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DEDICATION

In loving memory of Margaux “Gaux” Untracht—

a firecracker of a person and a bright light to anyone lucky enough to cross her path.

And for my camp girls, the ponies on my carousel, you know who you are—thank you for showing me the beauty of friendship, for loving me at my best and at my worst, for sharing your lives with me. I am forever grateful to Eisner Camp for bringing us together.
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KAYLAN
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IT’S KIND OF AMAZING HOW the human brain works. I am here, in this moment, at the pool, having fun with Ari and the lunch table girls, but inside I’m completely and totally freaking out about leaving home for a full month. Freaking out in a way I’ve never freaked out before. And I’m pretty used to freaking out. It’s basically my middle name(s).

“We were thinking something interactive,” M.W. tells all of us. “Go up on the diving board and yell out your list ideas and then jump in and swim over to the group. K? But quick, one after the other.”

Ari and I are about to start our fourth list to help us stay close while we’re apart this summer. Of course, she’s sooooo happy to be going back to her favorite place on earth, Camp Silver, while I’m a looming skyscraper of agita. I mean, I know it was my choice to go to Laurel Lake Camp for the Arts and focus on comedy. I applied and everything. And I was beyond excited when I got in.

But right now? I’m scared out of my mind. I’m regretting all of that.

Ari and I made our first list of Eleven Fabulous Things to Make Us Even More AMAZING Before We Turn Twelve before sixth grade because we were so nervous about starting middle school and we thought it would calm us down to have a project. Then we just couldn’t stop making them. The thing is, we hadn’t really planned on doing another list so soon since we just finished the last one, but, well, we couldn’t resist. And of course, the lunch table girls want to share some of their brilliant ideas with us.

“I’ll go get my phone in the waterproof case so I can record everyone jumping,” June suggests. “And then I’ll text you guys the video so you’ll remember all of our amazing ideas.”

“Everyone at the pool will hear,” I say, biting my pinkie nail. “But I guess who really cares? We’re leaving!”

I laugh my nervous laugh and look over at Ari, praying we can unpack some of this leaving-home agita tonight at our sleepover.

I lean closer to her and rest my head on her shoulder.

She whispers, “Kay! So amazing you’re not stressing about people hearing this. You’ve come soooo far since freeze dancing at the pool two summers ago.”

“I have, right?” I raise my eyebrows and pull her into a sideways hug. “OMG, Ari, I’m out of control nervous about leaving home and going to camp for a whole month. A month is a realllly long time. Completely freaking out right now.”

“Shhh.” She tries to soothe me. “We’ll talk tonight. I kind of can’t believe they came here with all these list ideas, totally surprising us. Can you?”

“Guys! Stop whispering to each other,” Amirah scolds. “For real. Join the group. We planned this day! We even got you a balloon arch!”

It’s true that they really did go all out with the decorations. They wrapped the lounge chairs in streamers too and got a gold foil A balloon and a gold foil K balloon and an arch of gold and silver balloons that they tied to the trees. It’s all pretty remarkable. I guess they’re really gonna miss us.

“And we love it!” I yell. “Really and truly love it!”

Cami stands up and walks behind me and wraps her arms around my neck. “Kay! I can’t believe you’re leaving. What am I gonna do without you?”

I turn around to face her and whisper, “Don’t say that; it makes me feel bad.”

“Why? You don’t want me to miss you?” Cami asks.

I clench my teeth; I need her to stop. “I don’t know. I’m a jumble glob of emotions right now and truthfully anything can send me over the edge.”

“Hey, guys!” Cami turns and shouts like she wants everyone at the pool to hear her. “Can we discuss that we’re going into our senior year of middle school in the fall? I mean . . . this is big-time stuff, people.”

“We know,” June groans. “But school just ended and it’s summer. Let’s not talk about the fall. K?”

“K.” Cami rolls her eyes. “I’m going first!”

She runs over to the diving board and stands there for a few seconds like she’s about to make some kind of acceptance speech. Then she says, “Ready? Here are my three brilliant ideas. Actually, wait, I have four. I forgot. Okay, ready?” She pauses for a second before she jumps. “Sneak a gigantic pool float into your bag and use it in the camp pool, dye your hair blue, teach the entire camp a dance you’ve made up, and . . .” She jumps in and screams, “Make a difference!”

We all clap for Cami. She gets out of the pool and grabs her towel off a lounge and comes back to sit with us.

June finishes recording Cami and then hands her phone to M.W. to record. She calls out her list items as she jumps. “Keep a gratitude journal, have a conversation in another language, and this is a no-brainer: get a younger kid at camp to start their own list!”

I look at Ari and she looks at me. Brilliant. All three of June’s ideas are keepers. I know they’ll make it on the list. Cami’s? Not so much. But maybe we’ll keep make a difference. That feels like us.

M.W. hands the phone back to June and goes up on the diving board, looking sheepish and embarrassed. I’m not sure if it’s because her bathing suit is too tight or because she doesn’t like talking in front of groups. “I only have one,” she says. “But it’s a good one. Get two counselors to fall in love.” She jumps in and stays underwater for a few seconds and then pops up.

“Ooh!” Cami yells. “I love that one. Wowie!”

I love how Ari and I are on the side of the pool, watching and listening to all of this like it’s a show they’ve prepared for us. I guess it kind of is. I’m still shocked they organized it and got it together. I mean, we didn’t ask them to come up with ideas for our fourth list, but we also didn’t expect to be working on another list so soon and, well, we are. It’s happening. We might as well go with the flow.

“My turn!” Marie says, hopping up from the side of the pool.

“Take it away, Marie Mundlay Burns.” I laugh. For some reason, I’m obsessed with saying her full name.

“Write to each other once a week,” she says as she jumps. And when she pops up from the water she adds, “And draw a portrait of each other from memory!” She swims over to us. “The second one can be done while you’re apart or when you’re back home, either way.” She widens her eyes. “Amazing, right?”

“Amazing!” I stand up and shimmy from side to side. “Ah-may-zing!”

Amirah is the last to go. Before she walks over to the diving board, she says, “I’ll admit, I had trouble with this. I feel like I had good ideas for the last list, but this one was tough because I don’t know anything about what it’s like to go to camp or even what happens there or whatever, so I only had two but anyway.” She climbs up the ladder, all chic in her hijab swim cap, and yells, “Do something daring. Master the art of tie-dye.” She jumps and swims over to us. “Also, can this please be the last list? I know I’m not really part of it, but it kind of stresses me out. I’m always a little worried you won’t be able to complete all the stuff.”

“For real?” I ask her, giggling a little. “But it’s not even your thing to worry about.”

“I know.” She bobs under the water and hoists herself up to the side of the pool. “But still. How do you always manage to get it done?”

Ari and I look at each other. “We just do,” we say at the same time. “Jinx.” Everyone cracks up.

“I like your ideas, though, Amirah,” I say. “Don’t you, Ar?”

“Yes!” Ari picks at a cuticle. She seems like she’s ready to be done with this.

A minute later, she gets up to do some jumping jacks off to the side, away from the pool. “Guys, I have so much nervous, happy, excited energy! Can we pause the list stuff and just have fun? All of your ideas are amazing, but I need your help . . .”

“You do?” Cami tightens up her face. “You never need help with anything.”

I don’t know how it’s possible, but even Cami’s compliments sound mean sometimes.

“Yes, I do,” Ari says, all matter-of-fact. “And I need help now.”

She stops the jumping jacks and sits down on the edge of the pool with everyone else, dangling her feet into the water again.

“Fine. What do you need help with?” Cami asks, leaning back on her elbows.

“Okay, so, don’t hate me because of my feelings that change from minute to minute, but here’s the thing.” She pauses and pushes her sunglasses to the top of her head. “I’m in love with Golfy. I never really stopped being in love with him even though, ya know, my brief love of Jason thing. And I’m so nervous and so excited to be back at camp with Golfy, but what if he doesn’t like me anymore?”

We all stare at her because obviously we don’t have an answer. We don’t even really know Golfy. How can we know if he loves her now or if he ever loved her or anything at all really?

June tilts her head to the side like she’s waiting for someone else to respond, but then when no one else does, she says, “Ari, hate to break this to you, but I’m pretty sure everyone would like you—boys and girls. You’re gorgeous. You know this, right?”

Ari’s cheeks turn red. “Um, thank you, but I don’t think that’s true.”

“It is.” June smiles. “Also, hello, remember the giant bear thing? That Golfy sent to school on Valentine’s Day? He’s obviously still going to like you when you’re back at camp together. I mean, he just came to see you run the 5K for your last list only a little over a week ago! I feel like you don’t have to worry at all about that boy. He is one hundred percent pro Ari Nodberg.”

“Maybe. I don’t know. I just feel like I messed things up,” Ari says. “We didn’t really talk that much when he came for the 5K. And now I’m going to camp with all these expectations and then what if he likes someone else this summer? What if he just wants to be friends now?”

“That would be terrible, I guess,” Marie says, “but how can we possibly know the answer? And what’s the point in worrying about this ahead of time?”

“Yeah, you’re right,” she says, not looking entirely pleased with this help.

I raise my eyebrows, telling her in eye-speak that we’ll hash all of this out at the sleepover later.

She scrunches her eyes back with a half smile.

The lunch table girls are awesome, and so kind to plan this pool day for us, but we need a one-to-one sleepover to prepare for this monumental summer. That probably should have been on the last list, but I guess it didn’t need to be.

It’s one of those things that goes without saying, without listing.
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WE DON’T TALK ABOUT THE list for the rest of the day and it’s kind of a relief. Since we just finished a list and we’re starting a new one right away, it almost feels like too much to have all the lunch table girls weigh in. I’m glad we got their ideas, but I just couldn’t debate and analyze it all with them. I didn’t have the energy.

After snack bar lunch (Kaylan and I shared our favorite: a combo platter of mozzarella sticks and chicken fingers), some swim races, soft serve from the ice cream truck, a zillion hugs and sniffles and goodbyes, Kaylan and I walk back to my house just the two of us.

When we get there, Lion follows us up the stairs, licking our ankles on the way. He rests on my bed as Kaylan and I take turns showering. We change into comfy clothes and hang out in my room, surrounded by my camp stuff. It’s all pretty much packed up in my giant duffels and my chest of plastic drawers, and I like seeing it in the corner of my room, ready to go. It’s like even my stuff is excited to be back at Camp Silver.

“I don’t get why you have to bring your own drawers,” Kaylan says. “Should I be bringing plastic drawers to Laurel Lake?”

“It’s just a thing we all do,” I tell her. “We only get one cubby that has three shelves. So I like to put my undies and bathing suits and pj’s in these drawers. Keeps them neat and protected a little.” I lean back on my bed. “You may not need to.”

“And what’s with all the nail polish?” Kaylan asks, swiveling around on my desk chair. “You never do your nails.”

“It’s a camp thing.” I put my arms behind my head and stretch my legs out as far as they can go.

I need Kaylan to stop asking questions. I love her, and I’m happy she’s here, and I’m happy we’re having a sleepover, but I can’t handle the questions right now.

We’re quiet for a minute as I read over the packing list for the millionth time to make sure I didn’t forget anything. Kaylan’s staring out my window. I know she spies on Jason whenever she’s here, even though I never admit that I realize she’s doing it. It’s just one of those things, a secret kind of BFF code where we both know what’s happening but we don’t discuss it.

I’m not even sure she likes Jason; I think she just likes to spy on people, him especially, and know what he’s up to. He was her first kiss, and even if feelings change, the fact of the matter never will. He’s a big deal in her life for that reason.

“Is someone crying?” Kaylan asks.

I crinkle my eyebrows because I hear it, too. We move closer to my door. My heart pounds because every time anyone cries, or the phone rings at an odd hour, or I hear my parents whispering, I always assume the worst.

Bubbie.

“If I don’t like it, can I come home?” I hear my little sister say between sobs.

Okay, phew. Nothing happened to my grandmother. It’s just Gemma being scared about camp. Again. Not that I want her to be scared and crying, but I’ll take that over a tragedy two days before I leave for the summer, or anytime, really.

“What’s not to like, Gem?” my dad says softly. “Sports and arts and crafts and carnivals and swimming and singing . . .” His voice trails off and then he adds, “I loved camp as a kid!”

“I don’t know,” Gemma says. “I don’t think I’m ready.”

“She sounds like me,” Kaylan whispers, coming over to sit next to me on my bed and resting her head on my shoulder.

“Maybe you should’ve had a sleepover with her!” I crack up and she smacks me with a pillow. “Okay, enough of this eavesdropping, enough of the agita—for you, for Gemma, for me about Golfy—we need to just get to camp already. Too much anticipation.”

“You’re right.” Kaylan sniffles and curls her body up tight. “List time. Let’s finish this thing so we can play Best Case Scenario in your backyard!”

“Yes!”

“Ya know how the last list was all organic and stuff and everything just kind of came to us over time?” Kaylan asks, adjusting herself on my bed. “We have so little time with this one, it’s kind of like an extra list since we didn’t plan to do it. For this one, we need to go with gut instinct.”

“Totally! A gut instinct list,” I agree. “And also that makes total sense because this is our fourth list! We have this down to a science.”

“Right.”

We grab snacks from the kitchen, then cuddle together back in my room and watch the video of the girls jumping. We crack up over and over again, so loud that we can’t even hear their ideas and then we need to watch it again and again to jot everything down.

Lunch Table Girls’ Ideas for our Fourth and Fabulous List

Cami:

Sneak a gigantic pool float into your bag and use it in the camp pool.

Dye your hair blue.

Teach the entire camp a dance you’ve made up.

Make a difference.

June:

Keep a gratitude journal.

Have a conversation in another language.

Get a younger kid at camp to start their own list!

M.W.:

Get two counselors to fall in love.

Marie:

Write to each other once a week.

Draw a portrait of each other from memory.

Amirah:

Master the art of tie-dye.

Do something daring.

“Okay, let’s do a yea or nay,” Kaylan says. “I’ll say yea to both of Marie’s ideas—write to each other once a week and the portrait thing. You?”

“Yes.” I crack my knuckles. “Yea to both.”

She nods, and writes a check mark next to both.

“No to most of Cami’s.” Kaylan rolls her eyes. “Except maybe the make a difference. I like that one.”

“Totally. I don’t even really know what that means, but I like the soul-searchy element of it.”

Kaylan nods. “Yeah, same. I think some of my favorite list items are the ones that start out vague, when we don’t even really know what they mean and then we figure them out as we go.”

I rest my head on her shoulder and breathe in her coconut papaya shampoo. “You smell so good,” I say. “Do you have an extra bottle of that new shampoo you got that I can take to camp so I can use it on my hair and smell good but also feel like you’re with me? Smells are the most important triggers of memories, did you know that?”

“I’ll see if I have an extra bottle,” Kaylan says with her eyes bulged like I’m going a little loony tunes, but also kind of into it.

I look over our notes. “Okay, and yea to both of Amirah’s, right? I feel like she nailed it—master the art of tie-dye and do something daring? It’s like she has a soul-searchy one and a totally camp one.”

“Yeah, she seriously nailed it the most of anyone, and she was the one who said she didn’t know anything about camp,” Kaylan reminds me. “Kind of amazing, right?”

“Totally.”

“M.W.’s seems kind of tricky though, no?” I ask.

“Kinda. No clue how to do that one, but I feel like we need to include it. She only had one idea.” Kaylan crinkles her eyes, unsure.

We watch the video three more times, and review the notes, and then we come up with a somewhat formed list.

“Definitely yea to all of June’s,” I say. “She pretty much crushed it, too. The language one will be tricky, though. We’ll need to agree on a language.”

“Yeah,” Kaylan says. “We’ll figure out a language when we write back and forth at camp. Or maybe we’ll even save that one until we get home. Too much to do now, and we need some quality hang time.”

“Duh.” Right now, I feel like I’m in two places. Or maybe even more than two places. Part of me is here, with Kaylan, in my room. Part of me is already at camp. And part of me is just lost in my thoughts. It feels like a literal jungle that I’m climbing through. Voices are muffled and I can’t really hear what’s going on. My thoughts are taking over.

I think back to all I learned about mindfulness and letting thoughts pass and being in the moment. I try as hard as I can.

Kaylan flips the notebook to a fresh page and starts writing.

Kaylan and Ari’s Fourth and Fabulous List to Stay Together While We’re Apart for the Most Epic Summer Ever


	1. Write a letter to each other at least once a week.

	2. Draw a portrait of each other from memory.

	3. Make a difference.

	4. Master the art of tie-dye.

	5. Do something daring.

	6. Get two counselors to fall in love.

	7. Keep a gratitude journal.

	8. Inspire a younger camper to start their own list.

	9. Be able to have a conversation in another language.



“It’s looking gooooood,” I sing. “And the thing about inspiring a younger camper.” I pause and clear my throat. “It’s basically like a continuation from make our mark, ya know? Our legacy . . .”

“OMG.” Kaylan’s eyes widen. “You are totally right. Mind is medium blown right now. You?”

I nod, feeling pretty impressed with ourselves. “Yeah. Same. Wait. So how many more do we need?”

Kaylan counts on her fingers. “Um, five, or basically four and three-quarters, I guess, right? I mean, we’re finishing this list at the end of summer, before our birthdays, right, so we can’t have fourteen things, but we already did a thirteen list, so that doesn’t work either.”

“Yeah.” I get up and walk around my room. “I sort of think of our three-quarters thing as an infinite one, ya know, like not necessarily that we need to do three-quarters of something, but more it’s something that goes on forever and ever . . .”

“Agree,” Kaylan says. “The three-quarter should keep our friendship strong since we’ll never actually complete it but we’re always kind of doing it.”

“Right, it’ll be something we’re working on and making a priority forever and ever and ever and ever.” I do a few jumping jacks, all pumped up and excited. “Or . . . if we can’t finish one, this is kind of an out?” I smile.

“That’s some negative thinking, Ar. I think Amirah got inside your head a little.” Kaylan shakes her head and giggles. “Put that aside for now, K?”

“K. Come, let’s go hang in the backyard. I’ll grab some snacks on the way out. Meet me there!”

I run down the stairs, not paying attention to Gemma crying to my parents in the den. I grab some mini bags of pretzels and a bag of those organic gummy worms my mom loves, and we go outside.

I sit down on the red Adirondack chair and stretch my legs out on the ottoman, close my eyes, and breathe in the smells of summer: fresh-cut grass, a citronella candle. I hear the crickets off in the distance. I exhale. Even though it doesn’t usually occur to me that I’m using my meditation skills, I kind of always am, focusing on my breathing, letting my thoughts come and go.

Summer is here. It’s all out in front of me, and it feels as big and expansive as the ocean.

I want to live in this moment for as long as I can.
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“DID I TELL YOU THERE are rumblings of my dad and his person—or I mean wife, I guess, eww—moving back to Brookside?” I twist a gummy worm around my finger and then eat it like I’m a third grader. It’s still just as fun as it was then.

“Seriously?” Ari gasps and sits up straight. “No, you didn’t tell me.”

I kick off my flip-flops. “I mean, Ryan just said it in passing, so who knows if it’s really true. It’s not like my dad and I really communicate that well.”

Ari’s quiet for a minute. “Actually, I don’t think my dad and I do either, really. It’s like everything is filtered through my mom. My dad and I never even talk one on one.”

I raise my eyebrows. “List item! For sure.”

“In what way?” Ari looks confused.

“Have a mature discussion with our dads about their flaws, the way we did with our moms on our first list,” I explain. “Or maybe tell them one thing we’d like to improve about our relationship.”

“Wow, that’s hard.” Ari laughs. “I’m not sure I can do that. My dad is just so dad-ish, ya know?”

“Aren’t all dads dad-ish?” I ask, laughing too. “But honestly, my dad is way more dad-ish than yours.”

Ari gets up and pours herself a glass of lemonade. “Okay, I can’t hear the word dad-ish again.”

“Same. Adding it to the list, though.”

Ari leans over my Adirondack chair and says, “Listen, I think the rest of the list should be figured out when we’re apart. Stuff might come to us at camp, and we can write each other to discuss it.” She pauses. “This just feels like too much pressure to finish tonight, and I really want to play Best Case Scenario.” She takes a big gulp of lemonade and then aaaahs about the refreshment. “I’m going over to the hammock.”

Ari walks away, but I feel frozen in place, unable to move, even though a gentle hammock swing sounds lovely.

“Fine,” I reply, feeling tiny droplets of agita creep all over my skin because we’ll be apart without a complete list. But maybe it’s a good thing; maybe the list will be something to focus on if I get scared or homesick or even more agity. “Let me just read it over, aloud, so we know where we stand.”

“Cool,” Ari says, swaying on the hammock. “Go!”

I stand up straight on her patio and grab a stick off the ground to use as a microphone.

Kaylan and Ari’s Fourth and Fabulous List to Stay Together While We’re Apart for the Most Epic Summer Ever


	1. Write a letter to each other at least once a week.

	2. Draw a portrait of each other from memory.

	3. Make a difference.

	4. Master the art of tie-dye.

	5. Do something daring.

	6. Get two counselors to fall in love.

	7. Keep a gratitude journal.

	8. Inspire a younger kid to start their own list.

	9. Be able to have a conversation in another language.

	10. Tell our dads one thing we want to improve about our relationship with them.

	11. To come.

	12. To come.

	13. To come.

	13¾. Keep our friendship strong.



“Amazing, Kay,” Ari says. “So we need three more things. That’s totally doable for when we’re apart. They’ll probably be really important camp-inspired things that aren’t even coming to us now while we’re at home.”

I put the stick and the list down on the table and come to sit next to her on the hammock. I nudge her to scootch over so I can lie down. “So basically this is half gut instinct list and half organic.”

Ari puts an arm around me and readjusts the hammock pillow. “Right, and that feels like the ideal list, in my humble opinion.”

“I guess.” I pull a strand of hair out of my mouth and turn over onto my hip. “I kinda wish we were going away with a full list, but I’m going to muster any inner chillness that I have and go with it.” I think back to how far I’ve come since the first list, when I was a gigantic ball of agita all the time about starting middle school, and how one of the main goals of the list in the first place was to keep me calm. I can do this.

“That’s what I like to hear, Kay-kay.” Ari kisses me on the cheek. “This is gonna be good. I promise.”

Deep down I know she’s right, but on the surface, and probably a little below the surface, too, I really don’t agree with her, not at all. It goes against everything I am and everything I believe in. But there are times in friendships and in general life when you have to trust your best friend and follow her lead because maybe she knows more about camp than you do, and maybe she’s chiller than you are, and maybe she’s just better at dealing with new things than you are.

I look at Ari and push down the tears that are creeping into my eyeballs. I wish I was better at this stuff. I wish I wasn’t so scared of going away from home. I wish I could go with the flow.

“Best Case Scenario?” Ari asks.

“Yes. And I really want the best best best case scenario, so give me a good one,” I instruct. “I want my scenario first, by the way.”

“I figured.” Ari squints and makes a silly face. “Give me a minute to brainstorm.”

We lie back on the hammock and listen to the birds chirping, the gentle breeze of an early summer evening, and deep down, I wish it was the summer after fourth grade, the year when Ari and I met. I wish we were little and we were staying home together and we could go to the pool every day and do crafts in her backyard and run through the sprinkler in our one-piece bathing suits.

I don’t want to be thirteen and three-quarters. It’s too hard.

I want to be little, still. Little, forever.

Of all of my friends, I feel like I was the one who wanted to grow up the least. I didn’t want boobs or my period. Even kissing a boy was something I pretty much only wanted to complete for the first list, or in a way, it was just something I wanted to get over with so I’d know what it was like, so I didn’t have to worry about it.

“Ready?” Ari asks, pulling me out of my wistful thoughts.

“Yup.”

“Here is the Kaylan Terrel Best Case Scenario Laurel Lake Camp for the Arts experience . . .” Ari pauses and taps her fingertips together like she’s about to deliver something great. “You’re going to meet a Summer BFF (because duh, I’m the only one in the universe who gets actual BFF status) on the bus and you’ll hit it off right away. I feel like her name will be Poppie or something eccentric. She’ll be chill—maybe she’s wearing a vintage dress, her hair is in braids, she’s one of those people who’s smiling even when they’re not, ya know?”

I nod, relief washing over me. “Go on, I love it already. Tell me more.”

“Anyway, you’ll be summer besties and you’ll become like a thing, like Kaylan and Poppie. People will know you guys together as a team, but they’ll also know you apart. She won’t be there for the comedy part, though. I see her in fine arts. Maybe painting? But you’ll still do everything together, except for the stuff for your actual program.”

“Got it.” I smile, propping myself up a little bit.

“You’ll totally crush it on your comedy stuff. Everyone will think you’re hilarious, because duh you are. You’ll make friends in the comedy part, too, and then Poppie will hang with them sometimes, but basically you’ll be one of those girls who are friends with everyone and can sit at any table, and you won’t feel like you’ll need a buddy for the summer, even though you’ll have one.”

“Yeah.” My voice catches my throat. I’m suddenly choked up, really hoping that this will happen, but then worrying it won’t. “Will I be homesick?” I ask.

“Maybe for like the first day or something,” Ari explains. “Not even. Maybe when you’re unpacking, but that’s it. Then you’ll be totally fine and relaxed and it’ll feel like you’ve known these people your whole life pretty instantly.”

“I love it, Ar.” I lie on my back and stare at the sky, relief and gratitude taking over all of my thoughts.

“I love you, Kay.” Ari shifts in the hammock. “And I swear to you I have zero doubts that this experience is going to be amazing for you. You’re gonna come back and say you wish you had listened to me, and you’re gonna be so mad at yourself that you wasted so much time worrying. Honestly.”

I sniffle. “I’m always mad at myself that I’ve wasted so much time worrying.”

“I know.” Ari laughs. “So can you stop?”

“I’ll try.”

“Ooh, you have an eyelash on the apple of your cheek,” Ari says. She pulls it off gently with her fingertip and shows it to me. “Make a wish.”

I blow it away. Please let my summer be good, great even, as wonderful as Ari’s Best Case Scenario for me.

“K. My turn, please.” Ari claps.

I take a few minutes to map it out in my head, and I wonder why it took me so long to come up with this game. It’s so calming to hear someone predict how a new experience is gonna go.

I pull out a wedgie and adjust myself on the hammock. “Okay. I’m ready.”

Ari flops over onto her side so she’s facing me.

“So you and your friends are gonna be tight as ever, of course, but for whatever reason you and Hana are gonna become close. You’ll still be Camp/Summer BFFs with Alice, but you and Hana will really bond. Golfy will love you, but there will also be this new boy, and let’s face it—we know how you are with changing your mind and stuff—so you go through a little bit of a debating period but then you officially decide on Golfy and you’re together all summer and it’s super romantic. You’re the kind of couple that everyone wishes they were part of.” I smile.

Ari says, “I like it. I feel good about it.”

She seems pleased, but not like she’s on the edge of her seat (or in this case hammock) worrying and depending on my vision.

Best Case Scenario is more fun when you’re going to an unknown, new place. But it’s fun this way, too. I think that I just need it more than Ari does, because I’m always shaky and uncertain.

“You haven’t talked to Golfy at all since the race?” I ask her.

“We texted a little that night but that was it. I mean, it was only, like, a week ago, but whatever. I think things are still awkward between us.” Ari scrunches her face tight. “I hope it all just feels normal when we’re back at camp.”

“I think it will,” I reply. “I’ll add that to your best case scenario.”

“Thanks, dahling.” Ari puts her arm over my shoulder, and we sway back and forth on the hammock, staring at the sky.

Ari’s mom brings us grilled cheese sandwiches for dinner and tall glasses of mango iced tea. We stay out in her backyard so late that we get goose bumps all over our skin, and by the time we go inside and crawl into Ari’s bed, it’s after midnight.

There’s something about sharing your best friend’s double bed on a summer night that makes the whole world seem perfect. It’s the comfiest, coziest, safest feeling in the world. And you feel that if you can just stay like this forever, in this space, nothing can ever go wrong. Her windows are open and I can hear the comforting, consistent cricket sound. The whir of the ceiling fan lulls us to sleep, pure peace surrounding me.

I wake up and look at the clock and notice that it’s almost three in the morning. Please let this night take a long time. I don’t want to say goodbye. I don’t want it to be morning. I don’t want it to be the day before I’m leaving.

I look over at Ari as she sleeps and I wonder if some of her confidence will rub off on me, some of the Arianna Simone Nodberg chillness.

I hope so. I’ll need it.
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MY MOM MAKES US HOMEMADE muffins in the morning and she puts out a fruit bowl and she even fresh squeezes some orange juice. Gemma is moping in the den but we’re all ignoring her because there’s really not much we can do right now.

“My mom just texted me again,” Kaylan says between bites. “I have to go home after this muffin.”

My mom smiles and puts her hands on my shoulders and it makes me wriggle a little away from her. “That’s probably a good idea, Kaylan. She needs to soak you in before you leave.”

“Ew, Mom,” I scoff. “That sounds gross and weird.”

My mom shakes her head. “Okay, I can never seem to say anything right these days.” She heads over to the counter. “More muffins?”

“Yes, please,” Kaylan replies.

Kaylan and I stare at each other from across the table, doing our eye talk, and I can tell that she’s about to cry. I shake my head gently, reassuring her that she shouldn’t cry, that it’s all okay, and it’s gonna be better than okay, actually.

After we finish breakfast and she grabs her bag from my room, I walk her outside.

“We’re not really saying goodbye,” she tells me. “I refuse.”

“Agree. No goodbyes. Ever.”

“Ever ever ever.”

I pull her in for a hug and squeeze her tight, and I whisper, “You’re gonna crush it, Kay,” right in her ear. “For real, you’re gonna be the coolest, chillest girl at comedy camp and everyone will love you. Best Case Scenario. Just remember that.”

She pulls away from the hug, sniffling, tears rolling down her cheeks. “I hope so.”

“Stop,” I say. “I know so. We’ll write all the time, I promise, maybe even more than once a week. And it’ll feel like we’re together, and then before you know it, you’ll be home and then I’ll be home.”

She’s crying so hard she can’t talk. “But I don’t want to rush summer away.”

“So don’t. Be in the moment.” I pause. “Oh! That should be on our list. Focus on the present, the moment you’re in, what’s right in front of you. Remember meditation? Mindfulness? We have the skills!”

“I like it, but it’s a hard thing to really complete, kind of ongoing, ya know?” She stops crying as soon as she starts talking about the list. It’s like magic. “So we can do it, but let’s not list it.”

“Whatever you say, Kay-kay.” I hug her one more time and then say, “Okay, you really should go now.”

“Talk as soon as I get to my house?”

“You can text me as you’re walking if you really want to.” I shrug. “Nah, don’t do that. Not safe. You’ll trip over a dog or something.”

She picks her bag up off the ground. “Love you, Ar. Don’t forget about the bus note I wrote you.”

“Love you, Kay.” I smile. “Don’t forget about the bus note I wrote you!”

I watch her walk away for as long as I can see her, and I’m smiling and crying at the same time. Little Kaylan going away for the summer, on her own. She’ll be okay. I know she will.

I walk back inside and right away my mom says, “Ari, I need to ask you for a favor.”

I roll my eyes at the ceiling, a sense of dread creeping all over me. I sit down at the table and take another muffin out of the basket and mentally prepare for some kind of last-minute thing I need to do, like clean out the entire playroom. When my mom gets stressed, she comes up with a thousand things that need to be done immediately and if they’re not completed she acts like the world will explode. I’m not sure if this is a my mom thing or a mom thing in general, but it’s annoying and so predictable.

She sits down next to me and sips her coffee. “You’ll look out for Gemma, right? She insisted on going to camp this summer, and Dad and I weren’t sure she was ready, and now she’s falling to pieces,” she whispers, and my throat goes clumpy. I don’t want her to be sad; I don’t want my mom to worry. “I think it’ll really help if you reassure her that you’ll be there for her.”

I stay quiet and wait for her to continue.

She says, “I’m counting on you to help her, okay? I remember when I went to camp and all the siblings loved each other in this totally different way than they ever loved each other at home. A new closeness came about.”

“Huh?” What is my mom even saying right now? My throat clumpiness fades away because it seems like she’s just speaking nonsense.

“Just look out for her, Ari, okay? Check in during free time, make sure she’s adjusting to everything . . .”

“Mom, in all fairness, you know that this is my summer, too? I’m not just Gemma’s chaperone?” I say, trying to stay respectful, but now I feel like she’s taking advantage of me and not thinking about me at all, only about Gemma. “I will of course look out for her, but I can’t have her homesickness or whatever ruin my time. I’ve waited all year to get back to camp!”

“Lower your voice.” My mom’s eyebrows turn inward. “She’s not going to interfere with your time. Just keep an eye out. That’s it.”

“Fine.” When my mom’s paging through a magazine on the table, I sneak another muffin and wrap it in a napkin. “May I be excused to go pack now, Mother?” I laugh.

“Yes, but please don’t make crumbs in your room. I saw you take that muffin.” She looks up at me. “Oh, Ari, you make me positively nuts, but I adore you, you know that, yes? And I’m going to miss you.”

“Oh, Mom.” I shake my head. “I’ll be back so soon you won’t even realize I’ve been gone.”

“I’m not so sure about that.”

I traipse up the stairs, taking small bites of my muffin so I don’t make any crumbs, and try to ignore Gemma huddled in a ball on the couch. Lion follows me up to my room and we cuddle on my bed together for a minute.

“Oh, little Lion baby, I’m gonna miss you the most.” I smoosh my face into his head. I wish I could sneak him to camp.

After a few minutes of listening to a thud-thud-thud sound coming from outside, I go over to the window to check it out. Jason playing basketball. I knew it. I watch him for a moment or two, wondering if he’ll look up, but he doesn’t.

Oh, Jason. I laugh a little to myself about him and how my feelings change from one second to the next. I wonder if I’ll always be like this, or if one day I’ll settle down a little and feel confident and pleased with my decisions about boys and all things, really.

I look at the calendar
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