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Dedication

For all the kids—and kids at heart—

with big bones and big dreams
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Dear Grandma,

someone once said, “War is hell.”

They’ve never been to fat camp.

—From the movie Heavyweights
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Chapter One
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Fifth grade is officially history.

I love the last day as much as the next kid, but this particular last day of school is even more special, because this is it. This is the summer that I’ve waited my whole life for. This is the summer.

My classmates rush past me as I linger by the door, waiting for Nora as she carefully double-checks her desk for any remaining pens or notebooks. My best friend is very serious about writing utensils and paper products. Her notes are so perfectly color coded that they make me wish I could force my brain to be as organized as hers.

Instead, I’m the kind of person who regularly loses new notebooks after only using up a few pages and somehow always manages to misplace every pencil I own. But maybe that’s why Nora and I are the best kind of friends. As long as we stick together, I have someone to borrow a pen from . . . and she has someone to save her from her older brothers.

Nora checks her bag and then pats her pockets, just like my dad does when he’s about to leave the house, before turning on her heel and marching toward me.

“Are you ready?” I ask as I push my glasses up my nose.

“Yup, I think that’s everything,” she says as we wave goodbye to Mr. Stickney as he kicks his feet up on his desk and tears open a bag of Twizzlers. He holds his energy drink up as if he’s cheers-ing us—and his kid-free summer.

“No,” I tell Nora. “I mean, are you ready for the best summer of our lives?”

The fourth grader in front of us opens his binder and throws every single sheet of paper in the air.

As the loose pages cascade all around us, Nora presses down on the top of her pen, clicking it shut, before tucking it away in the side pocket of her backpack. “I was born ready.”

I loop my arm through hers and we take off in a run down the hallway, willfully breaking one of the strictest rules of Pierson Elementary: NO RUNNING. But not a single teacher calls after us to stop, which means it really is officially summer.

“Camp Rising Star, here we come!” I yell.

“Woo-hoo!” Nora howls as we walk right out the door.

After escaping the chaos of Pierson Elementary, Nora and I take the long way home, so we can make plans for our three weeks away at Camp Rising Star. Not only are we finally going to the camp of our dreams, but we’re doing it together!

“We should pack our matching T-shirts,” Nora says with certainty. “The ones with the blue stripes and the flamingos.”

“Maybe I should ask my dad if he’ll buy us walkie-talkies,” I muse. “Just in case we don’t get assigned to the same cabin.”

She shakes her head. “Don’t say that, Mags. The emails with bunk assignments go out tonight. For all we know, you could be jinxing us.”

I shrug. “The decision is probably already made. Unless someone hacks the camp email address.”

“Wait. We can do that?” Nora asks.

I snort at the thought. “I’m not even allowed to have a cell phone yet, so I’m going with a no on that one.” If it were as easy as that, I would have found a way to bump our names up the Camp Rising Star wait list that we’ve been on for three years before finally getting accepted this year.

She shrugs. “Tightrope practice?”

“Heck yeah!”

Nora skips to the other side of the street, so that we each have our own sidewalk as we pretend to walk our own tightrope along the curb. She holds her sundress up so that it doesn’t get in the way. Not only is Nora Anne Whaley my very best friend, she’s also talented like whoa and so fashionable that even middle schoolers and sometimes high schoolers compliment her when we’re at the mall or the movies. She somehow coordinates her outfits to the bands on her braces and has a different pair of tennis shoes for every day of the week—possibly even the month. She always wears her curly dark brown hair in a French braid or down with a statement headband.

“Do you really think we’ll be able to do real circus tricks by the end of the summer?” Nora asks from the other side of Sweet Corn Lane.

“That’s what the website says,” I tell her. “I wonder if my mom will let me order a few leotards. I don’t want to show up to jazz and tap in regular gym clothes. I want to look like a professional.”

She nods as we both approach the end of the street. “Dress for success.”

Sweet Corn Lane dead-ends into our street, Plum Tree Drive. I peer down my end of the block, where Mom’s and Dad’s cars are both parked. That’s weird. Dad is a horror novelist and works from home, but Mom is usually stuck in traffic on her way home from the hospital until almost dinnertime.

“I’ll call you after supper,” Nora says as she turns down her side of the street.

“Okay. We need to start thinking about how we want to decorate our cabin,” I call after her. “I want to make a statement . . . and not the one my actual room makes, which is: sometimes I go to bed in my school clothes so that I can sleep in a little bit and everything on my walls is hung up with tape because my mom won’t let me put holes in the wall.”

She rubs her hands together with excitement. “Oooooh! The possibilities! Maybe I can bring my Blackpink posters. . . . I still have my Playbills from Hamilton and Mean Girls that we could hang up too. . . . Bye for now, Magpie!”

“Bye for now, NorBear!” I call back.

As I walk past the first three houses on my end of our road, I cut across the street to my yard.

We moved here the summer after first grade from the other side of town, so not only was I getting a new house but also a new school and, if I was lucky, new friends.

I spotted Nora, a girl my age and size with light brown skin, on moving day. She was outside with her older brothers, who were eleven and thirteen at the time and hated that their mom always made them let Nora tag along. To be honest, I’m pretty sure Nora didn’t like it either. She kept peeling off from them while they played basketball in the cul-de-sac and would ride her bike down to my end of the street.

I remember my stomach fluttering every time she would ride past my house, make a loop, and then go back down the street. Surely if we lived this close to each other, we’d go to the same school, and if I could muster the courage to talk to her, I might just start my first day with a friend right off the bat.

Before Nora, I’d never really had a friend—or at least a friend I could call my own. Every kid I hung out with before her was because my parents knew their parents or because the whole class was invited to a birthday party.

On moving day, Mom was directing the movers and telling them what rooms to put what furniture in when I finally walked out into the middle of the road and announced, “Did you know that some circus performers ride a bike with only one wheel? It’s called a unicycle.” Probably not the smoothest first line, but it didn’t matter because Nora and I turned out to be the exact same kind of nerds.

Her feet dropped to the ground as she steadied herself. “You’ve been to a circus before?”

“Not one with animals,” I clarified. “Mom says they used to have animals, but that it was actually a pretty bad deal for them.”

“Was it fun? I’m sort of scared of clowns,” she admitted.

I nodded. “The clowns were a little creepy but mostly funny. Their costumes were actually kind of cool. Do you want to see my souvenirs?” I asked.

She called down to her brothers, who barely noticed that she was going inside with me, her new friend. And that was that. Friends. Eventually friends turned into best friends, and now we’re inseparable, with big plans to become real, honest-to-God actresses. And it all starts this summer!

If I can just get over my stage fright.

Last year we played orphans in the Sunnyvale Community Theatre Day Camp’s production of Annie. Nora was Annie—the Annie!—and I was her understudy, which honestly had me uneasy from the start.

Don’t get me wrong. I love theater. I love watching people perform, and . . . I want to love performing. I dream about it at night, and even during the day! But the moment I’m onstage by myself, my brain goes completely blank, like I’ve not only forgotten who I’m playing but who I actually am.

I audition okay, and I rehearse even better, but when it comes to performing onstage by myself, I clam up faster than an armadillo on the highway. That’s why I prefer to be a chorus member or sometimes even a stagehand. In fact, I like to think of myself as Nora’s very own personal backup singer. And even big Broadway shows and Hollywood movies need chorus members and extras! Not everyone can be the star . . . and that’s okay.

The moment I saw the Annie cast list and I saw that I was her understudy, panic washed over me. Nora swore to me she wouldn’t ever need me to step in for her and that being her understudy just meant we had more time to hang out together.

Well, that was fine and dandy, except her promise was only half-true. We hung out together every waking hour, but neither of us could have predicted that she would get a nasty case of food poisoning after a shrimp cocktail gone wrong at her dad’s birthday dinner the night before our second-to-last performance. As for how I did . . . I’ll just say that the day camp director said he’d never seen such a “robotic interpretation” of Annie before. And I don’t think he meant that as a compliment.

But all of that is behind us now, and Nora and I are going to meet our destiny at Camp Rising Star. With that many talented kids in one place, there’s no way I’ll get cast as a lead or even nab a speaking role. I’ll get to do the thing I dream of without the weight of the show resting on my shoulders!

The thought alone sets off fireworks of excitement inside me. There’s a skip in my step as I open the front door.

Our tan-and-white corgi, Pickle, is waiting for me. He seems to look past me, like he’s wondering where Nora, his second favorite person in the world, is. “She had to go home, buddy,” I tell him.

“Mom?” I call, noticing her purse hanging on the banister. “Is everything okay?”

“In here, hon!” Dad says from his office upstairs.

I race up the steps with Pickle on my heels and drop my bag on the landing. “Coming!”

Dad is sitting behind his desk with stacks of old and new manuscripts all around him like little anthills. He says the chaos of his desk makes sense to him, but I find that hard to believe, considering most of the pages are covered in coffee mug stains and some are even from books he published years ago. The disorganized shelves behind him are practically toppling with books and collectible figurines from all kinds of things, like old swamp-creature movies and Star Wars.

Mom sits in his armchair still in her scrubs from work. The small tattoo, a paper airplane she and Dad both got on their wedding night, peeks out from the hem of her shirtsleeve. She looks tired, like it’s been a long day of running up and down the halls of the hospital, but she’s definitely vibrating with energy like she is on Christmas morning when she’s waiting for me and Dad (the family sleepyheads) to make our way downstairs for presents.

“Did you get the email?” I ask them both. “From Camp Rising Star? About bunk assignments?”

“Well, good afternoon to you too,” Mom says with a grin.

I roll my eyes and run over to give her a quick hug before perching on the arm of the chair. “What are you doing home?” I ask. “Slow day in the heart business?”

“What are you?” she asks. “My boss?” Mom is a cardiological nurse, which means she helps people with heart health. She’s always talking about step counts and heart-healthy diets, but she likes cuddling up on the couch and eating half a key lime pie by herself every once in a while too.

“Sweetie,” Dad says, “we actually wanted to talk to you about your plans for the summer.” He’s in total deadline mode right now, so if we’re having a family meeting in the middle of his workday, things must be serious.

“What’s there to talk about?” I ask. “We’ve already sent in my tuition and forms for Camp Rising Star.”

Mom places a hand on my knee. “Actually . . . we haven’t.”

I shake my head. “But—but I’ve been on the wait list there for two summers! What if I lose my place?” I point to Dad’s phone on his desk. “Well, we have to call them right now. We have to call them and explain the whole mix-up. Is it the money? Did something happen with Dad’s new book?”

Dad looks to Mom, like he’s about to give in and spill the beans. It reminds me of the time he almost ruined my big birthday present last year. (An electric scooter that I was obsessed with after seeing one just like it at Valerie Wilkin’s slumber party. In fact, my dad is so bad at keeping secrets that he almost spoiled the ending for the third book in his Vampire Underground series during a podcast interview. Now his publisher has to approve every interview he does before it goes live.)

“The directors at Camp Rising Star were actually willing to hold your place until next summer,” Mom says brightly.

I stand up, but then I feel immediately dizzy. My whole life has been building to this summer when Nora and I would finally live and breathe theater and with other kids who care just as much about the same things we do and aren’t even embarrassed about it.

This is a bad dream. It has to be. What is she talking about? Next summer? What am I going to do? Sit at home alone for three weeks while Nora is off living our dream? I don’t feel well. I think I’m going to be sick.

“Show her,” Mom tells Dad as she turns to me. “Go look at your dad’s computer. I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised.”

As Dad opens his laptop, I go to stand beside him, but my body feels like it’s moving in slow motion through mud.

At the top of the web page in bold red letters, it reads, CAMP SYLVANIA: A place for big dreams, big fun, and big weight loss.

My heart sinks. Weight loss. Weight loss?

Of course.

For as long as I can remember, Mom has found ways to bring up my weight. Mostly it’s small things like “oh that shirt is slimming” or whispering to me at a pizza party that two slices are enough. But sometimes it’s bigger than that. Sometimes it’s sit-down conversations about her wanting the best for me or being concerned for my health and happiness, or even worse, it’s hushed conversations with Dad in the other room when they think I can’t hear.

“It’s baby fat,” he said.

“It’s not. You wouldn’t know,” she told him. “You were never big like I was.”

Even when she doesn’t bring it up, it’s there in the way she watches me when I eat or how she makes me save old clothes that don’t fit, because you never know.

And when it’s not about me, it’s about her. She thinks she’s fat or her clothes don’t fit right or her arms are too flabby. But the thing is—Mom is tall and skinny. If she thinks that about herself, what does she think about me?

On Dad’s screen, below the CAMP SYLVANIA header is a slideshow of kids doing things that, I’ll admit, actually look pretty fun. Bouncing off the inflatable blob in the lake, playing Marco Polo in the pool, racing go-karts, riding Jet Skis, and even performing in a play. Every last kid, though, is big. Not just big.

FAT.

RESULTS GUARANTEED it says in red flashing letters that remind me of the commercial for a local car dealership that plays every night after the news.

SHED THE SHAME AND THE POUNDS! Sylvia Sylvania, the mind behind Those Pants Make You Look Fat and Mind Over Body: Thinking Skinny, is proud to bring you a new innovative fitness experience designed for the next generation. This summer it’s time for your kids to unplug from their screens and power up with Sylvia.

“You . . .” I turn to them. “You’re sending me to fat camp?” I should’ve known this was coming, but I’m still shocked. I didn’t even know places like this still existed!

“Where does it say fat camp?” Mom asks. “It doesn’t say fat. Don’t use that word to talk about yourself, sweetie.”

“But that’s what I am, right? Fat?” I ask, my stomach involuntarily turning a little as the word comes out of my mouth.

“Honey,” Dad says, reaching for my hand.

“I can’t believe you made this decision without me,” I say, my voice beginning to rise. “All I’ve ever wanted was to go to Camp Rising Star with Nora and you’re stealing it away! Just because you’re embarrassed of me.”

Mom’s jaw drops. “We have never in our lives been embarrassed by you, Magpie. We just want what’s best for you, baby. You know I was a big kid too. It’s not easy. Go to Camp Sylvania this summer, have an awesome time, and Camp Rising Star will be there for you next year.”

My big dream of the perfect summer is slipping through my fingers like a melting ice cream cone on a hot day. “But . . . But what about Nora?” I ask. “We were supposed to go together. How am I gonna go the whole summer without my best friend?”

“Well,” Mom says. “It turns out that Camp Sylvania is just down the lake from Camp Rising Star. You’ll practically be able to yell to each other from the other side of the lake. And it’s only three weeks!”

My chin begins to tremble. That’s how I know I’m about to cry. And when I start, I won’t be able to stop. “That doesn’t make me feel better,” I yell as I storm off down the hallway and slam my bedroom door shut.

Pickle chuffs, leaving his trusty spot under Dad’s desk, before settling just outside my door as he guards me from my absolutely monstrous parents.





Chapter Two
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Any time I leave a room in a huff, my mom always lets me simmer instead of coming after me and demanding we talk, which is why I’ve been sitting here in my room for almost an hour and a half by myself.

Even Pickle gave up his post when he heard Dad opening his bag of dry food downstairs.

So many thoughts roll through my head. I can’t go. I can’t not go. Maybe there’s still time. Maybe I can get my spot at Camp Rising Star back? And hardest of all, how do I tell Nora?

A folded pamphlet slides under my door, grazing my fingertips, as someone’s weight settles against the other side.

I open the pamphlet to find vivid, colorful pictures of Camp Sylvania. The cabins are all painted bright pastel colors, and there’s a huge barn with every kind of craft supply you can imagine. There’s even a picture of some kids on a stage with costume pieces like hats and feather boas on over their everyday clothes.

“In case you want to read more about it,” Mom says from the hallway.

“Or we could just rewind the last few hours and pretend it never happened and that my summer plans haven’t changed,” I call back to her.

“Maggie,” Mom says softly. “You’re not giving the idea of Camp Sylvania a chance.”

“Why should I?”

She’s quiet for a minute. “Hon, can I come in?”

I let out a loud groan and stand up to go sit on my bed. “Fine.”

She opens the door, wearing her sparkly red glasses, my favorite pair of hers, and carrying a shoebox. After sitting, she sets the box down between us.

“What’s that?” I ask with begrudging curiosity.

She opens the box, which is full of pictures from when she was younger. Maybe a little older than me, but before she met Dad the summer after high school.

I thumb through the photos and stumble upon a photo of Mom and two other white girls standing arm in arm underneath a huge arched sign that reads CAMP NEW BEGINNINGS. In the photo, Mom is still in what she calls her “chubby phase.” The girl to her right is curvaceous with long blond hair, and the even larger, taller girl to her left has big brown curls that seem to have their own gravitational pull.

Mom and I look so much alike, especially when she was bigger. We both have the same unruly light brown hair. White skin with a pinky undertone that flares into red without much warning. But seeing this photo makes me feel like I’m only the before version of the person she hopes I’ll become.

“Who are these people?” I ask.

“That’s Birdie,” Mom says, pointing to the woman with the brown hair. “And that’s Sylvia. Sylvia Sylvania to be exact. They were my camp besties.”

“You went to camp?” I ask. “And with the lady who owns Camp Sylvania?”

She nods. “Not just any camp. Weight-loss camp. Well, I guess they call it wellness camp now. But it’s how I made it past my chubby phase. Baby fat is what your grandmother used to say.”

I try not to roll my eyes. “Good for you, I guess? I just don’t see why I can’t go and be active at Camp Rising Star. They have all kinds of stuff. Dance class, swimming, and even yoga.”

“Well, these are very special circumstances, Maggie. Me, Sylvia, and Birdie—the three of us loved Camp New Beginnings. We would email and text each other all year, just waiting to go back. But as we got older . . . and some of us lost weight, we stopped going and the camp . . . well, it got pretty run-down. In fact, it was nearly on the verge of closing.”

“Really?” I ask.

“Until Sylvia and her company stepped in and bought the place just a few months ago. So, this is a really exciting chance for you to go to the same camp I did . . . sort of.”

I squint down at the picture of them, focusing in on Sylvia, who, even through this photo, has serious popular girl energy. “Mom, is she—is that the woman you watch on YouTube? Is she the one who sells the protein shakes? That stuff you buy that tastes more like chalk than chocolate?”

She squawks at that, but still smiles a little. “It has the essence of chocolate, okay? And yes, that’s the one!”

“Oh my god, so she’s like famous and rich? And she’s your friend? Do you get free protein powder? ‘Nothing tastes as good as skinny feels—until you’ve had a Slender Like Sylvia Shake!’” I say, quoting the slogan from the commercials.

Mom shakes her head, laughing to herself. “No freebies. And yes, she is rich and famous. We were friends when we were younger, but we didn’t stay in touch. I’ve been very proud to see all of her success. I just . . . Becoming friends with Sylvia changed my life. She really helped me lose the weight. She never stopped encouraging me . . . and now that she’s bought Camp New Beginnings, I feel like I owe it to you to experience her magic for yourself.”

“Or you could just send me to Camp Rising Star, where I might learn actual magic . . . ,” I mutter, thinking about the stage-tricks class I saw on the sample itinerary. “What about Birdie? What did she do?”

“You know, Birdie and I fell out of touch too. I do think she worked for a few years as a counselor at Camp New Beginnings . . . but this isn’t about some walk down memory lane. I wanted you to see this so you could understand that when your grandmother sent me to Camp New Beginnings, I was terrified.” She flips through the photos of her smiling and laughing and doing stuff like Wild Hair Day or wearing pajamas to a bonfire. “But I made so many memories along the way,” she continues as she grins sheepishly “And I lost all that weight.”

I look down at the plumper version of my mother staring back up at me as she stands in front of a cabin with a big number three painted on the door. She’s beautiful and glowing and confident and looks like she’s got a joke on the tip of her tongue. I think she looks fantastic. Like the kind of person I’d want to be friends with or even the kind of person I’d want to be.

“But Mom,” I finally say. “I think you were perfect then.”

She pats my shoulder. “That’s sweet of you to say, dear.”

I don’t know how to put the right words together to make her understand that she can’t do this to me. She can’t rip my dream summer out from under me.

“Honey,” she says. “I remember what it was like to be . . . bigger. The taunting and the insecurity. It’s not right, but the world usually judges the cover before they even give the book a chance. And I never want you to miss out on an opportunity just because someone was quick to judge you.”

“Sounds like their problem,” I mutter again. “Not mine.”

But the truth is: I think about that a lot. Especially when I’m up there onstage all by myself without a whole bunch of other people to hide behind.

“Darling, it’s my job as your parent to prepare you for that big, wide world out there. When you’re here at home with me and your dad, you get to live in a bubble, but out there . . .”

“I know, okay? I get it.”

She closes the box and scoots closer to me to put an arm around my shoulder.

I want to recoil, but it feels too good to lean into her. “So I guess there’s no going back on this.”

She leans her cheek atop my head. “Camp is paid for. One hundred percent nonrefundable,” she confirms.

I let out a weighty sigh. How am I supposed to tell Nora I’m ditching her for fat camp? What if she goes to Camp Rising Star and makes a new best friend and realizes she doesn’t need me like I need her?

What if this summer changes everything?
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Chapter Three
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On the night before we both leave for our respective camps, Nora sleeps over. It was supposed to cheer me up, but I’m pretty sure it’s having the opposite effect.

We lie on my bed with our heads tilted back, so that we can look out at the sky from the window.

“At least our camps are sort of close together,” she says. “Maybe we’ll find a way to meet up. Or figure out a way to send notes back and forth. Oh! Maybe we can meet on the lake in canoes.”

When I broke the news to Nora she cried. And that made me cry. But in a weird way, it was nice to know that she was as crushed as I was to not spend the next three weeks together.

“If we don’t drown trying,” I say morosely.

I’d tried my very best to look on the bright side like Mom told me to over and over again, but even after a week of letting the news sink in, I couldn’t see how missing out on Camp Rising Star with my best friend had any bright side at all.

“That’s what life jackets are for, Maggie.”

“Tell that to the skeletons at the bottom of the lake,” I say to her.

“There are no skeletons at the bottom of Lake of the Ozarks,” she says, like she’s trying to ward off a bad dream.

I turn over on my side, facing her. “That’s not what my dad says. He says there’s all kinds of stuff at the bottom of lakes, but especially Lake of the Ozarks. It wasn’t always a lake. It used to be a place where people lived, but they released a dam and now there are all kinds of things at the bottom. Houses, cars, even swing sets.”

Nora shivers wildly. “That’s pretty spooky actually. Maybe we don’t want to meet in the middle of the lake. At least not at nighttime.”

We’re quiet for a moment, letting the thought of what might lie at the bottom of the lake sink in before I whisper, “Nora, what if I don’t make any friends at Camp Sylvania?”

“You make friends everywhere you go,” she says. “If anyone has to worry about making friends, it’s me.”

“I almost don’t want you to make friends even though I know you will,” I confess. “In fact, I’m already jealous of all the friends I know you’ll make.”

She chuckles. “Like you won’t make friends too!”

“Nora?” I ask. “What if I go to this camp and when I come home I’m still . . . well, the same size I am now?”

“Then I guess your parents will have to ask for a refund,” she says with a snort before turning toward me and adding, “It won’t matter either way. You’ll always be Maggie.”

I sigh loudly. “There’s no way I’m falling asleep. I’m too nervous.”

“Would it make you feel better if I told you I only had room for three pairs of shoes in my suitcase?”

“Now, that is actually tragic,” I tell her.

“Let’s play Would You Rather?” Nora offers through a yawn.

Nora knows Would You Rather? is my favorite and it always helps me forget about whatever is troubling me. “I’ll go first,” I say. “Would you rather only be able to drink like an elephant or have chicken tenders for fingers?”

“What if I ate my fingers?” she asks. “Would they grow back?”

“I mean, that would be cool, but you couldn’t grow your real fingers back if you ate them, so no.”

She yawns again. “I guess I’d drink like an elephant. I love chicken tenders too much and would probably eat my fingers before I even realized what I was doing.”

“Fair point,” I agree.

“Okay, I’ve got a good one,” she tells me. “Would you rather live forever but never be able to go out in the sun like a vampire or sleep with your eyes open?”

“Ugh! Both of those freak me out big-time,” I say, a chill running down my spine. “Well, living forever sounds fun, but what happens when all the people you love are gone? And I can’t imagine never seeing the sun again. That sounds awful. But what about sleeping with my eyes open? Can I actually see what’s going on around me? Or is it like only the people who see me sleeping know my eyes are open?”

Beside me, Nora is completely silent.

“Nora?” I ask. “Nora?”

I lean over so I can get a little closer to her, and it only takes a second to notice the way she’s breathing in and out and her head has drooped to the side. She’s out.

I flop back against my pillow and try closing my eyes, but my nerves are jumbled and I can’t get my brain to quiet down.

Of course, I want to go to Camp Rising Star with Nora, but a very quiet voice inside of me wonders what if? What if I go to Camp Sylvania and I turn into a skinny mini and suddenly everything is easier? People are nicer. Teachers are sweeter. My jokes get funnier. I suddenly have the confidence to step into the spotlight all by myself. What if all along I was always meant to be skinny and this is the summer it happens? What if I’m not the fat girl? What if I’m just . . . a girl?
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Chapter Four
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The freshly painted red letters on the side of the Camp Sylvania bus are bright and crisp except for where the Y drips down like it’s bleeding.

“Hello, campers!” croons my camp counselor in the very tiny parking lot of the even tinier airport. When I imagined who might be waiting to pick us up at baggage claim, this woman definitely was not it. Her hair is damp like she just walked right out of the lake and onto the bus, but despite that, her big, bouncy curls look like they might just pop right out of her Chicago Cubs baseball hat. She’s white with ivory tan lines where her socks slip down and she’s cut out the collar and the sleeves of her Camp Sylvania T-shirt.

The counselor knocks a fist along the side of the bus, an old, rusty, but sturdy-looking thing. “Just rescued this beauty from the junkyard and gave her a fresh paint job. The camp doubled in size this year! I guess that’s the Sylvia effect for ya.”

Ugh, Sylvia. I’m not looking forward to many things about camp, but one thing I am completely dreading is whatever food Sylvia is going to attempt to feed us. If it’s anything like her protein shakes Mom makes us drink for breakfast, I’m doomed. Moss-colored with a sludge-like consistency and it tastes just about as good as it looks, which is to say not at all.

The counselor, who is
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