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Quinn packed up her bag as she did every summer. It was their family’s annual 2-week camping trip. This year, they were going up to a new spot their dad found when hunting with his friends last year. Someplace called Riverbrooke, a prime fishing spot with lots of cabins out in the woods for people to rent. This is what her family was doing.

Quinn grabbed her duffle bag and tossed it up to her brother, Jack, who was standing on top of the minivan, loading things onto a rack to make room in the car for the coolers of food they were bringing. 

“Did you remember to pack clean underpants?” Jack asked, laughing.

“Really, Jack? Do you have to be so disgusting? And besides, that’s personal. Why don’t you just focus on loading the car so we can get out of here?” Quinn stabbed back. 

Jack raised his hands in surrender. 

“Alright, alright. No need to bite my head off. I just don’t want a repeat of three summers ago when that monsoon hit us at Black Bear Lake in Arizona.”

“Oh, yeah, no. I don’t want that repeated either. I still feel like I have mud in all my crevices every time I think about that, not to mention having to borrow one of your pairs after sliding down the embankment on our way back from the lake. Nope. Not repeating that again.” Quinn shivered at the thought.

“Lucky for you fire burns cotton and elastic pretty fast. There was no way I’d ever wear boxers my sister wore. Gross.” 

They both laughed and Quinn grabbed another bag to hand to him. Jack shuffled a few other bags around to make room. Their parents were still in the garage, trying to find the rest of their gear. 

“I thought you put the hiking backpacks in the shed out back?” 

Quinn could hear her mom getting frustrated with her dad, but that wasn’t new. They did this every year. It’s why Quinn and Jack were so good at packing the van up on their own. 

“I didn’t. The shed is for all the fishing gear. We have to grab that too. Hold on, I’ll be right back.” 

Quinn heard her dad shut the gate on the side of the house with a loud bang. He was obviously on one of his ADHD kicks right now and was going to grab all the fishing gear from out back. Why they needed so much stuff, she could never understand. Part of the adventure of camping was going without a lot of things. Too bad her parents disagreed. They had to have all the things out and be ready to go. 

“Is that the last bag?” Jack asked her 

Quinn looked down at what was a pile of bags and gear but now was just a single bag full of cooking equipment.

“Looks like it,” she replied, tossing the bag up to him. 

“Great! Packing makes me hungry. Think mom with be mad if I break into the beef jerky so early in the trip?” 

“Probably.” 

Jack hopped on the car hood, then down to the ground with a soft thud, stretching as he went to look through the snacks in the trunk of the car. 

“Oh well. Might be worth the scolding. I think I’ll just take one piece...maybe two,” he replied with a sly grin. He reached his hand in the red bag and pulled out a handful of delicious meat, teriyaki flavored, according to the package. 

“That is way more than a handful!” Quinn scolded. 

“Yup, but we haven’t bought groceries in like, a week. You know how mom is when preparing for the trip. I don’t want to starve, do you?” 

“If you eat all the beef jerky, we might starve anyway,” she laughed. 

“Yeah, you might be right. Fine. I’ll only take a few pieces.” 

Jack replaced a majority of what he took and leaned against the side of the car. He offered a piece to Quinn who took it and chewed happily. 

“I hope this place has some good hiking trails,” Jack stated. 

“I bet it does. Mom wouldn’t be so worried about the backpacks for our hiking supplies if they didn’t.” 

“True. Dad said there was good fishing out there as well, but instead of us taking the canoes out, he said he rented a boat for everyone to fit into and the fish! Now we don’t have to take two canoes in the trailer. That’s going to make a big difference.”

“It will. Have you been practicing your knots this time around?” Quinn asked.

“Yup. I think dad would be proud of the ones I’ve learned so far. I don’t want to learn how to tie a knot out at sea ever again,” Jack chuckled. 

“Remind me again how you fell overboard on that charter when we were in the Bahamas?”

“It’s not my fault a bunch of hot girls were diving near us. I see a bikini and I just have to look.”

“You’re really disgusting.” 

“Yeah...I need a girlfriend pretty badly too.” 

“At least you admit it,” Quinn laughed. 

“And how’s your boyfriend these days?” Jack eyed his sister.

“Actually, I broke up with him last weekend. I caught Justin with Ashley at Jessica’s party. I honestly don’t mind being alone though. It gives me more time to focus on the things I like.” 

“Like photography?” Jack asked, reaching into the back of the van and pulling his sister’s camera out from the seat. 

“Please, be careful with that! It’s my new one. I don’t want it broken.” Quinn could feel her stomach drop. Brothers were never careful with anything. 

“I won’t drop it. Have you taken any interesting photos of anything yet?” Jack asked, looking through the digital screen on the back. 

“Not really. Mostly just a bird, some flowers, a tree, and—-”

“—-Brad Nichols?” Jack cut her off. 

“Will you just stay out of my stuff?!” 

Quinn snatched her camera back from him, but the strap caught on his arm, and she dropped it. 

“Really? Look what you did!” she shouted, picking her camera up off the ground. 

“Me? You’re the one taking photos of the school quarterback. Way to be a cliché. Besides, I bet it’s fine. These cameras are usually built for some impact. In fact, I think your camera should be just fine.” 

“Does this look fine to you?!”

Quinn held up one of the filters that had been on the front of her camera, ready for some cool photos to be taken as they drove. The tiny piece of plastic that held the filter on to the grooves around the edge of the lens was broken. 

“I’m sorry. I’ll buy you a new one. You’re right. I shouldn’t have taken it.” 

Jack looked as sorry as he felt and Quinn soon allowed her anger to subside. 

“It’s a $75 camera accessory. Good luck with that.” She rolled her eyes and stalked off to mess with her camera. The rest of it seemed ok. They were both lucky it wasn’t worse. 

“Hey, are you two ready to go?” Quinn looked up as her dad brought a large bag of fishing rods and tackle box over to the van
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