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Praise for Ghosters . . .
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“This is an exciting and involving series. I’ve read each book in one sitting; I just couldn’t stop.” The Haunted Reading Room
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“A creaky old house, ghost sightings, and the forbidden third floor will engage young readers all the way through to the unexpected ending. An exciting debut novel full of mystery and humor. Diana Corbitt is a terrific writer.”—Carrie Bedford, author of the Kate Benedict paranormal mystery series
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“Be prepared for a wild ride as Theresa, Kerry and Joey explore their new home, a rundown Victorian mansion. Get ready for what they find when they get up the nerve to go into the basement. And hang onto your seat when they venture upstairs and through the door Theresa’s Dad forbade her to go through. Ghosters is great fun. It is well paced with wonderful quirky characters that readers will love.”—J.P. Shaw, author of Drazil House
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Praise for Ghosters 2: Revenge of the Library Ghost . . . 
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“I loved this book! It was fun to read, light and had moments where I would laugh out loud. It was well written with the plot moving forward with each page. The character development for each was well done and each character had their own quirks which made them more realistic.”—WordsAPlenty
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Praise for Ghosters 3: Secrets of the Bloody Tower . . .
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“Trying to think back to what I was reading in elementary school and middle school, it is safe to say it was not this book. This book would have rocked my world, but I couldn’t find anything like it when I was growing up. I wish I had access to this book and this series. It was perfect for my nerdy self. These kids were wholesome, smart, and just kids I would have gone wild over as a kid. These are the sorts of heroes I want in books.” — Review, MI Book Reviews
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Ghosters 3: Secrets of the Bloody Tower
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Theresa

Welcome to Camp Sapuki!
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AFTER TWO HOURS of nothing to look at but pine trees, even my dad cheers as he steers the rented SUV under the big hand-carved “Welcome to Camp Sapuki” sign. A very cute teenaged boy with a bandage on his forehead and eyes that match his powder-blue STAFF tee-shirt steps over. Smiling, he signals for Dad to roll down this window.

“Welcome! I sure hope you all enjoyed the drive.” White teeth gleaming, he passes Dad a map, then notices my best friend, Kerry, sitting in the front passenger seat. “You ready to have some fun?”

Suddenly in the spotlight, Kerry’s goofy grin makes me doubt if she could repeat what the boy had asked her. But then, Dad saves her by asking where to park. After some quick directions, we start moving again, and Kerry immediately turns back to look at me, eyes sparkly. 

“Did you see the look he gave me? What a hottie!”

We all laugh, and the boys don’t stop teasing Kerry until we rumble past a big yellow and red circus tent and down the gravel drive to the edge of the big grassy field where several other cars have parked.

“Finally,” my little brother Joey says. Reaching across me, he high-fives his best buddy, Elbie.

“I can’t wait to swing on the trapeze,” Elbie says, his brown fingers already working the seat belt button.

“I can’t wait to walk the tightrope,” Joey says, still eyeing the big tent through the back window. “Although that tent did look bigger in the photos.”

We pile out of the SUV into the brilliant sunlight, and I squint hard after our long drive through the deep and shady forest.

“I need my sunglasses,” Joey says, not bothering to run his fingers through his dark tweaked-out hair. Yawning and stretching, he sees me putting on my own sunglasses. “Are those mine, Theresa?”

“You packed yours,” I say, feeling a little crabby.

And who wouldn’t be? Having rock-paper-scissored my way into sitting on the bump between Joey and Elbie, I’d just spent the last two hours with one or both boys flopped up against me, their snores steaming my ears and probably frizzing my already curly hair.

Seeing Dad has already popped open the car’s back hatch, Joey heads over to help unload the luggage. “Give us a hand,” he tells Elbie who had bent to tie his sneakers. “I need to find my sunglasses before I go blind.”

As the guys sort out the bags, I brace my back with my hands, arching it.

“Sore?” Kerry asks in her lilting British accent. Of course, she isn’t. A full head taller than me and slightly taller than Dad’s six-feet-one, she had guilted me into letting her take the front passenger seat.

“Yeah, I’m a little sore.” I do a few squats, making her giggle. “Hey, I have to get the blood back into my butt somehow.”

Tired but a bit more limber, I straighten and draw in a big lungful of sweet forest air. 

Dad wheels up with our suitcases. “Beautiful place, isn’t it?” He turns a circle, taking in the view. “Exactly like when I was a kid.”

Since I’ve never been here before, all I know is what I’ve seen on the website. But Dad’s definitely right about the place being beautiful. Of course, we can’t see the river from where we’re standing, but the log cabins seem freshly stained, and the big grassy playing field we parked next to is clipped and gorgeous. In fact, the huge tree on the far side is even more lush and green than I remember from the pictures.

The only difference I can see is that instead of kids playing organized games, today half the people in the field are grownups. These happy family groups are either milling around with their fold-out maps or standing in the check-in line in front of a canopy-style shade tent. Beneath the tent, an older man and woman sit behind a folding table, talking with some people. A sign reading CAMPERS CHECK IN HERE is staked into the nearby ground.

Dad looks at his watch. “We should get in line.”

“Are you going to be late?” I ask, knowing he would be driving straight back to the airport to head out on another one of his book tours.

“Well, that roadwork we ran into set us back thirty minutes. Let’s just say I shouldn’t hang around here too long.”

“Don’t worry about us,” Joey tells him. “I memorized the map, and this time we’ll be supervised by highly skilled professionals.”

Ooops. Since Joey’s on the autism spectrum, he doesn’t always know when his honest comments aren’t appreciated. Wincing, I look to Kerry. From the look she’s cutting him, she must guess what he’s referring to.

“He’s not blaming your gran,” I whisper, remembering what happened the last time Dad went on one of his book tours. Knowing Joey and I would need a place to stay, Kerry had invited us to join her on a trip back to London where her grandma and aunt live. We’d barely been there a day when poor Mrs. Declan landed in the hospital with a ruptured appendix. But things worked out. Having lived in London most of her life, Kerry knew how to get around, and we even managed to help a pair of very famous ghosts.

“Okay,” Dad says, waving us all in. “Everybody gather up your stuff and head over to the tent. I’ll run ahead to get us a spot in line.”

Joey and Elbie pull their suitcases along behind them. Kerry and I grab ours and follow a few feet behind the boys.

“Hey, check out that little white girl,” Elbie says.

Joey looks around, then back at his friend. “There are quite a few little white girls in this field. Can you please be more specific?”

“Between the tree and that cabin behind it.” Elbie points his chin. “See? She’s got real long hair, and she’s wearing some sort of weird scout uniform with a torn shirt pocket.”

“Which girl?” Kerry shades her mismatched eyes with her hand. “The one with ginger-colored hair?”

“No,” Elbie says. “Hers is really pale. Whitish even. Like her skin. Plus, she’s hecka pretty.”

“Standing under that big tree,” I say. “Can’t you see her? I think that outfit is some sort of camping uniform.”

“I see her,” Joey says. “But her clothes aren’t like what the kids were wearing in the website pictures. These are more like what those twins had on in that old movie you guys made me watch last month.”

“Right. The Parent Trap.” Kerry nudges me with her elbow as she continues to look. “Those girls looked super smart in those uniforms, didn’t they? You know, with the matching shorts and neck thingies?”

“They’re called neckerchiefs,” Joey says. “But you can stop looking for her now, Kerry.”

“Why? Has she run off? I don’t see her.” Seeing Elbie wink at Joey, her cheeks flush red, and her hand drops to her side. “It’s a ghost, isn’t it?”

I focus on the little girl’s sneakers and sigh. Sure enough, they don’t quite meet the ground. “Great. There’s like a million campgrounds in the country, and I pick the one that’s haunted.”

Being way out in the middle of nowhere, I’d hoped to focus on having a good time. Doing things like swimming, canoeing, taking a few cooking classes. Fun stuff with nothing to do with spirits.

“Oh, well,” Kerry says. “Welcome to Camp Sapuki—or should I say, Camp Spooky?”

Ugh. Hoping this ghost’s happy where she is, I focus on the grass in front of me and keep walking. 

We reach the end of the line where Dad’s busy sorting through the forms we’ve filled out. Having missed the whole ghost conversation, he’s just happy because the line has started moving.

“Things are looking good,” he tells us. “In a few minutes, you’ll be picking out bunkbeds, and I’ll be on my way back to the airport. With any luck, I’ll drop off the rental car and have plenty of time to grab a latte before my flight leaves.”

“Brilliant!” Kerry gives me a wink. “I can’t wait to see our cabin.”

Beneath the shade of the tree a few yards away, Elbie’s pretty little ghost girl raises a pale white hand and waves.

Yeah, brilliant.

Kerry must see something on my face. Smiling, she follows my gaze to the tree. “She’s still there, isn’t she?”

I let out a deep sigh. “Yeah, she’s still there. Think the Murphys know about her?”

“Probably,” Elbie says. “There’s a picnic table under the tree.”

“And . . . ?”Joey says. 

Elbie shrugs. “So, why didn’t they use that for a sign-in table? Why bother with a tent?’

I look over at the perfectly good picnic table sitting empty in the shade. “That is kind of weird.”

“Not if that oak tree makes one of them sneeze,” Joey suggests.

I suppose that’s possible. And it’s also possible that the ghost is perfectly fine with spending eternity here in the forest.

But I doubt it.
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Harry the Magnificent—1962

––––––––
[image: ]


HARRY REHEARSED HIS magic tricks every chance he got. But Camp Sapuki’s talent show was just two days away, and he worried he wouldn’t live up to his new nickname, Harry the Magnificent. Practice was what he needed, but how could he focus with his cabin mates making so much noise? He popped a lemon drop, gathered his equipment back into his grandfather’s Satchel of Mysteries, and lugged it outside.

The cabins at Camp Sapuki were all built around a circular gravel walkway. And in the center of that walkway was a large grassy field where a dozen or so kids were playing kickball. On the far side of that field was a shady old oak tree, and beneath it, an empty picnic table. Cool and out-of-the-way, it was the perfect spot to work on his act.

At first, he intended to circle around the game. But that was before he noticed who would be kicking next. Shifting directions, he aimed himself at the tree, a path which took him right through the middle of the game.

“Hi, Harry. Wanna play?” The pitcher’s request sparked groans from her teammates. But the girl ignored her fellow kickballers. “Please, Harry? We can use another man in the outfield.”

Harry thought back to three days ago when it was his turn to kick. Having whiffed the ball entirely, he’d landed on his butt to a loud chorus of laughter. Preferring not to give these guys any more entertainment, he said, “Me, play with these losers? I’d rather eat dog poop.”

“You’re dog poop,” Scotty muttered, the boy who would be kicking next.

“Knock it off, both of you,” the pitcher said. She called for the ball and turned her attention back to Home plate, unaware that Harry had continued to cross the field behind her. “Ready, Scotty?”

Stuffed into a Partridge Family tee-shirt two sizes small, Scotty nodded. The pitcher rolled the ball, and Scotty booted a hard bouncer down the middle.

If it were anyone else, Harry would have waited for the play to end. But his kickball humiliation was still fresh, and Scotty had laughed harder than anyone. Hoping to pay Scotty back, he marched into the path of the oncoming ball as a dozen voices shouted, “Look out!”

But Harry wanted the ball to hit him. “Huh?” he asked stupidly. “What?” Timing it perfectly, he turned. The ball ricocheted off his suitcase and into the first baseman’s waiting arms. He turned to watch as Scotty chugged toward first base. But the boy with the ball got there first and stomped the base like it was a hundred-dollar bill gusting past him.

“You’re out!” Harry bellowed.

Red-faced and puffing, Scotty threw up his hands. “No fair!”

“He’s out, right?” The first baseman looked anxiously from one teammate to the other.

“Yeah!” one of the outfielders cried.

“Interference!” Scotty’s teammates shouted.

Hands on hips, the pitcher stared at Harry. “Was that really necessary?”

“Not at all.” He rolled the lemon drop from one cheek pocket to the other and faced Scotty. “But it was definitely fun.” The argument continued as he headed for the cool shady area beneath the old oak tree.

“Jerk!” Scotty shouted after him. “Yeah, go practice your tricks, Harry. If we’re lucky, you’ll make your own self disappear.”

It was easy to block out Scotty’s catcalls because in his mind, Harry wasn’t on that field anymore. He was stepping onto the stage. And the applause was deafening.
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Theresa

Is That Other Thing Yours Too?
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I RECOGNIZE THE elderly couple seated behind the folding table from Camp Sapuki’s website. They’re Mr. and Mrs. Murphy, the owners. Like his pictures, Mr. Murphy looks half grandpa, half sunbaked cowboy: hat on top, boots on the bottom, jeans, and plaid shirt in between. Mrs. Murphy looks like she just stepped out of her garden: capri pants, floral top, and a big floppy hat. If they were any more adorable, Mr. Murphy would have a checkerboard in front of him, and his wife would be dishing out cookies instead of tee-shirts.

“Call me Pops,” he tells us, once Dad makes his introductions. “And this”—he rests one hand on the woman’s plump shoulder—“is my lovely wife.”

“Should we call her Moms?” Elbie grins, his slightly gapped teeth stand out against his cinnamon-colored skin.

“Mrs. Murphy will do me fine.” With a half smirk, she pushes back her sunhat, revealing a slightly red nose beneath straw-yellow bangs. “I doubt if your name’s Kerry and those two look like brother and sister, so you must be Elbie.” Her eyes dare him to say otherwise as she slides a stack of powder-blue tees at him across the table.

Okay, so maybe Mrs. Murphy isn’t quite as adorable as she looks.

Dad gives the forms he and the other parents filled out to Pops, who pushes his glasses up his nose and scans each document. By the time he looks back up, everyone but Dad has their own stack of shirts tucked under their arms.

“As far as I can tell,” Pops says, “everyone’s dotted all their Is and crossed all their Ts.”

“What if they missed one?” Joey asks. “Does that kid get sent home?”

Most people would think Joey was being a smart mouth right there. But Pops and Dad had a long phone conversation about Joey’s autism before they agreed he could handle coming here for a week. Pops reacts with a fan of wrinkles creasing the corners of his dove-gray eyes. He studies Joey with a sweet grandpa-like smile.

“Thanks to your parents’ good work, you’ll never know.” He uses the table to help himself stand. “Don’t you worry, Mr. Martinez. These kids are in excellent hands.”

“And remember,” Mrs. Murphy tells us. “On the bottom you wear jeans, shorts, whatever you like, as long as they meet the guidelines listed on the website.” She peers over her half-moon glasses at each of us. “You’ve all read them, right?”

Read them? Like everything else on the website, Joey’s memorized them.

“Yes, ma’am.” Elbie steps forward, shoulders back and soldier straight. “We are all checked out on the guidelines, ma’am.”

Knowing Elbie, there’s probably a salute coming. Since Mrs. Murphy probably won’t appreciate his humor, I step behind him and pin his arms to his sides with a big bear hug. “You’re so funny.” I press my cheek to his and grin at Mrs. Murphy. “Isn’t he funny?”

“Hilarious.” She makes four quick pencil checks on the sheet of paper in front of her then looks up at Kerry and me. “You two are in cabin 4.” She thumbs the air behind her, so, I assume it’s back there somewhere. “Boys . . .” She glances over to our right. “Cabin 7 is that way.”
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WE SAY GOODBYE to Dad and part ways with Joey and Elbie. The cabins are pretty much identical. In the front, each one has a stone-ringed fire pit, a picnic table, and a window box filled with daisies. Kerry holds Cabin 4’s wood-framed screen door open so I can tug my suitcase up the two wooden steps, then I do the same for her. Inside, we find four girls around the same age as us. There’s one older, more boob-heavy girl too. Unlike my frizzy dark curls, her hair is smooth, perfect, and the color of maple syrup. Dressed in a super-tight powder-blue Camp Sapuki tee-shirt and shorts that are right on the edge of being non-regulation, she bounces over.

“Heeeeey, yaaaall!” Her glossy red lips pull into a smile as she takes a pencil from behind her ear. “Mah name’s Becca,” she says, sounding like a character from that old Civil War movie, Gone With the Wind. “Ahm your counselor.”

The other girls, also wearing Camp Sapuki tees, call out their own greetings as they hop off their bunks and move closer. As usual, they stare at Kerry because she’s so tall.

“I’m Maddie,” says a potato chip-thin girl who’s pretty tall herself. She admires Kerry as if she were an abstract sculpture. “What are you, like six-one?” Blue hair done up in amazingly well-put-together Princess Leia hair buns, she circles Kerry.

“Six-two, the last time I measured,” Kerry says, turning along with her. Used to people ogling her, she offers Maddie her hand. “My name’s Kerry, I have one green eye and one brown eye—and before you ask, I’m English, not Australian.”

“Kerry, great.” Becca picks up a clipboard and makes a check. Then she turns to me, one perfectly trimmed eyebrow raised. “So, you’re either Lolly Morgan or Theresa Martinez.” She looks me up and down. “I’m thinkin’ Lolly.”

“I’m Theresa.”

“Dang.” She looks at her watch. “I sure wish that Lolly girl would hurry up and get here. Supper’s in two hours, and we still haven’t put a cheer together yet.” She checks me off on her board. When she looks up, a solemn little black girl with hair pulled back in a puffy ponytail is standing next to her.

“What’s up?” Becca asks her.

“I’m Lolly Morgan,” she says in a voice so tiny I find my head straining forward to hear her.

“You are?” Becca’s perfectly penciled eyebrows gather as she runs off the names on her list, “Kerry, Lolly, Maddie, Ridley, Ozeria. Hmmm . . . and you’re Theresa Martinez, huh?”

I nod.

“Well, double dang.” Becca flips aside her bangs. “I guess we’re all here after all.”

“So, are these our bunks?” I ask, referring to the middle set with its two bare mattresses.

“Well, duh, girl. They’re the only ones left.” She checks her watch. “Now, hurry and get yourselves settled. Each cabin is expected to do a cheer after supper, and they start servin’ at six.”

She saunters over to the single bed at the back of the room where tiny stuffed versions of every dog species imaginable are standing guard over a lacy pink pillow sham. There’s a cube-shaped locker at the foot of the bed. On top sits a little dorm refrigerator, and on top of that, a teepee shaped table lamp with a brown canvas shade.

She lays one hand on the fridge. “And this here’s mine, so, hands off.”

I look at Kerry, who shrugs. She eyes the folded sheets sitting on both bare mattresses. “I call bagsy on the lower.”

“If that’s British talk for dibs, then fine with me.”

Beside our bunk is a two-person locker and on top, another Teepee-shaped lamp. Both identical to those beside the other bunkbeds. We stow our clothes in our lockers, then work on making beds. We finish with Kerry’s, and as I head up the ladder to start on my own bed, I notice a darkened doorway at the back of the room.

“That’s the bathroom,” a voice on my right says.

I look over to find a somewhat husky Asian girl sitting on the next bunk, her plump legs dangling. “Go look,” she says, revealing a gap between her teeth that’s even wider than Elbie’s. “They’re really cool.”

Thinking she looks neither like a Ridley or an Ozeria, I guess. “Ridley?”

“Yeah, Ridley. My parents are super into Sci-Fi.”

“I don’t get it.”

“Doesn’t matter. Go. Check out the bathroom.” Reminding me of an over-caffeinated game show hostess, she points, black pigtails swaying.

Seriously? We’re at a summer camp. How cool can it be? I finish up with Kerry’s help, then hop down, and head to the door.

Fluorescent ceiling lights flicker, then pop on, revealing a white tiled counter with three stainless steel sinks directly in front of the door. No big deal there. To the left is a room with four shower stalls, also tiled, and to the right, three toilet stalls with stainless steel doors. All clean, but no big deal. Well, maybe Ridley’s got a thing about hard shiny surfaces. 

Since I really do have to go, I push the door to the first stall and step inside. The toilet lid is down. I flip it up and jump back, banging my head on the door. That freaky-looking clown from the It movie is grinning up at me from the underside of the toilet lid.

Cute, Ridley, cute.

Remembering Kerry’s fear of clowns, I reach down, ready to toss old Pennywise into the garbage. But why? Didn’t Elbie say pranks were a regular part of camp life? Smiling, I lower the lid and check the next stall. Happy not to find any clowns, I step inside, and once I’m ready, yank on the end of the toilet paper roll and scream.

Pants still clumped at my ankles, I leap to my feet and try to unlock the door, not easy since my eyes are glued to the giant black widow spider clinging to the toilet paper.

Moments later, the bathroom’s tile walls echo with voices, and in the gap below the stall door, I spot a pair of large and very familiar sneakers.

“Theresa?” Kerry says. “Everything all right in there?”

“No!” I shriek, still struggling with the lock. There’s a huge . . .” Wait a minute. How and why would a spider that big squeeze itself into a roll of toilet paper?

“A huge what?” This time it’s Becca’s voice.

“A huge . . .” I stop jiggling the door lock and, heart pounding, bend down to get a better look. What I thought was a huge black spider is just a black Sharpie-ink drawing. “My mistake.”

“You sure?” Ridley chimes in. “You sounded like you’ve just seen a big black spider.”

“Ha ha.” I finish up, wondering how I can get back at her. Back into the main room, everyone grins at me but Becca, who glances up from a fashion magazine just long enough to flash me a smile. I turn to Ridley. “Good one. Is that other thing yours too?”

She nods proudly.

“What other thing?” Kerry asks me.

“You’ll see.” I look at my watch, then Becca. “We can start working on that cheer now.”
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Bad Jack Flannery—1758
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SINCE THE DAY was no different than any other, Bad Jack Flannery spent his day in the fields and his evenings at the Dog and Duck, his favorite pub. When he left, beer filled his belly, but his pockets were sadly empty. To make things worse, it had started to snow.

He admired the scarf he’d just nicked and grinned. Any man fool enough to fall asleep in a bar deserved to be robbed. Especially with Jack there watching. Eyes slitted against the storm, he wound his soft woolen prize around his neck twice, wishing the drunk had also been wearing mittens.

Still cold, he reached to button his coat. But all he found was row of loose threads. “Ah, yes,” he grumbled, remembering how he’d gambled the buttons away on one roll of the dice. Fingers aching, he tucked his hands beneath his arms and stumbled down the road.

Country living was definitely not what he’d expected. Six months ago, he inherited the farm from his uncle, and he’d been thrilled at first. But the place was small and took much more work than he was used to. He rubbed his calloused hands together and sighed. If Sally knew how to knit, he’d be wearing mittens.

He frowned down at his shabby breeches and paper-thin stockings. How many times had the woman patched the blasted things? Life was terribly unfair.

His blood boiled at the thought of his tiny farm and ragtag family, a lazy lot, all of them. Still grumbling, he made his way down the main street, now barely visible through the falling snow. But what was that dark form tied to a post just outside the bank’s front door?

“Well look at you!” He brushed a crust of snow from the horse’s saddle. “What sort of man leaves such a magnificent creature as yourself standing outside on a night like this? It’s a sin, I tell you. A sin.” He recalled his own milk cow and chuckled. Old Bonnie was lucky to be alive, as many times as he’d left her out in the field during a storm. Ah, well. Who hadn’t overlooked something after tossing back a few pints?

Sadly, Jack got his worst ideas when he’d been drinking. And the one he got now topped them all. “A night like this isn’t fit for man nor beast,” he told the horse. “Carry me home, my fine young friend. There’s oats in my barn and a nice warm stall for you to sleep in.” Forgetting that thieving horses was a sure way to get himself hung, he untied the horse’s reins.

And Sally thought him a fool. Why, come spring, this beast would be so thankful, he’d be harnessing himself, ready and eager to plow Jack’s fields.

But the beast was too stupid to appreciate his good luck. At the touch of his new master’s hand, the stallion reared up, pulling Jack with him. Already stumbling drunk, Jack fell on his face, sliding to a stop with his head in a snowdrift. But he still had hold of the reins. Huffing and puffing, Jack located his tricornered hat, got his feet back under him, and scrambled onto the horse’s back, snow crusted but triumphant.

“You’re just like my wife,” he told the beast. “Ungrateful. And I was going to give you a fat sack of oats too.” A lie, but how would the horse know Jack’s cow had been eating nothing but straw for nearly a month?

“Off we go, then.” Irritated by having to work so hard, Bad Jack gave the beast a hard kick, making him bolt. Not a wise idea since his feet were nowhere near the stirrups. Howling profanities, he bounced along the snow-covered road until his ragged boots found their home. With a firm grip on the reins and his backside properly situated, Jack leaned over the horse’s neck as the creature galloped through the night.

“You’re a devil,” he whispered into his ear. “But then again, they don’t call me Bad Jack Flannery for nothing.”
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Theresa

Elbie Can Juggle?
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IF A SCHOOL multi-purpose room married a log cabin, our dining hall would be their baby. The building isn’t just used for eating but for sports too. Judging from the high ceiling, hoops, and shiny floors, one of them is basketball. Like the cabins, these walls are also made of logs, but unlike a regular multi-purpose room, this one’s got tons of windows. Most are open, allowing a cooling breeze to come through and flutter the banners hanging from the rafters.

The tables are also wooden, with branches for legs and wide wooden slabs for the tops, all glossy with varnish. It’s just after noon, so most of the tables are filling fast.

“Something smells good.” Maddie smiles at Lolly, who smiles back as Kerry peers over the heads of the kids in line ahead of us.

“Looks like cheeseburgers and tater tots,” Kerry announces.

Ozeria grins. “I love tater tots.”

“Cabin 4 sits at table 4,” Becca says, anxiously scanning the dining hall. Before anyone can speak, she dashes off, quickly absorbed into a sea of powder-blue tee-shirts.

“Where’d she go?” Ridley asks.

Kerry easily tracks Becca through all the comings and goings. “Over there.”

Standing on tiptoes, I follow her gaze and locate Becca schmoozing beneath the far basketball hoop with Mr. Hottie. “Isn’t that the boy who greeted us when we first drove up? The one you called a hottie?”

Kerry stares as the pair all but touch foreheads. “I
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