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Introduction

 

A girls writing club wrote this book. In the summer of 1999, they came twice a week to author Kathleen Paul's living room. They played with her dogs, sat in front of the fans, and scribbled in notebooks. Sometimes they had Popsicles and tried not to drip. For six weeks, they talked and giggled and wrote. Mrs. Paul took their scenes, descriptions, dialogue, ideas, and added to them, and shaped them, and sometimes "smushed" them together.

Six girls and Kathleen Paul wrote this novel about two girls and it was written especially for girls to read.

 

Meredith MacLaughln, 11. Meredith wants to be a cowgirl with a palomino when she grows up. 

These are some of her favorite things:

food - mac and cheese

color - blue

sport - baseball

book - Island of Blue Dolphins

movie - The Three Stooges

hobby - horseback riding and cooking over a fire

subject in school - geography and reading

favorite part of Writing Adventure Club -My favorite part of club is reading the last chapter and writing the next chapter!

 

Piper Rafal, 11. Piper wants to be a mom when she grows up. 

These are some of her favorite things:

food - from La Casa Fiesta

color - purple

sport - tennis

book - Hank, the Cowdog

movie - A Bug's Life

hobby - riding my horse, Dolly

subject in school - creative writing

favorite part of Writing Adventure Club - writing all the chapters

 

Aureal Mylant, 10. Aureal wants to be a Zuka Juice worker in college and a veterinarian when she grows up.

These are some of her favorite things:

food - cake

color - purple

sport - football

book - Little House on the Prairie

movie - Tarzan

hobby - playing the tambourine 

subject in school - spelling

favorite part of Writing Adventure Club -the teacher

 

MeKenzie Carlson, 9. MeKenzie wants to be a person that works at Zuka Juice when she grows up.

These are some of her favorite things:

food - pizza

color - blue

sport - soccer

book - The Jolly Postman Books

movie - The Little Princess

hobby - dance 

subject in school - spelling

favorite part of Writing Adventure Club -writing about what happens next in the chapter because I like to use my imagination.

 

Alyssa Scherb, 9. Alyssa wants to be a mother/ teacher when she grows up.

These are some of her favorite things:

food - enchilada casserole

color - pink

sport - soccer

book - Boxcar Children/Nancy Drew

movie - the first Father of the Bride

hobby - reading

subject in school - geography

favorite part of Writing Adventure Club -reading the chapters

 

Brooke Sutton, 9. Brooke wants to be a librarian when she grows up.

These are some of her favorite things:

food - waffles

color - blue

sport - soccer

book - Peter Pan

movie - Tarzan

hobby - dance 

subject in school - reading

favorite part of Writing Adventure Club - writing the chapters

 

Mrs. Paul

Mrs. Paul retired from teaching this year and is staying home to spend more time writing.  She has a married daughter and a son.  Both are in college. She has two dogs, Gus and Gertie.  Both love company, especially the writing club girls.  She also has an 84 year old mother who lives with them.  With girls dropping by for writing club, it is an exciting household.

 

Their author page is combined with the other book clubs that have worked with Mrs. Paul at: 

https://www.writers-exchange.com/Kathleen-Paul/

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 1

 

Karen bent forward stretching in her pre-run routine. The other marathon contestants ignored her. The prize for her division, Junior Girls, was fifty dollars, and she meant to have that money in her pocket when she went to New Mexico to visit her dad.

"I'll be at the finish line, Kare," said Melanie. She bounced beside her best friend, trying to contain her excitement. "I know you're going to win. Do you want me to take your towel and water bottle now? I'd better hurry up and get a place. Take another drink, and then I'll go."

Karen turned her freckled face to her friend and grinned. Melanie always got twice as nervous as Karen even though she never entered the athletic events.

"Have you got the band for my glasses in your pocket?" Karen asked. Her own running shorts and T-shirt didn't have pockets.

"Oh yeah, I forgot," said Melanie. She patted her pockets, finally locating the one with the small lump. She pulled out the elasticized string and handed it to her friend. Karen took off her glasses and carefully slipped the small loops onto the earpieces and then adjusted it to fit snuggly. If her glasses fell off she wouldn't be able to see the finish line. She took a final swig from the water bottle and handed it to Melanie.

"I'll be rooting for you," said Melanie.

"You might pray a little, too," said Karen with a grin. 

The smile dropped off her face, and she looked around at the other competitors. She tried to determine which were in her league. Most of them looked pretty competent. 

Usually she'd just be happy to finish the race without stumbling or embarrassing herself some way. But the trip to New Mexico to see her Dad and his new girl friend was important. He'd send the money for the bus ticket, but she'd have to have money in her pocket.

She didn't get to see him very often, but she remembered how he'd make sarcastic remarks about her mom if she asked for anything. "Doesn't your mother ever buy you anything?" he'd say.  He made it sound like Mom was stingy.

"Kare, I'm leaving."

Karen looked back at her friend, gave her a confident smile, and spoke with the air of a winner. "See you at the finish line." 

Melanie bobbed off through the crowd, lugging Karen's athletic bag, water bottle, and towel.

When Karen rounded the last corner twenty minutes later, she knew she was in the lead.

"Don't look back," she reminded herself. Looking back was one of the taboos her track coach had drilled into her. She felt a surge of elation when she saw the red ribbon across the street and heard the people cheering along the last block of Corbett Street. She pushed her chin forward and pumped her legs for all she was worth. As she felt the ribbon break and cling to her chest, the roar of the crowd lifted her off her feet. 

She had to give that final victory jump that always made Melanie laugh. She began bouncing in sheer joy of the beautiful run and turned as she did. It was then that she realized that the next contestant was still a half block behind her. Pulling great gasps of air into her lungs, she grinned. 
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People surged around her. Her mother struggled to get to her side. Melanie, in her efforts to give Karen the water bottle she needed so badly, ended up getting jostled, and the water squirted out in Karen's face. She grinned. How could she be mad? She'd won!  She turned dripping wet to the man who edged through the jubilant crowd to stand beside her.

"Young lady," the gray-haired man said, "you ran that mile in record time. Too bad we weren't officially clocking it." He patted her on the back he handed her a fifty dollar check. "I wish this check was for twice as much."

Karen laughed and struggled to speak. "That'd be okay by me. You can write out another one. I'll wait."

The people around her laughed, and the man shook her hand as he handed her the check while cameras clicked. Then officials started clearing the road for the next race.

"I can't believe I get to go to Camp L.O.S. this year," said Melanie. Karen and Melanie sat on the floor of the little house in Mel's backyard. Pictures of their clubhouse had been in national magazines. Melanie's father was an architect and designed this little house with a front porch, three tiny rooms, and small furnishings including an area rug and curtains. The girls had outgrown playing in it but they still chose this house for their private talks.

"Everybody at church has been talking about it for weeks. You'll have fun," Karen said. Every summer the kids at church wanted to go to The Lord Is Our Savior Camp.

"It would be more fun if you could come," said Melanie.

"It's too expensive for me, and it's right when I'm going to New Mexico to visit my dad and his new girlfriend. The check for the bus ticket came in the mail this morning."

"You're really going to get to go." Melanie was excited for her friend. Karen's parents were divorced. Her dad was always saying they would get to do things together, but somehow that never worked out. Karen had been disappointed many times. Each time Melanie hurt for her, but she didn't really know what to say or do. Her own father kept his promises.

"He said we could go horseback riding," Karen said.

"Hey, there's horseback riding at the camp, too."

"And, swimming in their apartment pool."

"At camp, we'll swim in the lake."

"There's a National Park where we'll go hiking."

"Just like camp," exclaimed Melanie.

"We'll both have fun, and when we get back we can compare vacations."

Melanie's mother interrupted their talk, calling from the back door
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