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Chapter One

Maggie
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I had to read the invitation three times before I believed it was real.

Last summer, when I waved goodbye to Birdie, the best camp counselor of all time, who helped us all defeat her vampire sister (long story), I for sure thought we’d see each other again one day, but not at Camp Sylvania. I had no plans to set foot in that place again.

Until I did.

I didn’t even plan on going back to a summer camp at all this year, but you know what they say about cats and curiosity and all that. So here I am, just miles away from the start of my second summer at Camp Sylvania, except this time my bestie is coming along for the ride and this is actually going to be the best summer of our lives!

“This packing list is so bizarre,” Nora’s mom, Miss Cammie, says as she mulls over the orientation email on her phone for the millionth time since we crossed the Texas state line yesterday morning.

Nora’s stepdad, who she and her brothers refer to as Stepdad Steve, grips the steering wheel of the brand-spanking-new minivan he bought last week for his recently doubled family as we wind down the familiar road to Camp Sylvania.

Miss Cammie continues. “I packed your obsidian . . . it’s in the snack-size ziplock baggies next to your allergy medication and face sunscreen . . . but I couldn’t find tourmaline anywhere.”

Nora throws her head back against the headrest and pretends she can’t hear her mom even though her Bluetooth headphones totally died an hour ago.

I accidentally make the most awkward eye contact ever with Stepdad Steve in the rearview mirror and then look away.

“Um, it’s no biggie, Miss Cammie,” I say because I can’t stand silence for too long. “My mom bought mine from some crystal shop on Etsy, so I have plenty to share. Besides, I’m pretty sure there’s no crystal store on County Road 29.” And then I snort. Ugh. That was unfortunate. (The snorting, I mean.)

I sink low in the bench seat in the back of the van where Nora and I have camped out for ultimate privacy. “Those headphones died back at the roadside fudge depot, and you know it,” I whisper to Nora.

She slumps down beside me and pulls her glossy pink headphones down around her neck. “I’m at max parent capacity right now,” she tells me. “And I hate this minivan. It’s so corny.”

I cringe. “I saw that Stepdad Steve even put one of those stick figure bumper stickers on the back with the whole family.”

She rolls her eyes and lets out a helpless whimper.

I never used to think my parents were embarrassing, but now just getting dropped off at school every day sends me into a brain spiral as I try to troubleshoot any potential humiliation that might play out. It doesn’t help that Dad’s car makes this rattling sound that basically draws the entire school’s attention to us.

But a minivan? That’s a whole other level of mortification. And not just because it’s a minivan! I can never open the door the right way and crawling out the back is basically a tripping hazard waiting to happen. When Stepdad Steve dropped us off in it on the last day of school, Nora had to beg him to let us get out at the end of the drop-off line. Trust me when I say you don’t want to embarrass yourself on the last day of school. It’s all anyone talks about for the whole summer and on the first day back, you’re the butt of every joke until the next poor kid embarrasses themselves.

“Hey, you were talking in your sleep last night,” Nora says. “Something about electromagnetics?”

“My EMF reader! A.k.a. electromagnetic field reader. The ghost-hunting device I got with my birthday money. I had a nightmare that I left it at home.” I swipe a hand across my forehead. That really would have ruined the whole summer, to be honest.

“Well, you seemed pretty stressed out in your dream, which makes sense, because everything about ghosts is nightmare inducing.”

“This again?” I ask. “Come on. After last summer, how can you not open up your mind to the paranormal? It’s, like, all I can think about.”

She shivers. “More like after last summer, how can you even stand to think about it?”

I reach for her hand and the matching plastic friendship bracelets I made last weekend sit side by side, reunited in a picture-perfect moment. Last night, I gave Nora hers when we got into bed at the hotel. The plan was to wait until we were alone in our cabin, but I couldn’t wait any longer. “You know this summer is going to be totally different, right? No more Sylvia. And the new camp director sounds really cool. A little hippie-dippie, but they brought back the blob and the Jet Skis!”

“I’ve never ridden a Jet Ski before, and I gotta admit, that sounds pretty cool. Mami still hasn’t signed my waiver though.”

“She’ll give in. I’ve only done it once, and it was basically the best five minutes of my life. Plus, we’re going to be sharing a cabin for two whole weeks. You’ll basically forget your new loser stepbrother, Darren, even exists.”

“Did I tell you Mom and Stepdad Steve are letting him take over the game room as his bedroom this summer before he leaves for college just because the guest room is only big enough for a twin bed and he’s supposedly ‘a growing young man’? What about the TV and the PlayStation and the Nintendo Switch and the old air hockey table? The couch in the family TV room is so fancy that my mom won’t even let me drink clear Gatorade on it. How am I expected to lounge under those circumstances?”

“RIP game room,” I say solemnly. “We had some truly epic Mario Kart tournaments in those hallowed halls.”

Nora takes a calming breath in through her nose and out through her mouth. “But you’re right. This summer is going to be the best. We might not be going to Camp Rising Star, but we have a whole two weeks without parental supervision. And no kidnapping vampires this year, so that’s already a win. It’s going to be the most normal, chill summer ever. Like, so normal, it’ll be a little boring.”

“I’m pretty sure boring isn’t something we should aspire to, NorBear.”

“Okay, well, maybe we’ll have a crush or two.” She gasps. “Or maybe people will have crushes on us.”

My lip curls. No thanks. “Ooooooor maybe we’ll see a ghost and I’ll get the chance to test my new ghost-hunting equipment.”

She rolls her head to the side and gives me her best really look.

“You know it’s all real,” I whisper. “Vampires, ghosts . . . river monsters!”

“River monsters? We have zero proof those are even a real thing.”

“Okay, but they probably are. This summer is all about fact-finding for me and it starts with getting proof that ghosts are real. And then maybe river monsters too.”

Howie Wowie was the elusive and sometimes helpful ghost from Camp Sylvania last summer, and my experiences with him and the world of vampires has had me searching high and low for evidence of the paranormal for the past year. Howie was a former camper and ultimate daredevil who met his untimely demise after a Jet Ski stunt gone wrong. Now he’s known to wander the grounds in his tie-dye T-shirt and neon swim trunks.

“Normal,” she reminds me. “Chill.”

“Totally,” I say.

“I hope the outfits I packed are cute without trying too hard. You know what I mean?”

I shrug, wishing I knew how to care about all the things that Nora is interested in this year. Crushes, clothes, TikTok dances. “Hey, did you pack the cherry blossom string lights you got for Christmas for our cabin?”

“You know it,” she says. “And those kitten face masks and that picture of us from second grade in the macaroni frame.”

“Sweet. I packed the Wicked poster and . . . okay, this was supposed to be a secret, but I got us boba Squishmallows with my allowance. Matcha for me and strawberry for you!”

Nora shrieks with excitement before sinking even farther down into her seat.

I peer up to see Stepdad Steve smiling at us as the trees on either side of the road grow thicker.

“No one knows me like you do,” she says with a sigh.

“Ditto, bestie,” I tell her with certainty. This is going to be the summer Nora and I have dreamed of for a really long time, and nothing’s going to get in our way.

“We’re here!” I sing as we pass under a huge banner that reads LUNA LUPOWSKI WELCOMES YOU TO THE NEW AND IMPROVED CAMP SYLVANIA!

We both turn to look out our respective windows and a soft gasp catches in my throat as I notice a familiar ghostly presence sitting on a tree stump and waving.

Howie! Yes! This summer is already the best.

Over the last year, I’d begun to wonder how much of last summer was a dream, or at least a tall tale. None of it seemed real after we got home. Had there really been a camp ghost? Did Sylvia actually farm a whole camp of kids so she could build her own immortal beverage empire? Surely the International Society of Slayers had been a figment of my imagination. But then I have to remind myself that it was real. It was all real.

And this summer I’m going to prove it. Starting with Howie. I even brought my mini Polaroid camera to try to capture a picture of him. Film doesn’t lie! (And I don’t technically have a cell phone yet.)

The minivan rolls to a stop in a clearing that’s become a temporary parking lot for incoming campers. My whole body is buzzing and the moment the car is in park, I fling myself out the van door. “Do you smell that?” I ask Nora. The muggy air mixes with a soft breeze drifting in from the lake.

“The geese poop?” she asks.

“No! Freedom!” I close my eyes and inhale deeply through my nose. “Okay, and maybe a little bit of geese poop.”

“Did someone say geese poop?”

I open my eyes to see Logan trotting toward me with a tall lanky guy with a dark brown complexion and hip wire-rimmed glasses a few feet behind him. “Logan! I thought you weren’t getting in until tonight!”

He grins, loping over to me with a side hug. “Surprise! Turns out my cousin failed language arts and couldn’t walk at graduation, so my grandma got me”—he turns back to the boy behind him—“or, well, us on the earlier flight.”

Logan’s voice sounds . . . different and he’s at least six inches taller than he was last summer. He reaches around my shoulders and his armpit smells like a forest made of spearmint, which is a vast improvement over most of the boys at school. My stomach gurgles, but I’m pretty sure that’s just because I’m hungry.

“Did you bring the EMF reader?” he asks quietly.

I immediately geek out. “I can’t wait for you to see it,” I tell him. “It is the single coolest thing I have ever owned.”

“This summer is going to rule,” he says definitively. “This is my neighbor and oldest friend, Jesse. Since my brother couldn’t come this summer, my grandma offered him our extra voucher.”

Jesse shrugs with a grin. “My parents can’t say no to free stuff. Plus my dad won a cruise for two at work and this was a better option than staying with my great-aunt. She loses her dentures. A lot.”

Behind me, Nora clears her throat.

“Oh, hey, Logan, you remember Nora, right? My bestie forever.”

Jesse steps forward and holds a hand out for Nora to shake. “Good to meet you, Nora.”

Her cheeks redden as she tries to suppress a smile.

Logan nods. “Hey, Nora! Last time I saw you, you were dive-bombing a vampire on the set of The Music Man! So epic.”

Nora’s smile falters. “Some things are better left forgotten, if you know what I mean.”

Logan looks from me to Nora and then back to me. “Yeah, I’m pretty sure last summer is going to be seared into my brain for eternity.”

And he’s right. Last summer was totally horrific, but unlike Nora, I don’t want to move on by forgetting it all ever happened. Because even though it was terrifying, I have never felt so alive. Talk about a rush of adrenaline! Besides, sometimes the only way to get over your fears is to embrace them.

Now if I could just get Nora to do the same. . . .





Chapter Two

Nora

[image: image]

Best friends don’t get jealous. Best friends don’t get jealous. Best friends don’t get jealous.

I repeat this over and over in my head as I watch Maggie and Logan gush—like, full-on animated arms and big eyes and loud laughing—about how they can’t wait to dig into all things supernatural this summer. Since when are they so close? And why are they so focused on the paranormal?

Okay, fine. Maybe I am a little jealous. I try to swallow it down as best I can. It’s just that this summer is supposed to be about Maggie and me, not Maggie and Logan, or Maggie and Logan and Jesse and definitely not about ghosts or river monsters or bloodsucking V-words. The thought of them still sends a chill down my spine!

Don’t get me wrong: I’m all for summer camp adventures. But less like the scary monster kind, and more like the cooler eighth-grade kind. I want adorable summer outfits and s’mores and crushes Maggie and I can ogle. I’ll even allow a spooky campfire story. But after last summer’s “unfortunate incident,” I’ve been really looking forward to a summer camp do-over.

Thankfully, from the brief glimpse I got on the drive in, the new Camp Sylvania seems to have been scrubbed of everything from last year. Mami even said she was impressed by the makeover, and she’s skeptical of pretty much everything. Not that I blame her. My older brothers, Junior and Sebastian, are forever testing her. One time, they stuffed a bunch of fake spiders into the cabinet with all her spices so they fell on her while she was cooking. She hasn’t trusted a closed cabinet since.

In this updated version of camp, all of Sylvia’s branding is gone, replaced with all things Earthy-crunchy: the giant banner welcoming us to camp looked like its letters had been embroidered on burlap, there are pastel-colored garlands of lavender strung from some of the trees, New Age music is playing softly through the PA speakers, and I swear someone is burning sage. There’s no way anyone is getting kidnapped at a place that has a healing sound bath.

Logan must catch me taking in our surroundings because he motions around us and asks, “What do you think of the new look? Kind of . . . a lot, right?”

“Yeah,” Jesse says, looking less than impressed. “I’m just waiting for the new camp director to pop out from behind a tree and force us to hold hands and become one with nature or something.”

I laugh quietly. Okay, Jesse is sort of cute.

Maggie wrinkles her nose. “Totally. What even is that smell?”

“That’s sage,” I say. “And I don’t know, I think the new look is okay?”

When there’s a beat of silence, I self-consciously tug at the end of my braid.

“The flowers are really nice,” Maggie offers. Then she glances over at Logan. “Buuuut it is a lot different.”

I can tell she’s trying to make us both happy.

“It will be great for you girls to have a chance to actually spend the summer together,” Mami says. “I hate the idea of my baby being alone in the woods, so knowing she already has good friends like you to keep her company makes me feel better.”

There’s so much wrong with what Mami just said I don’t even know where to start: Logan is really more Maggie’s friend than mine, I don’t really know Jesse, and—ugh—I’m not a baby who needs to be looked after. She’s always acting like I’m still six years old.

Instead of saying anything, I bite my tongue, knowing arguing with Mami is no use. She’s never met a fight she didn’t win, and being given The Look—a stare from Mami that’s so sharp it could slice through rock—in front of everyone sounds mortifying.

“My great-aunt has also been nervous about this whole camp thing,” Jesse offers politely. “She’s kind of a conspiracy theorist though. She told my parents this camp used to be run by vampires who—”

“Ha!” Logan lets out a sharp laugh and claps Jesse on the shoulder. Maggie’s eyes go big. “That great-aunt of yours. Always falling down some kind of Facebook rabbit hole!”

“Your aunt sounds like she has quite the imagination,” Mami muses, raising an eyebrow.

My eyes dart around the grounds hoping I might see something that could inspire a different conversation—one that’s not about me being a baby or about the supernatural—when I notice a girl across the parking lot, leaning up against a tree. She’s reading what appears to be manga, and I am instantly drawn to how effortlessly cool she looks.

From her Doc Martens, which I can spot from a mile away, to her leather jacket (which is maybe not the most practical choice outdoors in the middle of summer, but oh my gosh!!!), to her dark hair streaked with strands of blue, this girl radiates chill. She’s even rocking a deep purple lipstick that looks like something an influencer might wear. I need it!

“Promise me you’ll be safe,” Mami continues, tucking one of the curls that’s escaped from my French braid behind my ear.

I tear my gaze away from Cool Girl and huff. “Obviously.”

Mami sighs. “A little less attitude would be great.”

I plaster on a bright, fake smile. “Better?” I ask through gritted teeth.

She smiles back and pinches my cheek. “There’s mi princesa. Oh! And I was able to get you an appointment with Dr. Hernandez when we get back so we can get you a new set of braces like we talked about.”

“Mami,” I groan, glancing quickly between Maggie, Logan, Jesse, and Cool Girl in the distance. “Can we not?” I really don’t need the whole world knowing that I was getting braces for a second time. Getting my braces off before school last year was the best day of my life, but by spring break my teeth were almost as crooked as they were to start with. Dr. Hernandez blamed it on not keeping my braces on long enough, but I had to admit I wasn’t very good at wearing my retainer either.

“What?” Mami asks innocently, as if she really has no clue what she’s just said. “I think you’ll look adorable with braces.” She touches my upper lip. “And maybe we can get this little mustache waxed too.”

It’s then that Stepdad Steve finishes unloading our luggage and rejoins us in the lot. As far as stepdads go, Steve is . . . fine, I guess. He listens to NPR podcasts and classical music, he wears polos and khakis even on the weekends, and he loves bird-watching and giving people an enthusiastic thumbs-up. Harmless, really. It’s less about him and more about how his presence in our lives changed literally everything. I felt like I had just started getting used to the Whaley household being me, Sebbie, Junior, and Mami, and only seeing my dad on the occasional weekend, when boom! In came Stepdad Steve and his (annoying) son Darren. As if I needed another dad or brother. Even though Stepdad Steve tries really hard, sometimes it’s almost too much, and I find myself internally cringing when he enters a room.

Right now, though, I’m actually grateful for his presence. At least we can stop focusing on my crooked teeth.

“All right, I think that’s everything,” he says, dusting his hands off. “Thank God the camp staff is delivering your bags to your bunks. Took me two whole trips to drop off Nora’s luggage at the main office!” Stepdad Steve winks at me, letting me know he’s only teasing, but his comment feels like an extra jab in an already irritating morning.

“Well, I did have to pack for practically a month,” I say defensively. Camp is technically only two weeks, but I needed to pack for every possible scenario.

Mami playfully swats at Stepdad Steve’s arm. “Hey, don’t judge—a girl needs options!”

“How else is Nora going to have the best wardrobe at camp?” Maggie asks. Then she turns to Logan and Jesse and adds, “She really does. Wait till you see.”

And that makes me soften a little. Thank goodness for my bestie.

I bump my shoulder with hers. “Thanks, Magpie.”

Stepdad Steve puts his hands up in surrender. “I was only joking! I fully support your packing habits.” I glance over at Maggie and give her my subtlest eye roll. She stifles a giggle. “Now, should we get going and let these kids settle into their summer?”

Without another word, Mami throws her arms around me dramatically and smothers me in kisses, and I wish the ground would open up and swallow me whole, because hello? I’m almost an eighth grader! I don’t need my mother hanging all over me like I’m a little kid. Maggie’s so lucky that her parents said goodbye to her back in Texas.

I hug Mami back half-heartedly before wriggling out from under her death grip. “It’s only two weeks,” I remind her. “I’ll be back soon.”

She wipes at her eyes and sniffles. “Okay, mija. I’ll miss you.” Mami wraps Maggie in a big hug, too, then pulls me to her and squeezes us both. “And take good care of each other.”

I catch Maggie stealing a glance at Logan as her cheeks go pink.

“Okaaaay.” My voice comes out whinier than I intend, but can she just please go already?

“I love you,” Mami says, blowing me another kiss.

“Love you too, Ma,” I reply impatiently, practically shooing them into the car.

Stepdad Steve offers a corny thumbs-up before he and Mami get into their minivan. A moment later, their car pulls away, leaving a cloud of dirt in its wake.

I breathe a sigh of relief as I watch their car grow smaller in the distance.

This is it. Summer!

I grin over at Maggie, Logan, and Jesse. “Should we go get our cabin assignments?”

Maggie loops her arm with mine. “Let’s go!”

My body hums with excitement as we make our way into camp to check out where we’ll be bunking. I just know I’ll be with Maggie—we’re the same age and I was the friend she chose to bring along for her free week. How could they not put us together?!

We practically run down the path to the main camp building, arm in arm.

And there, on the bulletin board, is our destiny. My chest squeezes as I walk up to the bunk assignment sheet.

I scan for Maggie’s name, which is always before mine:

Name: Maggie Hagen

Cabin Assignment: Waning Crescent

“Oh no . . . ,” Maggie murmurs next to me.

“What? What?” I try to read as quickly as possible. And then I see it:

Name: Nora Whaley

Cabin Assignment: New Moon

My heart sinks. “We’re not in the same cabin.” I can feel my whole body deflate. How can this be happening?

“Ugh! This stinks.” Maggie frowns, then looks at me. “We even made a bunkmate request!”

“There goes our plans for decorating the perfect room,” I say, as if that’s what I really care about, but my voice cracks slightly on the last word—total betrayal.

Maggie must be able to see right through me because she squeezes my arm reassuringly. “We’ll hardly be in our cabins at all. And we’ll be spending all our free time together for sure!”

I brighten a little at that. “That’s true. What cabin did you guys get?”

Jesse points toward his name on the sheet. “Waning Gibbous.” His voice is surprisingly deep, and when I look over at him, I notice he has one eye that’s brown and one that’s green.

Logan finds his own name and smiles. “Me too!” Then he scrunches his face. “Aw, man. You’re not going to prank me, are you?”

“Are you saying you don’t want me to stick your hand in a bucket of warm water to make you wet the bed . . . again?” Jesse asks.

“That never happened!” Logan quickly assures us. The tips of his ears go bright red. “And no, I absolutely don’t want you doing that. Ever!”

Jesse laughs. “Oh, fine. Guess I’ll have to torture our mystery roommate with my pranks instead.”

“That’s a relief.” Logan turns to me and Maggie. “Sorry you guys aren’t bunking together.”

“We don’t need to be in a cabin together to have the best summer ever,” Maggie says with a firm nod. “Right, NorBear?”

She seems a lot more sure about this than I am, but I nod anyway. “Right.”

An airy voice comes over the PA. “Welcome, campers! Please head to your bunk to meet your cabinmates, then grab some dinner before joining us all on the camp lawn at seven o’clock sharp for our welcome meeting. See you soon!”

I look over at Maggie. “Guess this means we should split up.”

“Yeah. I guess so.”

Logan points behind Jesse. “I think your cabin is the same way as ours, Maggie.” He points in the opposite direction. “And, according to that sign, yours is that way, Nora.”

Ugh. Of course.

“Want us to walk with you to your bunk?” Jesse offers.

“Oh, um. I think I’ll be all right,” I say. “Thanks though.”

“Time to meet our roomies, then.” Maggie gives me a small, nervous smile. “See you on the lawn in a little bit?”

I smile back. “Definitely. Just promise you won’t like your bunkmates better than me.” I’m only half joking.

Maggie rolls her eyes. “Like that could ever happen.”

Then, with a hug and a wave, she and I head in opposite directions.

As I walk toward my cabin, I take a closer look at the handmade bracelet from Maggie. Now that we’re not bunking together, I really appreciate having a reminder that Maggie will always be there for me. I don’t even mind that the bracelet colors clash a little with my pastel tank top and shorts! Talk about true friendship!

A flash of movement up ahead interrupts my thoughts. I stop dead in my tracks, peering in the direction of whatever I just saw. But nothing is there.

I swear I saw something! It even kind of looked like a tall, creepy figure lurking through the woods. I shudder at the thought.

Why do I suddenly feel like I’m not alone? The hairs on the back of my arm stand up and my heart starts to pound. What if that was a vampire? Or one of those river monsters Maggie mentioned?

Come on, Nora, I remind myself. Monsters are so last summer.

I steady my breathing the same way I’ve coached Maggie when she has major stage fright. In, two, three, four. Out, two, three, four.

Then, before I enter my cabin to meet my bunkmates, I smooth my ruffly tank top and fix the headband in my hair. I want to make a good impression, not one that hints at the fact that I believe in scary monsters (even if it’s true).

So I put on my warmest smile and open the door, ready to greet the campers I hope will soon become my friends.

Only, I’m surprised when the cabin is . . . empty?

Mostly, anyway. My pile of watermelon-print luggage is beside the first bed, closest to the door, and then I see her.

Cool Girl.

In my bunk.

“Hi!” I say, and my voice comes out like a squeak. I instantly worry I sound like a total baby, so I clear my throat and try again with a casual, “Hey.”

Cool Girl looks up from her bed, where she’s sprawled out reading the same manga she had been enthralled with earlier. She gives me a nod.

“Oh, hey. Are you the roommate?” Her voice is low and raspy, kind of like she has a cold but somehow not a gross one. How is it that even her voice is awesome?

I shrug, motioning at the other empty beds. “One of, I guess. I’m Nora.”

“Well, Nora, you lucked out. I’m Claire, your one and only cabinmate. We get this gigantic bunk to ourselves.”

My eyes go big. How is that even possible? The website said the camp would be at capacity for this summer session, so I was expecting a full cabin of three—and even dreading it a little. My brothers are always in my space as it is, so I wasn’t thrilled at the idea of having to share absolutely everything with strangers.

“But how?” I ask, and Claire smirks.

“It’s pretty much the only good thing about being the camp director’s daughter. My mom is desperately trying to get me to go over to the dark side and embrace her lifestyle of crystals and sage—so this is one of her ways of trying to win me over. Or maybe she’s just nervous I’ll be a bad influence on other campers,” she explains. With a sigh, she adds, “She spends a good chunk of her life trying to make mine worse, I swear.” Then she arches an eyebrow at me. “Ready to help me spend the summer trying to guilt my mom into more special privileges?”

I grin. Maybe this summer won’t be so bad after all.





Chapter Three

Maggie
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Logan and Jesse veer off up the path to their cabin while I head down the familiar winding walk to my cabin, Waning Crescent, closer to the lake.

I pull up short at my cabin and immediately recognize the fading three on the front door that has been partially covered up with a pastel pink moon. Cabin Three! Just like last year.

“Home sweet home,” I mumble to myself as I push the screen door open.

“Surprise!” two voices I’d know anywhere scream as Kit and Evelyn jump out from behind their beds.

Some sort of vulturelike screech comes out of my mouth. “Holy bats! I thought y’all were going to an equestrian camp in Massachusetts!”

Kit frowns. “Well, it turns out I’m allergic to horses. And all the other camps I wanted to go to were full.”

“And I already had my heart set on summer camp with Kit,” Evelyn adds in her crisp British accent. “So we decided to surprise you with a Camp Sylvania reunion.”

“Minus the vampires,” Kit says with a snort.

“I can’t believe you’re both here.” My lower lip begins to tremble. The three of us stayed in touch over the school year, but Kit and Evelyn got super close and even saw each other when Evelyn visited her dad in Kansas City over spring break while Kit’s family was visiting her sister in college. I don’t feel left out or anything, especially since I have Nora
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You!
(Yes, you!)

ARE CORDIALLY INVITED
TO RETURN TO THE ALL-NEW
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If you're receiving this voucher, you are one of the LUCKY FEW
affected by last summer’s UNFORTUNATE INCIDENT. © ©©

The brand-new owner of CAMP SYLVANIA
would like to formally apologize and invite YOU
to make FUN NEW MEMORIES.
(And forget last year’s MASS FOOD POISONING!)

This voucher* entitles you and ONE FRIEND
to a FREE SESSION at the ALL-NEW
CAMP SYLVANIA!

Experience a holistic approach
to fun and well-being! Charge your crystals!
Enjoy a healing sound bath!

Sample our PROPRIETARY MOON WATER!

It will transform you!

*Voucher nontransferable and valid only to former Camp Sylvania campers and ONE
designated guest. Luna Lupowski and the new Camp Sylvania team admit no legal
wrongdoing or culpability for anything, ever.
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