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			To my big sister, Heather Garza. I’ve always looked up to you (even though you’re the shortest in the family). Love you!
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			I took a breath and closed my eyes, letting the sun-drenched glass warm me as I leaned my head against the car window. This was going to be a perfect summer. If I said it enough times, it would come true. After everything that had happened this week, I needed a good summer. The one before my senior year was mine to claim, Dad had said months ago. I was ready to claim it.

			Up front, my parents had turned the radio to barely audible but I could just make out a Taylor Swift song. My AirPods had lost their charge ten minutes ago, rendering the remainder of my perfectly curated road trip playlist—Stuck in the Backseat with You—useless. As I felt myself drifting toward sleep, my sister’s voice rang out louder than necessary from beside me.

			“Hey, viewers. Happy summer! We’re on hour four of our car ride and so ready to be done. Say hi to my older sister, Avery!”

			Lauren had her elbows propped on the pillows between us and was holding up her phone, the camera facing me. Behind her phone, she gave a silent plea that said, Give me something, anything, aside from your normal boring face. Since boring was the face I was born with, I held up a peace sign, which apparently was good enough, because she flipped the recording back to her. “This year, the parents are taking us to the middle of the forest. Are you ready to join us?” She pointed the camera out the car window, the tall pine trees zooming by in a hazy blur.

			
			The middle of the forest wasn’t exactly how I’d describe the four-star family camp we’d be spending the summer at, but exaggeration is the key to any good social media video. I shook my AirPod case as if that would make them charge faster. I needed some noise-canceling, head-clearing music.

			“Did you girls pack your swimsuits?” Mom asked, even though there was nothing we could do about it now, four hours from home, if we hadn’t.

			Lauren dropped her hand. “Mom, I was recording.”

			“Oh, sorry,” Mom whispered.

			“Well, I’m not anymore.”

			“I hear there’s a huge Slip ’N Slide at this camp,” Dad said, as if this was the most exciting thing a seventeen- and a fifteen-year-old could hear. “Supersized for super kids.” He laughed at his own joke, and I couldn’t help but laugh too.

			Lauren gave me the Really? look, then said, “There’s real water, too, though, right?”

			“Real water?” Mom asked.

			“A lake or something?”

			“Yes, there’s a lake and a pool,” Dad responded as he took a curve too fast, pushing me against the door.

			“I don’t know why we couldn’t just go to the camp we went to a couple years ago,” Lauren complained. “It was closer and the roads weren’t so windy.”

			
			“Because this year is our epic adventure,” Dad said. “Next summer Avery will be so busy prepping for college she’ll boycott a family vacation.”

			“So true,” I said, and smiled when my mom turned around to make sure she shouldn’t be offended. When she saw my face, she gave my leg a little slap.

			Both my parents had summers off. Mom was a professor at UCLA and Dad taught sixth grade and coached middle-school basketball. So most summers for as long as I could remember, we went on an “adventure.” Sometimes it was a cabin on the lake or a KOA near the beach. And most of the time, it really was an adventure. Sometimes even a good one.

			My phone vibrated against my thigh on the seat next to me, and I immediately tensed. I didn’t want to look. I didn’t want to read more excuses. I was trying to start my perfect summer. It buzzed again. I sucked in a breath and looked at the screen. As I expected, it was from my best friend, Shay.

			I’m sorry. I can’t go the whole summer knowing you’re mad at me. It was an accident.

			I wasn’t sure how one accidentally kissed their best friend’s ex-boyfriend. Trent and I had only been broken up for a couple weeks! I had even thought we might get back together. Now I wondered if Shay was the real reason we’d broken up in the first place. They obviously liked each other. I felt stupid for thinking Trent and I had just hit a rough spot and would work it out.

			Another message popped up.

			
			It was a big mistake. We were both just talking about how you were leaving for the whole summer and how much we were going to miss you! Please forgive me.

			I put the phone, screen down, on the seat, as if the messages would go away if I couldn’t see them.

			“Hello, everyone!” Lauren said again into her camera. “Time for our summer trek into a wooded forest. Trees and lakes and excitement. Hope you’re all ready to join me. Say hi, Avery.”

			The recording was on me again. I could feel my eyes stinging from the texts. I clenched my teeth and willed myself to control the tears. Finally, I faced Lauren and puffed my cheeks out like a blowfish, a creature with a defense mechanism I could appreciate.

			She lowered her phone and raised her eyebrows. “Can I post that?”

			I honestly didn’t care what her fifty followers thought of me. Well, actually I did…and I hated myself for that. But she was giving me that pleading look again.

			I sighed. “Post away.”

			“Thank you!” Her eyes were back on her phone, watching the clip.

			I turned my attention to the very-much-still-there texts on my phone.

			Shay had been my best friend since the summer before third grade, when she declared me such through a fence. She’d moved into the house behind us, and we’d met one day when her ball flew over the fence and directly into my head. I’d given her ball back, and after that we talked every day through a crack for weeks before we convinced our parents to let us actually hang out. And that’s how it had felt when she told me what happened with Trent: like a ball to the head all over again—unexpected and embarrassing—except without the happy ending.

			
			My dad took another curve too fast.

			“Ugggh,” Lauren said, grabbing her stomach. “I’m going to be sick.”

			I scooted closer to my window. The last thing I needed was a lapful of vomit.

			Mom smacked Dad’s arm. “Slow down.” Then she turned in her seat. “Do you need a plastic bag?”

			“Didn’t you take Dramamine?” I asked.

			“Yes, Avery, I took Dramamine. But obviously it’s not helping.”

			“I was just asking,” I said.

			“You weren’t just asking. You were trying to say I had done something wrong.”

			My sister and I weren’t exactly best friends, which was why she had no idea about my crappy week or the unanswered texts waiting on my phone. Nobody knew. “I’m sorry. That’s not what I meant.”

			I caught my dad’s eye in the rearview mirror and he mouthed, “Fire and Ice.”

			For the past couple years, Dad had taken to calling my sister and me Fire and Ice. We were opposites in nearly every way. Lauren was dramatic and over the top; I was chill and go with the flow. Lauren’s looks begged to be noticed. She was tall and strong and had bright blond hair and big blue eyes. She always seemed happy, even when she was being a total grump. I, on the other hand, was one of those people who blended in. I had plain brown hair and a normal build. My smile was nice but nothing that drew stares. I did like my eyes. They were hazel, and I could say a lot with my eyes. Even though we were opposites, I didn’t love the nickname (who wanted to be compared to ice?) but I loved my dad and I knew he thought it was cute and funny, so I did what any chill person would do—ignored it.

			
			“Pull over! Pull over!” Lauren screeched, unbuckling her seat belt.

			Mom riffled around by her feet and Dad jerked the car to the right and stopped on the dirt shoulder. Mom held a plastic bag in the air just as my sister flung open the door, jumped out, and threw up all over the side of the road with loud, heaving retches. She was dramatic with everything she did, even barfing. She moaned, bracing her hands against her knees, waiting for another round.

			Mom turned to Dad. “Not sure why you’re in such a hurry.”

			“I’m just driving.”

			“You know she gets sick when you take the curves like that.”

			I looked down at my phone, still trying to decide how to respond.

			It’s great! I typed. Now we can compare notes and buy him extra ChapStick. I immediately erased the text. Now was not the time for a dumb joke. It’s fine, I typed this time. We’ll be fine.

			My finger hovered over the send button. Fine wasn’t how I felt. I felt betrayed and angry and confused and alone. I felt like I’d lost my best friend and my boyfriend in the same week. I wanted to give her the silent treatment for a while. But I hated feeling like this. I didn’t want to lose her. The sooner I forgave her, the sooner we could get past this.

			The muffled sound of my sister’s voice drew my attention. With her back pressed against the window, she recorded another video. I couldn’t hear what she was saying, but it was probably something about throwing up. I didn’t understand her videos at all.

			
			I squeezed my eyes shut and pushed send.

			“Everything okay?” Mom asked. “You’re not feeling sick, too, are you? You look a little pale.”

			“What?”

			Mom studied my face.

			“No, I’m fine.” Was that my favorite word today?

			The side door flew open and Lauren’s phone appeared first. “There’s no service,” she said, sliding in.

			“Huh,” Mom responded, handing Lauren a water bottle. “Well, we are in the wooded mountains.”

			“There’s going to be service at the camp, though, right?” she asked, pulling the door shut and buckling her seat belt.

			“A summer without cell service wouldn’t be the end of the world,” Dad said.

			“What?” Lauren gasped. “What do you mean? What does that mean?” Each question got increasingly louder.

			“It said right on the website I sent both of you months ago,” Mom said. “No Wi-Fi. A chance to disengage from the world.”

			“You think we actually read that?” Lauren responded.

			Mom shrugged. “Maybe you will next time.”

			As my sister’s words finally sank in, my chest tightened and my eyes slid to my phone. Sure enough, there was a red triangle next to my text. It hadn’t sent. Maybe I should’ve been happy that the lack of cell service was fulfilling my fleeting wish of giving Shay the silent treatment, but instead I felt worse.

			“I have a channel to maintain!” Lauren whined. “My viewers are counting on me! I promised a summer of updates! This is completely and totally unfair. You have to warn us about stuff like this.”

			
			“Maybe this is the best thing for both of you,” Mom said, exchanging a look with Dad.

			I slid my half-charged AirPods into my ears and turned on my only downloaded playlist—Emos Need Love Too. Most of my song catalogue was stored online. So much for my perfect summer.
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			Despite the fact that Bear Meadow Camp apparently resided in the last century, it was quite beautiful. Nestled in the pine trees sat a huge multistory lodge, a warm beacon of yellow light in the darkness. And behind it, the sky was a confetti of white stars. I could get used to a summer of this view.

			Dad pulled into a parking space in front of the lodge. “Here we are. Everyone grab your things and let’s get checked in.”

			My sister, for once, was speechless as she stared out the window at the building in front of us. It didn’t last long. “A place like that has to have Wi-Fi…right?” she asked me under her breath.

			“Or at least a suggestion box,” I said.

			“What?”

			I pretended to write on a little note. “Please add Wi-Fi. Thank you.”

			She blew air between her lips and climbed out of the car.

			I pushed my door open and stepped out as well, joining my parents. The air had the sharp, tangy scent of pine needles and a crisp chill had me wondering if I should dig through my suitcase for a hoodie.

			
			“It’s cold here,” Lauren said from the other side of the car. “Is it going to be this cold the whole summer?”

			“Just after the sun goes down,” Dad said. “Isn’t this so exciting, girls?” He gave me a side hug.

			“Think of the potential!” Lauren said in a deep voice, quoting what Dad always said at the beginning of every summer trip. Sometimes I wondered if my dad was more excited about what a trip could be than what it actually ended up being.

			“Exactly,” he responded. “Our last summer together before everything changes.”

			“Are you getting a new family?” I asked, pulling out a joke before he made this too serious. I still had a whole year left of high school before college. Plus, if everything went as planned, I’d be going to UCLA and would probably live at home. Exactly how much did he think would change? I had a feeling nothing would and I wasn’t sure if I should be relieved or disappointed about that thought.

			“Maybe I can trade you all in here for younger models.” He popped open the trunk.

			Mom shot him a look as she clutched her pillow to her chest.

			“I didn’t mean you,” he said. “I meant the kids because they’re growing up and leaving us.”

			“Yeah, yeah, nice save,” Mom said.

			We unloaded the car and trudged up the paved path to the tall wooden doors of the lodge. My backpack was full of summer homework for my fall honors classes, and my suitcase was at max capacity because two months away required a lot of clothes. Dad held open the door and we all made our way inside.

			
			The lobby was just as beautiful as the outside had been. A large oak tree sprung from the middle of the circular room, its branches reaching toward the skylight above. Everything else was wood—the floors, the desks, even the ceiling, almost as if we had walked into a tree.

			Music drifted from a hall on the opposite end of the room.

			Lauren sank to the bench that circled the tree as my dad went to the check-in desk, where a girl who didn’t look much older than me sat ready to help. A big letter D adorned her green polo shirt. Was that her name or her initial?

			“Hello! Welcome to Bear Meadow,” she said in an overly friendly voice. “Last name, please.”

			I let my heavy backpack slide off my shoulder and onto the ground next to Lauren, abandoning my suitcase there as well.

			“Young,” Dad said.

			“Welcome, Youngs.” D typed something into her computer and then opened a tri-fold pamphlet in front of my parents. “We’re here at the lodge. This is where the action happens. Movies on Friday nights.” She pointed to the hall where the music was coming from. “Bingo nights on Wednesdays.”

			“I think I could get into bingo,” Dad said.

			D gave him a wide smile. “We also have dance lessons and crafts. Basically, something happens every day in this building.”

			“That’s great!” Mom said, waggling her eyebrows at us. Lauren rolled her eyes.

			“On the lawn area behind the lodge there’s Grass Games—badminton, volleyball, and such—then we have our tennis courts and pool.”

			
			“We heard you have a supersized Slip ’N Slide,” I said, and my dad gave me an appreciative smile.

			“We certainly do. The biggest one in California!” D responded with enthusiasm. She pointed at the map again. “The dining hall is in the middle of the cabins. That’s where you’ll have your meals.”

			“All of them?” Lauren asked.

			D looked at the computer. “Your package includes two meals a day. We have a small general store, where we carry milk and cereal and such for that third meal.”

			While D showed my parents the road that led to our cabin, the lodge doors opened and a family of five came in. Two of the kids immediately began chasing each other around the tree, which at the moment also included Lauren and me, screaming about a bigfoot hunt. The woman went straight to the coffee station and poured herself a cup.

			“Boys, stop running!” the man called out in a sharp tone, then went to stand in line behind my parents.

			Lauren opened the front pocket of her backpack and dug around. “Movie nights, crafts, Slip ’N Slides?” she said at a volume only I could hear. “Is this a little kid camp?” At this, she pointedly stared at the kids who had not, in fact, stopped running. “I’m sensing no age-appropriate boys for us.”

			This thought did not disappoint me in the least. I had sworn off guys exactly three days ago. The guy drama I was in the middle of had left a bad taste in my mouth. The taste I worried would linger all summer now that I had no contact with the outside world.

			
			Lauren freed a long cord from her bag with a breath of relief. “Oh good. I thought I forgot this.”

			“Good thing you can keep your overpriced flashlight charged.”

			“I haven’t lost hope for Wi-Fi. And even if there isn’t any, I can still record and do a compilation video at the end of summer. I’ll figure something out,” she said, like she was still talking herself down.

			I wondered if I’d figure something out, a way to talk to Shay and get this taste out of my mouth, this weight off my chest.

			The music from the hall caught my attention again and I moved to see where it was coming from. I had only taken a few steps before one of the boys running around the tree and the woman with her full cup of coffee collided, sending the cup flying. I watched as it tumbled through the air in seemingly slow motion. Its contents arced across the space between us, then drenched the entire front of my white shirt. The cup landed, drumming three short beats on the floor, before it skidded across the dark wood and came to a stop against my gray Converse. I didn’t feel the heat of the liquid at first but then the burning sensation spread across my stomach. I sucked in air and pulled my shirt away from my skin.

			“Oh my goodness!” D called from behind me.

			“Boys!” the man said again.

			The woman, now empty-handed, stared at me and then at the cup by my foot as if this was somehow my fault. “I’m sorry,” I heard myself saying.

			My mom had magically found a roll of paper towels somewhere and began mopping up the floor. My dad was helping Lauren move our luggage away from the expanding puddle on the floor. I wasn’t sure how any coffee had made it on the floor, when it felt like an entire pot’s worth was on my shirt. “You okay, Avery?” Dad asked.

			
			By this time D was at my side. “The bathroom is this way. Follow me.” And without a word, I did. We walked through the lobby to the hall where I’d heard the music. It was louder now—was it a movie? A radio?—but as we passed the doors where it was obviously coming from, I couldn’t see inside. D continued to the end of the hall.

			Once safely inside the bathroom, I took off my shirt, throwing it onto the counter, and studied my skin. It was red but not burned. D grabbed a paper towel off a stack on the counter, ran it under cold water, then handed it to me. I pressed the wet towel against my stomach.

			“Should I get the nurse?” she asked.

			“What? No.” I already felt stupid enough. “I’m good.”

			“Are you sure?”

			“I take really hot showers. Apparently, I’ve conditioned my skin for this specific scenario.”

			She didn’t laugh, just picked up my shirt. “I’ll have this laundered and delivered to your cabin.” She backed out of the bathroom and the door swung shut.

			I took a deep breath and slowly peeled the paper towel away from my stomach for another look. The redness was already subsiding. I dropped the towel in a gold-trimmed trash bin and faced the door.

			I probably should’ve realized before this moment that I was standing there in my bra, my shirt in the possession of an eager-to-please (or probably more like a please-don’t-sue-us) employee, and I was trapped. I let out a low groan and turned a circle. The bathroom was nice—the stalls individual rooms with full doors, the counters shiny granite, and the fixtures polished brass. There was even art on the walls. But it didn’t have the one thing I needed—a stack of extra shirts lying around.

			
			Just as I was trying to think of a way to fashion one out of paper towels, the door opened again and D reappeared.

			I took a breath of relief. “Could you ask my—”

			Before I could finish the sentence, she held out a blue T-shirt. “Here you go.”

			“Or you could bring me exactly what I need.”

			She smiled. “Do you need anything else?”

			“Coffee?”

			She hesitated for a moment.

			“It was a joke.”

			“Oh…” She gave the worst courtesy laugh ever and left.

			I unfolded the shirt and held it up. Across the back was the Bear Meadow Camp logo—a friendly bear in front of three pine trees—and on the front, the word staff.

			“Thank goodness for please-don’t-sue-us employees,” I mumbled, and pulled it over my head.

			I leaned against the counter for a moment and looked in the mirror above the sink. My brown hair hung limp around my shoulders and my hazel eyes were tired. Was it too late to go home?

			I let out a sharp breath. I knew home wasn’t an option, but a bed was a good second choice, one that only existed outside of this bathroom. I ran my fingers through my hair, wiped a bit of mascara from beneath my eyes, and exited the bathroom.

			
			This time as I passed the doors where I’d heard the music earlier, I stopped and peered inside.

			The room was a small theater with stadium-style seats facing the stage. At the moment, the seats were dark and empty. But the stage was lit and a three-person band, surrounded by instruments, stood talking among themselves. I wondered what events here required a live band. Bingo night?

			“Are you lost?” a voice said, startling me.

			To my right, behind the last row of red velvet chairs, was another guy, squatting by a guitar case, closing the lid. He had long, wavy hair and intense blue eyes that seemed to stare right through me.

			I almost took a step back. “You scared me.”

			He stood, and even though he was an average size, there was something about his posture or confident gaze or knowing head tilt that commanded the space. “You new here?” His question didn’t sound rude, but it wasn’t friendly either.

			“Yes, just got here.” A clash of cymbals echoed through the theater and I looked over to see the drummer, a big Polynesian guy, standing up.

			“Sorry!” he called out, and then did a drumroll on his snare and laughed.

			“Are you…Is this…a band?” I asked the guy near me.

			His eyebrows shot up.

			“I mean, obviously it is, but why?”

			A half-smile finally crept onto his face, lighting up his eyes and making him seem more approachable. If a half-smile could do all that, I found myself wondering what his full smile was capable of.

			“Mostly for, you know…the music,” he said.

			
			I rolled my eyes but also smiled. “The music? How unoriginal. I’d do it for the groupies…or the drugs.”

			“I’ve known for years that I’m a total sellout,” he shot back.

			My smile widened. I couldn’t help it. He was the first person tonight who seemed to actually get my dumb jokes. “So where can this music be heard?”

			“We play at dinner.”

			“Live dinner music? How fancy.”

			“Nothing but the best for our entitled guests.”

			I blinked, not sure if he intended that as a dig or not. No, we’d just been joking. It was a joke. “Well, if music isn’t a human right, it should be.”

			“Agreed.” He lifted his guitar case.

			“Brooks! You coming?” another bandmate yelled out. The three of them were heading toward the black curtain at the back of the stage.

			Brooks held up his hand to them, his eyes still on me. “Yeah!” His hand dropped to his side. “And you are?” he asked, seeming to imply that his name being called had counted as an introduction.

			I sort of agreed. “Avery.”

			“Avery. We have band practice most nights after dinner. Next time come a little earlier and tell me what you think.” And then the full smile I’d been waiting for took over his face. And I was right, it was magic.

			I gave a small nod.

			He walked several steps past me, up the aisle, then turned. “Is Janelle showing you around?”

			“Um…no.” I threw a thumb over my shoulder. “D.”

			
			“Well, then, welcome to Bear Meadow, where your paycheck will be small and your patience even smaller.”

			“What?” was my first confused response. And then, just as fast, I remembered the shirt I wore. The staff shirt. He thought I worked here.

			I opened my mouth to correct him but found myself saying, “Thank you,” instead. Why would I say that? Two reasons came to mind immediately. One, I hated making people feel stupid, and two, he still had on that magic smile.

			He half jogged to the stage, joining the other guys. I tugged on the bottom of the shirt. Dumb shirt.

			“There you are,” Lauren said from behind me. “Everyone is waiting on you. What are you even doing?” She looked past me to the now completely empty theater.

			“Nothing. I’m coming.”

			Back in the lobby, the coffee-spilling mom and her family were up at the counter listening to D explain the camp amenities. My parents were at the entrance with our luggage.

			“Everything okay?” Dad asked as I joined them.

			“All good,” I said.

			“You should go beat that lady up,” Lauren said, narrowing her eyes toward the check-in desk.

			I shook my head. “I think I stepped into the kid’s way or something.” It was the only thing I could think of—that the kid had been trying to avoid me. Why else would the woman have acted like it was my fault? “But maybe I’ll go find that suggestion box.” I pretended to write on a paper. “More Wi-Fi, less hot liquids.”

			
			Lauren let out a big impatient sigh.

			Dad winked at me. “Fire and Ice.”

			“Right,” I said. Just let it roll off, Avery. Let everything roll right off.

			Mom held out several card keys. “Let’s go see our home for the next couple months.”

		

	
		
		
			
			
				[image: Chapter 3]

			

			“Have a fabulous day!” the girl said as she used a pair of tongs to put a whole-wheat roll on my plate. It was dinnertime and we were in the big dining hall—buffet-style eating in what looked a lot like a school cafeteria. Unlike the big lodge and our family cabin, which seemed newly built, the dining hall was probably a relic from the camp’s past—paneled ceiling, fluorescent lighting, oak-trimmed doorways. But they’d done a good job hiding all that with nice tables and chairs and big framed art of the lake and surrounding forests.

			After settling into our cabin the night before, we’d woken up this morning and spent the day exploring camp—the general store, the sports courts, the lake, the lodge—my dad pointing out all the activities we could try over the summer. And even though the only thing we’d ended up doing that day was a family game of badminton, I was ready to spend the rest of the night back in the cabin reading or something.

			
			“Will you say that again for my video?” Lauren said, holding up her phone, as if it really wasn’t a question at all but a demand.

			“Excuse me?” the girl asked. Her name tag said Tia.

			“The ‘have a fabulous day’ thing. While you’re putting a roll on my plate.” She lifted her plate so it was in the shot.

			“Lauren, not everyone wants to be an extra in your film.” I sympathized with the helpless look on Tia’s face.

			Lauren waved her hand in my direction. “It’s not a film. I have a channel. It’s really just pieces of my life. This will be part of an end-of-summer mash-up. Please?”

			“Sure!” Tia said, suddenly unleashing a dazzling smile.

			Guess she didn’t need my help. It’s not like anyone would see it anyway. Who wanted to watch pieces of our boring life? I moved to the next station and filled a plate with lettuce and tomatoes, then drenched it in ranch. Several families sat around the dining hall, each at their own circular table. My parents waved me over to where they were already eating.

			I slid into the seat across from my mom. The phone in my pocket dug into my hip, so I took it out and set it on the table next to my plate.

			“It’s my music,” I said when Mom looked at the phone like it was pointless to carry around. “I won’t listen to it now, of course.” I liked music when I was walking around. A soundtrack for life.

			“You don’t need it anyway. They have live music during dinner.” She craned her head around.

			My heart seemed to stop. I couldn’t believe I had forgotten—Brooks and his band performed at dinner. I sank a little lower in my chair, my lie from the night before replaying in my mind.

			
			Just as it registered that I couldn’t hear any music, Mom turned back around and said, “They must be on break or something. They were playing when Dad and I first got here.”

			In the corner of the cafeteria was a makeshift stage with the abandoned instruments. It was mostly blocked from my view by my mom.

			“They announced a ten-minute break a little while ago,” Dad said.

			Ten minutes. I could eat in less than ten minutes. Because avoiding Brooks seemed like the mature way to solve this problem I’d created. I sighed. Like avoiding Shay before we left had been? No, I’d clear things up, but not now, in the middle of the dining hall. Especially because my explanation would sound something like: Well, you were smiling, so you can see how I couldn’t correct you about me working here.

			“I added another item to my birthday list,” Lauren said as she plopped her plate on the table and her body in the seat next to me. “A handheld phone stabilizer. It will help with my videos.”

			“Your birthday is not for five months,” Dad said.

			“I know. I’m giving you all plenty of time.”

			I knew my parents, especially my dad, thought her hobby was just that, a hobby. But they mostly kept quiet about it while redirecting her attention to other things.

			Mom pointed to a laminated schedule that sat in the middle of the table. “If either of you are interested, there’s a motivational speaker down at the lower amphitheater tonight,” she said, in a perfect example of redirection.

			
			“What are they motivating us to do?” I asked.

			Lauren spread her arms wide. “Live a productive life without internet.”

			“Knit socks and bake banana bread?” I asked with a smirk.

			Mom rolled her eyes. “Really? Is that what you think pre-internet life was like?”

			“You probably also mapped stars and wrote poetry,” I said.

			Dad raised his fork. “I actually did take an astronomy class one semester in college.” He flipped the schedule around to face him. “I wouldn’t be surprised if they offered some stargazing here….Aha!” He stabbed his fork into the middle of the page, his eyes lighting up. “All your wishes come true.”

			I smiled, looking between Dad’s fork and his goofy expression. The stars the night before had been pretty amazing. It would be fun to learn more than the basic constellations.

			I shoveled a couple bites of salad into my mouth, then stood.

			“You done already?” Dad asked.

			I swallowed. “Yes, that badminton earlier really took it out of me.” I lifted my phone off the table.

			Lauren scoffed at the lame excuse. Microphone feedback rang out and I dropped back into my seat as quickly as possible. That had not been ten minutes. Not even five.

			“You don’t have to stay,” Dad said as if I’d changed my mind because of his question.

			“It’s fine, I’ll leave when you guys do.”

			Lauren narrowed her eyes at me suspiciously, but continued to eat.

			Brooks’s voice came over the microphone. “We’re back, and, just a reminder, we take requests. The song list is on the back of the schedule on each table.” Was he the lead singer?

			
			“Hello,” Lauren said, her eyes glued to the stage, which, unlike me, she could obviously see clearly. I ducked a little more and reached for the schedule at the same time Lauren did. I let her have it first.

			“Hello, what?” Mom asked.

			Lauren scanned the song list, then handed it to me. “Hello, cute band in the middle of the woods. Sign me up. Avery, check them out. Let’s go request something.”

			I looked down the list, which contained mainly oldies—the Beach Boys, Elvis, the Beatles, and more. None of which were the punk rock vibe I’d heard the night before in passing. I peeked around Mom and watched as someone who wasn’t Brooks began singing a Billy Joel song. He had a nice voice—smooth with just the right amount of rasp.

			Dad, now staring at the band too, said, “They are way too old for you to be fraternizing with.”

			“How do you know how old they are?” Lauren asked.

			I wasn’t sure how old the others were, but Brooks hadn’t seemed that old. Around my age maybe. Lauren was fifteen, though, so I could see why my dad was laying down the law.

			“Plus,” Mom said, “they work here. This isn’t some dating camp. There are plenty of guests visiting that you can hook up with throughout the summer.”

			Lauren almost spit her mouthful of water all over the table.

			I shook my head and whispered, “Mom, hook up means have sex with.”

			
			Now it was Mom’s turn to be shocked. “That’s not what I meant!”

			“When did the meaning of that change?” Dad asked.

			Lauren laughed, then stared longingly at her phone. “I wish I had been recording this whole conversation.”

			“Any good songs on there?” Dad asked, nodding at the list I held.

			I passed it over and then wished I hadn’t when Mom scooted her chair closer to Dad’s, leaving me completely exposed. I sat still, knowing movement would only draw attention. None of the band members were looking at me. The singer, a wiry white guy with floppy brown hair, held the microphone stand with both hands as he sang. His body hardly moved. The buff Polynesian guy behind the drums looked like he’d rather be anywhere else. The bleached-blond guy on bass kept looking at the wall, where, following his gaze, I noticed a clock. And the commanding presence of Brooks I’d noted the night before was only half as commanding. He seemed as though he wanted to blend into the paint on the wall as he stood there strumming his guitar with zero energy.

			I was surprised, but then noted the dining hall was loud with talking and clattering dishes and laughter, nobody paying much attention to the band. That would be a hard audience to perform to. As if he sensed me looking, Brooks’s eyes caught mine.

			Crap.

			I gave him a little smile and a small wave. As he took in the table and my family, his brows went down. Maybe he didn’t recognize me. Or maybe he was trying to fit me into the story he’d previously thought was true. He didn’t return my smile, just looked away.

			Over the next half hour, as my parents and Lauren carried on a conversation I pretended to be part of but didn’t follow at all, I tried to catch his eye. I wanted to mouth “Sorry” or something. But he didn’t look my way again.

			
			Was he mad? Why would he be? We didn’t know each other. It was just a silly misunderstanding. I’d clear it up. He’d caught me off guard the night before. That’s all I had to say and then it would be over.

			So when my parents announced they were done and stood to leave, Lauren standing as well, I said, “I’m going to check out the dessert bar.”

			“Okay, see you back at the cabin,” Dad said.

			Lauren pointed to the stage and said something to my mom as they walked away. My mom only shook her head.

			I listened to three
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