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EPISODE 1

Club Girls
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Episode 2: Club Girls



CHAPTER ONE

Ice Cream Treat


Monday. 

I ignore the butterflies in my stomach as I enter my fifth-grade classroom. The weekend was rather emotional. For the first time since moving to Arkansas, I spent the night at a friend’s house. But because of the stupid fight over a dog, I'm not sure if we're still friends.

I wait in the bathroom during break and corner Riley as soon as she comes out of the stall.

Riley hesitates, something like fear flashing across her face before her green eyes harden. “What do you want?” She lifts her chin, the short strawberry-blond hair just grazing her neck.

“I wanted to apologize,” I say. “I was rude to you at your house on Saturday. And I had a nice time.” Before Riley hid the dog from me, anyway. “I want to be friends again.”

Riley hesitates, and then the stiffness leaves her shoulders. “Why?”

“Well. . . .” I hadn’t really expected that question, and I blurt out the truth. “Because they called your name at church, and we’re supposed to be friends!” I follow Riley to the sink and squirt soap on my hands.

“They said my name at your church?” Riley squints at me over the water, both of us washing our hands. “But I don’t go to church.”

“I know.” A few strands of my straight brown hair escape my ponytail, and they float around my face. I slick them back. “But you’re supposed to. This is why we’re—” I hesitate to use the term, but I do. I cross my fingers that Danelle, my other best friend, won’t overhear. “Best friends.”

Riley lowers her eyes, but not before I see her smile. I smile too, glad that we’re not fighting anymore.

I just moved to Arkansas from Texas this year, and the first few weeks of school were confusing, both mentally and emotionally, as I tried to figure out my role and make new friends. I consider myself lucky now; I have two best friends, Danelle Pierce and Riley Isabel. The two girls don’t like each other, but I figure as long as I keep them apart, that doesn’t matter.

“I’ll ask my mom about why they mentioned me at your church,” Riley says as we exit the bathroom and get back in line in the hallway. “She’ll know.”

The class continues down the hall for P.E. I partner up with Danelle to play catch.

“What’s going on with you and Riley?” Danelle asks, the metal from her braces reflecting the overhead lights in the cafeteria. “You’re like, all buddies now.”

I don’t know if I should feel guilty about having two best friends, but I do. “I spent the night at her house on Friday. We’re good friends now.”

“You’ve never come to my house,” Danelle says, tossing me the ball.

Danelle has never invited. 

“I’d love to come. Or you come to my house,” I say. I toss the ball back.

“I saw you reading The Babysitters Club. Do you like those books?”

“Love them!” I say, brightening. I love to read more than anything else in the world. “Do you like them?”

“Yeah, I’ve read a few of them. They’re fun.”

“We should start our own club!” I gasp, catching the ball again. My sister Emily and I already talked about doing that, but just the two of us can hardly be a club. “You, me, Riley—”

“Riley?” Danelle interrupts, wrinkling her nose.

I don’t want to leave Riley out. “Well, three people isn’t very many.”

Danelle hesitates. “I guess we could try it. I don’t know, though. She’s so annoying.”

I'm too excited to worry about her jibe toward Riley. “I can’t wait! It’s going to be so much fun!” I envision us sitting around my room with the telephone, waiting for people to call and schedule babysitting assignments, just like they do in the books. I toss the ball again to Danelle, who laughs.

“I’ll tell my mom. Call me, and we’ll plan when to come over.”

#

I wait until Ms. Dawson has finished giving us a workbook assignment and the class is too occupied to notice me. Everyone has their books open, pencils scribbling. I remove my reading book from my desk and open it up just to be sure. All twenty squares have a sticker in them, proof that I have read twenty new books since the beginning of the school year. The reward is an ice-cream trip with Ms. Dawson.

I push back my chair and tiptoe to the desk, the book tucked under my arm. “Here,” I whisper, dropping it in front of her on her desk. I don’t wait for her to speak before starting back to my seat.

“Wait, Cassie,” Ms. Dawson says.

I turn around as she opens the book. 

She raises one eyebrow. “You’ve already read this many books?”

I nod. “I love to read.”

Ms. Dawson looks at me, one eye squinting slightly. “Can you bring me a list of all the books you read?”

“Um, sure.” I hope I can remember them. I sit down again, my heart pounding with the added pressure. I know I should start on my workbook assignment, but I need to write down these book titles before I forget!

It takes some thought, but most of the titles come easily enough. I’ve read several from the same series, and that isn’t too hard to remember. But I get to number eighteen and can’t think of the last three books. I take the sheet back to Ms. Dawson, blinking hard so I won’t cry.

“I can’t remember the last three. I’ll have to go home and look through my books.”

Ms. Dawson tilts her head and reads through the list. “That’s all right, Cassie. This is good enough.” She looks up and smiles. “I’ll call your mom today and set up a time to take you out for ice-cream.”

I beam back at her. “Okay!” I skip back to my chair and finally get started on the assignment.

#

"So your teacher called me today," Mom says as I unload the dishwasher after school. "She said she wants to take you out for ice-cream."

“Oh, yeah!” I turn around. “It’s okay, right? It’s because I already read twenty books.”

“Of course it’s fine. I think it’s great your teacher is so involved.”

“Yeah, she’s awesome.” I turn back to the dishes, thinking of something else. “Can we start a babysitters club?”

“A what?”

“I’ll show you.” I put the last cup in the cupboard, then run out of the room to get one of my books. In the back is a flier that says, “Start your own babysitters club!” It lists the steps needed to get the club going, followed by testimonials from other girls who successfully started their own clubs.

My mom takes it from me and reads over it. “Do I need to pay for anything?”

I shake my head. “No. We’ll spread the word and meet here once a week, and people will call us to babysit.”

“Well, I guess that’s okay. Who do you want in your club? Are you including your sister?”

“Yes.”

“Sure. You can start it.”

I squeal and throw my arms around my mom’s neck. “Thanks so much! This is going to be so awesome!”

#

I gather Danelle and Riley at recess the next day.

“I got permission to start the babysitters club,” I say, squeezing their fingers excitedly. “My mom said you can come over on Thursday night. Does that sound good?”

“Yeah,” Danelle says, nodding. “I’m in.”

“I’ll ask my mom,” Riley says. “But I think I can do it.”

I look at my two friends, Riley with short strawberry-blond hair, Danelle with shoulder-length brown hair and braces. I have so much hope that they'll become great friends too.

#

“You can sit up here with me.” Ms. Dawson opens the passenger door to her long, silver car and gestures for me to get in.

I do, though I feel very awkward climbing into my teacher’s car. I fold my hands together in my lap and sit up straight.

Ms. Dawson starts the car. “I’m very impressed that you read all those books so quickly. You must like to read.”

I nod. I relax a little bit in my seat. “Yeah. It’s my favorite thing to do.”

“Have you ever tried writing?”

“Writing?” I’ve never thought about it. It sounds boring. But then I remember the two stories I started in fourth grade. “I wrote some silly stories last year, but I haven’t written since then.” Silly stories, all right. One about an evil monster who became friendly, and another
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