts were soaked dark red.

But worst of all was the desperate, panicked look in the girl’s eyes—like she knew she was about to die.

If I go out there to help her, whatever got her will get me too, Harper thought, debating whether to stay on the bus or aid the girl.

Harper hurried toward the front of the bus to assist the ravaged victim but stopped when she heard a loud clattering below.

Whatever’s out there is trying to come in through the luggage compartment! she thought in dread, deciding she should close the door to the bus.

Then . . .

Harper heard the girl yell from outside.

“Food fight!”

Harper saw several other girls and boys chasing after each other. Throwing food.

And that’s when she realized the girl wasn’t covered in blood.

She was drenched in . . .

Ketchup! Harper thought, feeling incredibly silly.

She watched as the kids disappeared behind a nearby cabin, their laughter echoing across the campground.

“This camp is going to be awesome!” Darla said, excited by the food fight.

A moment later, a redheaded woman with a whistle around her neck stepped onto the bus. She was wearing a slime-green hat with the yellow camp logo on it, and her socks were pulled up to her knees. The driver lagged behind her and sat back down in his seat.

“Hi, kids! Welcome to Camp Moon Lake—the most magical summer camp on earth! I’m Counselor Fuller, and I’m thrilled to get to spend this week with you all,” the woman at the front of the bus said. She had a warm, soothing voice, and her smile made Harper feel immediately welcomed. “As you just saw, the campers who arrived this morning are finishing up their afternoon food fight. That said, we have a lot of exciting things planned this week. Follow me, and I’ll give you the grand tour! But first, I need to take your cell phones.”

“How come?” asked a tall girl at the front of the bus. Harper had noticed her posting pictures on her Instagram account during the drive. The name tag beneath her long brown hair read, Regina. The girl sitting next to her was Tabitha. They looked like clones in their blue T-shirts and black gym shorts. Harper figured they were probably cheerleaders or something.

Counselor Fuller smiled patiently. The smile never seemed to leave her face.

“Camp policy,” she replied. “We can’t have photos of all the fun things we do getting out to the public, can we? It would take away from the same mystique that made you want to come here in the first place. Your parents are aware of this policy and have all signed release forms.”

Brodie leaned over and whispered in Harper’s ear, “Or they don’t want any pictures of ax murderers getting out to the public.”

Harper nudged him.

She, Brodie, and Darla followed the swarm of kids off the bus. Those like Harper who had phones reluctantly placed them in what looked like a miniature vault with a lock on it. The kids who weren’t allowed or old enough to have phones yet—like Darla—went on their way, no better off or worse than before.

They waited while their bags were unloaded from the storage compartment under the bus.

As soon as Darla’s suitcase hit the ground, she reached for it but had trouble lifting it on her own.

“Here, I’ll help you,” Brodie offered, picking it up for her. “I have a little sister back home, so I’m used to it.”

“Thanks,” Darla said with a smile.

Even if I can’t trust Brodie, at least he’s nice, Harper thought, surprised by his act of kindness.

“Oh, don’t worry about your luggage,” Counselor Fuller called over to them from the entrance to a trailhead.

“You want us to just leave it here?” Harper asked.

“The camp valets will carry it to your cabins for you,” Counselor Fuller replied.

Camp valets? Harper thought in astonishment. Is this a summer camp for kids or a resort for the rich and famous?

As they followed Counselor Fuller down the wooded trail, there were other grinning counselors at multiple snack stations handing
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