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Chapter 1
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Paige Putnam pulled her black Toyota SUV into a parking spot at the 7-eleven. Her camping weekend would officially begin in a few minutes when she reached Echo Lake Campground, located in the northeast corner of Connecticut, and only a short drive from her apartment in Hopeland. Despite its proximity to home, she expected once she arrived at Echo Lake in time for a fashionably late Friday night dinner, she would feel as if she were a world away. 

Paige had given a great deal of thought to using her three weeks’ vacation time for an amazing trip to Hawaii, or the Caribbean, or somewhere else with equally beautiful beaches because she wanted to experience an exotic vacation for once in her life, and preferably before she slid into her thirties, which would be arriving in little over a year. Had her boyfriend, Edward, been equally enthusiastic about the idea, instead of driving alone in her Toyota, she could have been seated beside him, possibly in first class and also possibly sipping champagne, as they winged their way across the country, or the Atlantic Ocean, as the case may be. 

Unfortunately, or maybe it was fortunately, Edward was not only unenthusiastic about the exotic vacation, but he had also lost interest in Paige. The breakup hadn’t stung as much as Paige had thought it might, which just went to show her that losing interest could work both ways.

With the departure of Edward from her life, so went the exotic vacation idea. Who wanted to relax on a beautiful palm-tree studded beach next to an empty beach chair? Time for Plan B. She was always ready with a Plan B, and often with Plans C and D as well. In this instance, Plan B was to go camping, something Paige had had vast experience doing as a child. Although it had been over a dozen years since her last camping trip, it had always been fun and she expected to pick up where she left off as a teen when she had stopped accompanying her parents and sisters, Joy and Brooke, on the annual trips. Her family had never stayed at Echo Lake, but she guessed one campground would be pretty much like another. Campsites, a lake, recreational activities, happy campers. And campfires. Lots of campfires.

She knew three weeks of camping, despite the great childhood memories, didn’t hold the same appeal as a trip to Hawaii. Interspersed in the happy camping memories were other less than happy ones; those of seemingly interminable rainy days, arguing with her sisters over who was sleeping where, and those middle of the night trips to the communal bathrooms in the scary, possibly wild-animal-infested darkness her sisters never seemed to want to make with her, despite her pleading. 

Paige had decided, as her Plan C, to do weekend only camping trips. She would still have her vacation time saved in case something came up, or she happened to meet a guy willing to take an exotic vacation with her. Until that hypothetical day arrived she was ready to make some memories all by herself, and she stepped out of her car and headed inside to the store’s refrigerated section. 

She carried the small bag of groceries to her SUV and put it on the floor of the passenger seat. Despite only planning to spend two nights at the campground, she had still somehow managed to pack her car full of what now seemed like half her belongings. 

Paige checked in at the Echo Lake Campground office, then drove along the dirt road at what felt like the speed of a turtle, looking for cabin number 9. Glancing around, she saw sites with RVs, campers, and tents, all clustered near each other despite their different comforts and price ranges. She called what she was doing camping despite the fact that she was staying in a small cabin with its own tiny kitchen, small living room-bedroom combo, and even her own bathroom, which to her was the most important feature. She would have the comforts of home, only miniaturized.

Pulling in, she saw the obligatory stone fire pit and knew she could cook over a campfire or just sit by it and stare at the flames if she wanted. She had brought the ingredients for making s’mores in case she felt like having the gooey treat. But no matter what, she could have a weekend of swimming, canoeing, walking, and things like that. 

She would be sleeping in a sleeping bag, not in sheets and a blanket, therefore she was camping. She could smell smoke from wood fires all around the campground, even some food smells mixed in, therefore she was camping. If she decided to sit in her lawn chair by her unlit campfire and read her book all weekend, that was fine, too. She would hear camping sounds all around her. Knowing how much fun she could expect to have had made her so excited she had booked this cabin for eight weekends in a row, virtually all summer. And here it was only the end of June. She told herself how much fun it was all going to be as she unpacked and tried not to think about beaches in Hawaii. Or the Caribbean.  

After unpacking, Paige settled in her lawn chair by the unlit fire pit with a book. The book remained unopened, but when she was ready to stop looking around at the neighbors, all she had to do was open the cover and begin. She wished she had asked one of her sisters to come with her so she’d have someone to talk to. They could have brought up all the old camping memories, good and bad. She grinned as she thought that often the bad ones were the most fun to remember.
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HARPER FLYNN TURNED his truck into the dirt driveway purportedly belonging to Echo Lake Campground, although he saw no indication of tents, campers, or anything other than trees for the first few hundred feet. It was supposed to have been a guys’ camping weekend with his brother, Bryant, who had camped many times before, although this was the first time Harper had allowed Bryant to talk him into going. Unfortunately, Bryant had called to cancel only hours before they were due to leave because of an emergency at work that only he could handle. 

When Harper had considered rescheduling, not wanting to do the trip without his brother, the camping expert, he asked himself how hard it could be to live like a pioneer for a couple of days. Camping was what he had planned to do this weekend and camping was what he was going to do. Bryant had provided Harper with everything he thought he would need, and his Chevy Tahoe was crammed with camping gear, haphazardly loaded by Bryant as he tried unsuccessfully to change Harper’s mind about camping alone, telling him repeatedly that he wouldn’t be able to do it.

Harper eventually reached the Echo Lake office, located in a log cabin, and he parked the Tahoe, glancing around him at the heavily wooded area and the pine-needle covered ground. As he walked to the office to check in, he noted the lake off to the left, currently afloat with swimmers despite the fact that it was twilight. He wouldn’t want to be in the lake after dark. If he couldn’t see what was in the water with him, he wasn’t about to immerse himself in it. 

After getting directions to his tent site, he climbed back in the Tahoe and headed in the direction the woman at the desk had sent him. He eyed the speed limit sign and didn’t think it was possible to do five miles an hour unless he kept the emergency brake on. He found his assigned campsite easily enough, amongst RVs, cabins, and more tents. Looking around, he saw that the campers around him seemed to be fully set up, and they were either sitting idly or cooking over their fire pits. He was the only newcomer, apparently. 

He eyed the cabins across the narrow road from his site and wondered why Bryant had thought a tent was better than having four sturdy walls and a roof overhead. He shook his head, and slowly pulled in beside the fire pit, which sat waiting for if and when he decided to cook on it. He had noted the many restaurants on the drive to Echo Lake, and if things with the fire pit became difficult he would be dining out for his meals. If things became difficult with the tent, well, he had passed hotels as well. He could have a guys’ weekend by himself anywhere, not just at Echo Lake.

Harper shut off the engine thinking that trees, dirt, and the pine-needle covered ground would be his home for the next couple of days. And nights.
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PAIGE SAW A SILVER Tahoe pull into the campsite across the road from her cabin. There were only a few empty spots left in the area, and she guessed the campground was sold out for the weekend. She watched the truck’s closed windows, noting movement inside, then saw a man climb out, close the driver’s door, and walk around to the other side of the truck. He had chosen atypical camping attire, black pants and white dress shirt. He was even wearing a tie. This could be entertaining. Who went camping in dress clothes? He looked as if he’d just left the office and had made a sudden decision to go sleep in a tent, if that was what he had in his truck. 

She wondered if it would be considered socially acceptable to stay in her chair and watch him, and decided if she pretended to read her book she might get away with it. Maybe she’d read and/or spy for a little while, then cook her dinner. She had brought burgers and hot dogs, camping staples, and she could cook them either inside on the tiny stove or outside over the fire pit. Since there was limited firewood beside it, she decided she would be cooking indoors tonight. Tomorrow she’d feel more motivated to cook over burning logs. After she bought some logs.

Paige kept an eye on Tahoe Guy as he unloaded his truck. She knew there was a sing-along at the giant campfire in the center of the campground tonight, but she wasn’t really in the mood for that much socializing yet. She needed to ease back into camping. Tomorrow night there would be square dancing, and she might be up for that. For now, she just wanted to relax and watch her new neighbor unpack in the waning light. 
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HARPER HAD REMOVED the contents of his truck from the hatch door, and looking around at the mess on the ground, he saw what would be his lodging, bedding, kitchen supplies, and closet. The pantry items were still in the Tahoe behind the front seats, and he walked around to get the cooler, dragging it toward him and setting it on the ground. 

Now to build the tent. He took his phone and opened YouTube, tapping in the name and model of the tent and searching for an instructional video. He knew that there was little in the way of instruction that was not available on the app, and he wasn’t disappointed now, seeing several options come up. After watching one, he decided it didn’t appear too difficult, but as he put the phone in his pocket, he acknowledged that appearances could be deceptive. He was aware that while he was setting up the tent, he could himself be providing his neighbors with fodder for their own videos, with the caption, “Man attacked and smothered by tent – tune in tomorrow to see him set the forest aflame when he tries to cook breakfast”.
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Chapter 2
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When Paige saw Tahoe Guy pull out his phone and stare at it for a while, she decided this pause in the action was a good time to get her dinner ready. She went inside, cooked a burger, and ate it while gazing out the small window by the sink then looking through the few cabinets in the tiny kitchen. The supply of pots and pans was limited, but she reminded herself she was camping and would therefore have to rough it. 

After finishing her dinner she went outside, sitting once again on her lawn chair and looking across the road where she saw little progress had been made. There were still piles of equipment everywhere, and Tahoe Guy was bending over, holding part of a tent, but he didn’t seem to know what to do with it.

She stood and walked across the road to his site. “That’s the bottom,” she said, and he looked up at her from his squatting position.

“Which I consider vital to tent construction.”

“Yes, but...” She squatted beside him. “This part needs to go here.” She pulled the nylon toward her. “You pull that part.” 

He frowned. “That doesn’t seem-”

“Let’s try it anyway and see if we get a tent out of it.” He gave her a look, possibly annoyed, but she knew she was right, or at least more right than he was. “Just try it.” 

He looked at what he’d been directed to do, which was to pull.

The tent was assembled in minutes, and Paige stood beside Tahoe Guy looking at the finished product. The sun had disappeared and darkness would be settling any time now and Paige thought it was a good thing for his sake he hadn’t arrived in the dark. 

“That seems to have worked.” Harper was surprised she had showed up, not specifically to show him up, but to assist in construction of the tent. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Did you bring a sleeping bag?” She didn’t see one with the other gear.

He wasn’t sure if she were joking. “If I didn’t are you going to build one for me?”

She had serious concerns about his camping abilities and was feeling kindly toward this rookie. “Have you eaten? I can cook you a burger.”

“I ate, thank you.” The camping expert’s kindness extended to feeding as well as housing him. Courtesy demanded he at least introduce himself. “Harper Flynn.” He wished he could shake hands but his were now in need of soap and hot water after having handled all of Bryant’s much-used and apparently never washed camping gear.

“Paige Putnam. If you’re all set, I’ll get back.” To watching you, she could have said, but she wouldn’t be able to see much once it was dark. “Do you have a lantern? Or a flashlight?”

“Why? Does it get dark here at night?” Did this girl give him no credit?

“Did you bring camping clothes? Because those are really too nice to be wearing around here. You really should change them.” She stared at him.

“Here and now?” 

“You still have a lot to set up. Your bedding, your cooking stuff, probably your suitcase. That will fit in the tent. Don’t have a light on in the tent tonight while you’re changing your clothes.”

She thinks I’m a halfwit. He was thankful Bryant wasn’t seeing any of this. But if Bryant had been here as he was supposed to have been, none of this would have happened.

“I appreciate your concern. Should I leave the cooler open for the animals that may come around tonight, so they won’t have to struggle with the lid?”

“You can buy wood at the store that’s attached to the office. I need to get some in the morning, too. But for now, I’ll leave you alone to set up everything else.”

“You don’t want to wait around to make sure I change my unsuitable clothes?” He didn’t normally speak this way to girls he had just met, but he was on a roll tonight and he wasn’t sure why. Maybe camping was having a deleterious effect on his manners.

Paige turned to walk back to her cabin, waving a hand in the air as farewell. Harper Flynn needed more than time. He needed some instruction in Camping 101. She might be willing to act as a consultant, since she was right here, across the road from him. The fact he had a little edge to him and was a hottie had nothing to do with her decision to help. She would be neighborly, that’s all. 

She returned to her lawn chair, looking around, and watched as more lights came on. But not in the tent across the road. She could hear the hum of many voices from the sites nearby, some laughter, a few shouts. There were kids running around in the area behind her cabin and the sites beside her, but she knew that would stop once it got full dark. Campfires were burning and she was relaxing further into her lawn chair, content to sit for a while longer until she felt ready for bed. 

Which had been a good plan until she saw Harper emerge from his tent. There was just enough light for her to see he no longer wore the white shirt and black pants. It was too dark to be able to distinguish colors, but she could see he was wearing light colored shorts and a dark shirt. Short-sleeved at that. The black oxfords were gone, replaced by... she couldn’t tell, and she was curious. Hearing music start up in the distance, she remembered the sing-along and headed across the street.

“Harper,” she said when she was almost to his tent site and he hadn’t seemed to notice her. Of course, he could have been pretending not to notice her, but she wouldn’t let that deter her.

Harper hoped he had set up everything he would need for the night. Maybe even for the weekend. Forcing it all back in the truck was something he could worry about later. Sunday morning, to be exact. Checkout time was at eleven, and he hoped to be out of there well before then. This camping nonsense was something he didn’t think he’d ever learn to like. It was dirty, he had to sleep essentially on the ground, everything from tent set up to cooking had to be done from a squatting position, and the bathroom could well be a mile away. And shared with countless other people. He heard his name, and looked to see Paige Putnam, the camping aficionado, approaching. He wondered what she wanted to teach him now.

“Yes?” 

“I’m going to the sing-along. You should come with me.”

A sing-along? Had he heard correctly? Bryant had never mentioned sing-alongs. “I don’t think so.” 

“Oh, come on.” 

“That’s an activity for children. It’s playing. It’s not for adults.”

“Here’s a news flash. Smart adults know they need to play once in a while, too. It’s good for our souls.”

Adults need to play once in a while? That was a memo he knew he had never received. He shook his head.

“Come on. You’re in your camping clothes, and you have nothing better to do. Do you?”

“Maybe I want to read. I saw you with a book. People read when they’re camping.”

“What book are you reading?” She didn’t believe he had any intention of reading.

“That’s irrelevant.”

“Come on.” She had worn down many others with her persistence and wasn’t ready to admit defeat with the compelling Harper Flynn. “It’s only eight o’clock and you aren’t going to bed, or to tent, yet. We don’t have to stay long if you don’t like it.”

We? Have to stay? I don’t have to stay at all. He looked at his tent, knew he hadn’t brought a book, and decided lying on a sleeping bag on an air mattress likely to deflate once his weight rested on it didn’t seem like something he wanted to rush to do. But singing? No way. He would be an onlooker, and a bored one at that. 

He would not be mentioning the sing-along to Bryant, he decided, as he walked beside Paige toward who knew where. He hadn’t even located the bathrooms yet, but he knew he’d better get that figured out soon.

“Looks like everybody feels like singing tonight,” Paige said as she and Harper approached the oversized fire pit, crackling fire blazing, surrounded by a large crowd of children and adults, many of whom had come prepared with either lawn chairs or blankets to sit on. As she and Harper had neither, she decided they would stand at the back, outside the ring of other guests.

Harper noted the white sheet draped over a rope and wondered what that was for. Then a campground employee turned on a projector and words were displayed on the sheet just seconds before the crowd read aloud, “Sweet Caroline” with evident enthusiasm. The sing-along director, the same woman who had checked him in at the office, raised her arms as if she were conducting a symphony, then lowered them and began to sing the words, accompanied apparently by nearly every person there, judging from the volume level. He looked at Paige.

“Camping karaoke,” she said, then started singing and gesturing for Harper to do the same.

He thought a couple of beers would have greatly improved the experience but he decided to join in. The song was a Boston Red Sox tradition, therefore singing it was acceptable behavior. When he glanced at Paige, who was singing as well as dancing, using some obviously well-practiced moves, he admitted to himself this was better than lying in his tent wishing it were time to go home. 

Paige was having a great time, and she thought even the stodgy Harper might be enjoying himself a little. He kept glancing from the campfire to her and back, maybe trying not to stare at her. She knew she was the only one dancing but she didn’t care. She would have liked to get Harper to dance as well but guessed that was more than he would allow himself to do. She danced her way through Sinatra, the Beatles and Bon Jovi songs, and was a little disappointed when the last song of the night, “Lean on Me”, started. Toward the end of it, she stopped swaying, and leaned her head on Harper’s shoulder. Just because.

Once the song had finished, she raised her head and clapped along with the other singers. “Now you can go read your book,” she said and they headed back toward their sites. 

Harper had enjoyed the experience more than he had expected and had surprised himself by knowing the words to all the songs so he didn’t need to look at the sheet. Which had allowed him to watch Paige as she danced. When she wasn’t jamming tent poles into things or telling him he had no clue about how to camp, she was quite appealing.

When they had almost reached their sites, Paige said, “If you need to charge your phone overnight or even during the day, my cabin has electricity and I’m happy to share. Of course, I will be snooping through your phone while you are blissfully unaware.”

He glanced at her, wondering if she were joking. “Thanks. I’m all set.” Even if he had to drive around for a few hours to charge the phone tomorrow, it would be better than wondering if she were getting into his personal information. She would probably be able to guess his passcode in about three minutes if what he’d seen of her was any indicator. 

“Then I’ll see you at breakfast.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“Our fire pits aren’t that far apart. We could probably even share if you wanted. It would save on the cost of firewood.”

Harper didn’t know what to say to that. No? No thanks? Then she wished him a good night and walked to her cabin, and he realized he didn’t need to say anything. But if they were sharing a fire pit in the morning he guessed she would be finding out he had no experience with cooking over a fire, either.

He gathered what he needed and headed off to find the bathrooms and showers, lighting his way with the flashlight. It was extremely dark at the campground, with little electric lighting. Nothing in the way of streetlights. There were barely roads. He was relieved to find the bathrooms weren’t far, only around the corner, maybe separated from his tent site by six or seven other sites. The facilities were busy and echoing with loud voices of children who had apparently just left the sing-along. Some children were still singing. When we’re kids, the fun never ends. Then we have to go and grow up.

Back at his tent Harper undressed, with the light out as directed by Paige, then settled himself in the sleeping bag, wondering how long it would take him to fall asleep. He never went to bed before eleven, and it wasn’t even nine thirty yet. He heard nothing but a few scattered voices as people around him were apparently readying for bed as well. He closed his eyes and hoped he made it through the night without a catastrophe.
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He woke to the smell of bacon. And woodfire smoke. And bacon. His stomach began its own sing-along and he decided he’d better get up and feed it something. But first things first, and he checked his phone for the time. Just after seven. He hadn’t slept that long in years. The air had been amazing, cool and crisp, and he had taken a few deep breaths last night and must have passed out from the freshness. He felt great. Full of energy, and ready for anything, even learning how to build a fire. He probably wouldn’t need any help from Paige, either. He climbed out of the sleeping bag and off the air mattress, which had miraculously retained its contents. He might have to revise his thinking somewhat about what a waste of his time camping was.

After showering and dressing, Paige walked to the campground store to get eggs and bacon, which she had somehow forgotten to pick up yesterday. She knew Harper needed to experience firsthand the joys of bacon and eggs cooked and eaten outdoors. She also bought a small packet of fire logs, a very expensive small packet of fire logs. Many of the homes she had driven past on her ride to Echo Lake had signs advertising firewood significantly cheaper than what she had just paid, and she would take advantage of one of those deals today. 

On her way back to the cabin, she saw Harper walking ahead of her carrying a small travel bag, probably returning from the restrooms. Harper with camping clothes again; khaki shorts, a dark green tee shirt, and black sneakers. Looking like a pro.

“Good morning, Harper,” she said, and he stopped to face her.

“Good morning.” Harper eyed what Paige was carrying. “Can I carry the wood for you?” 

“Thank you.” She handed it to him. “You didn’t have breakfast yet, did you? I’m going to start cooking as soon as the fire is lit. I’ve got a dozen eggs and won’t be able to eat them all by myself this weekend. Maybe you could help with that.”

“Are you sharing the bacon as well? Or just the eggs?” Harper glanced at the pound of bacon she carried with the eggs.

“There might be enough bacon to share.” She eyed the bacon. It was maple flavored, and her favorite.

He realized he would be contributing nothing to this meal, and he needed to compensate somehow. “Lunch will be on me. If you don’t have plans.”

“That’s very nice of you, Harper.” 

“Good, then.” He walked to Paige’s fire pit to set down the bundle of wood. A lunch date. He suddenly felt cheerful. “I’ll just put this away and be right back.” He indicated his bag.

“Okay. Bring your appetite.” 

Paige came out of the cabin and saw Harper squatting by her fire pit. In addition to the food, she carried a couple of small frying pans that had obviously spent much time over an open flame. He had put small sticks down as the first layer, then lay a couple of logs over them. She set her fires a little differently, but she would keep her thoughts to herself unless there was a real danger of her not getting some breakfast in the next fifteen minutes.

Harper held his breath as he lit the match and lowered it to the twist of small twigs he had put at the bottom of the pile. Bryant, administering that bit of advice, had told him that was the secret to success. Once the flame caught, he fanned it a few times and looked up at Paige, who stood holding their as yet uncooked breakfast.

“Well done. Can you hold these while I go back inside for a minute?” 

“Sure.” He stood and took the pans and food. He wished he could take a photo to send Bryant; the fire, the pan, the food, and him, as if he knew what he was doing. But why showcase his camping ineptness by trying to show he wasn’t inept? 

Paige returned with plates and utensils and saw the fire was doing well enough for them to get started on cooking the bacon. She lay the plates on her lawn chair, which would be utilized as a table, and using an oven mitt, she lay the grill grate on the fire pit.

Harper put one of the pans on the grill and watched as Paige peeled the strips of bacon from the package and lay them in the pan. She glanced at him, smiling. “We won’t go hungry.”

They ate sitting side by side on the steps of Paige’s cabin, as she’d only brought one lawn chair and Harper had none.

“This may be the best breakfast I’ve ever had,” he said after a few bites.

“Are you starting to appreciate camping a little more?” 

“Because breakfast is excellent?” He took another big bite of eggs. “The jury is still out on camping in general.”

“After breakfast we can go swimming, or boating, or hiking. Maybe some strenuous activity will help the jury decide.”

“Or I could find a bookstore and get something to read.” Too late he realized he had just admitted he hadn’t brought a book. He watched Paige to see if she would notice and comment.

So the book he mentioned last night had been hypothetical. She knew she was overbearing and possibly even irritating sometimes, but she also felt she sometimes knew what was best for others. “I’ll go with you. I need to get some more firewood anyway, since it’s cheaper out there.” She waved her hand in the direction of “out there”.

Apparently, whatever he decided to do would be done by two. He knew he didn’t need a book. He didn’t plan to do any reading this weekend, unless it rained.

“Any rain in the forecast?” He could have checked his phone, but guessed Paige would already have the weekend weather memorized.

“Zero percent chance today and tomorrow. It’s going to be a perfect day. There isn’t a cloud in the sky.”

“What do they have for boats?” He hadn’t been in any kind of boat since he was a kid and liked the idea of being out on the water. He would be able to compare the rowing feature on his home gym against the real thing and see if it had been a worthwhile addition.

“Rowboats and canoes. We can take out a boat, then swim when we get back.” 

“Let’s take a canoe.” He didn’t want to be left out of the decision making. If he wasn’t careful this girl would try to be his activities’ director for the next two days. But he was looking forward to a relaxing paddle around the lake followed by a swim. Then lunch. In a restaurant somewhere in the town. 

“Sounds good. I’ll get breakfast cleaned up and see you after.”

“Thank you for breakfast.” Harper waited for a car to pass before crossing the road. He religiously brushed his teeth after every meal and didn’t think camping and the excessive distance to the bathrooms were an excuse to change that routine. 

Paige glanced out the screen door and saw Harper jogging with something in his hand that looked like his small bag. He had nice form, well-toned and muscular without being too much. She wondered if not having his own bathroom inconvenienced him. She knew all her future camping would involve her own private bath, steps away instead of much too far away. If they had been friends she would have offered to share her bathroom, but she didn’t know the first thing about the guy. Except he hardly knew anything about camping.

While Harper was brushing his teeth, he heard two young boys in the bathroom talking about seeing a gigantic spider by the dock. One of them said it was a wolf spider. The boys were evidently quite impressed by the size of it, which they thought might have a poisonous and instantly fatal bite.

He paused his brushing for a moment as he considered whether Bryant had ever mentioned deadly spiders in the camping context, or any context at all. He didn’t think so. He was quite sure he would have remembered poisonous spiders and probably wouldn’t be standing here using a communal bathroom to do something he had never done with an audience of strangers before if he had been told about poisonous spiders. He resumed brushing, glancing in the mirror at the boys as they exited the bathroom. Maybe he would ask Paige about the spiders. Or better yet, consult his phone on the walk back to his tent. 

“Red or green canoe?” Harper asked Paige as they surveyed the offerings.

“Red.” 

He eyed the mandatory life vest
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